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the  Broderson  ranch  from  that  of  Los  Muerto,  plci 

his  watch,  and  was  now  perplexed  to  know  whether   he 
whistle  was  blowing  for  twelve  or  for  one  oS     He 

trJ.^Z7-  ^^'^  "t  '"•'™'-^  hVlid  tdd"d 
make  a  long  excursion  through  the  neiehbourino- 
country,  partly  on  foot  and  partly  on  his  bicS  1„H  1^ 
noon  was  come  already,  and  as  yet  hetd  £  irs"arteT 
rick  had"  t7^  *'^  •'""^^  ^"-  breakfast  tsSS 
Hfharnofbt; r  tf r^r  ^  -''  ''  ^--"«'  -^ 

SeToldtSflf  '^"•^^"^  ."ickSS"hisT; 
He  told  himself  that,  no  matter  what  the  time  wafhe 

woud  not  stop  for  luncheon  at  the  ranch  houle    but 

aTsltSs"  X  ^b"r  ^^"^  ^"^  '^^^  ^  Spanth  di 
at  bolotan  s,  as  he  had  originally  planned. 
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There  had  not  been  much  of  a  crop  to  haul  thatVear 
Half  of  the  wheat  on  the  Broderson  ranch  had  faUed 
entirely,  and  Derrick  himself  had  hardly  raised  more 
than  enough  to  supply  seed  for  the  winter's  sowing  But 
such  little  hauling  as  there  had  been  had  reduced  the 
roads  thereabouts  to  a  lamentable  condition,  and.  during 
the  dry  season  of  the  past  few  months,  the  layer  of  dust 
had  deepened  and  thickened  to  such  an  extent  that  more 
than  once  Presley  was  obliged  to  dismount  and  trudge 
along  on  foot,  pushing  his  bicycle  in  front  of  him 

It  was  the  last  half  of  September,  the  very  end  of  the 
dry  season,  and  all  Tulare  County,  all  the  vast  reaches  of 
the  San  Joaqum  Valley-in  fact  all  South  Central  Cali- 
fornia was  bone  dry,  parched,  and  baked  and  crisped 
after  four  months  of  cloudless  weather,  when  the  day 
seemed  always  at  noon,  and  the  sun  blazed  white  hot 
over  the  valley  from  the  Coast  Range  in  the  west  to  the 
foothills  of  the  Sierras  in  the  east. 

As  Presley  drew  near  to  the  point  where  what  was 
known  as  the  Lower  Road  struck  oflf  through  the 
Rancho  de  Los  Muertos,  leading  on  to  Guadalajara,  he 
came  upon  one  of  the  county  watering-tanks,  a  great 
iron-hooped  tower  of  wood,  straddling  clumsily  on  its 
four  uprights  by  the  roadside.  Since  the  day  of  its  com- 
pletion the  storekeepers  and  retailers  of  Bonneville  had 
painted  their  advertisements  upon  it.  It  was  a  land- 
mark.  In  that  reach  of  level  fields,  the  white  letters  upon 

nL?K  ^V'V^'  '"■'«•  A  watering-trough  stood 
near  by,  and,  as  he  was  very  thirsty,  Presley  resolved  to 
stop  for  a  moment  to  get  a  drink. 

He  drew  abreast  of  the  tank  and  halted  there,  leaning 
h^  bicycle  against  the  fence.    A  couple  of  men  in  whit! 
overalls  were  repainting  the  surface  of  the  tank,  seated 
on  swinging  platforms  that  hung  by  hooks  from  the  roof 
Ihey  were  painting  a  sign-an  advertisement.    It  was 
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all  but  finished  and  read,  "S.  Behrman,  Real  EsUte 
0^^?^^  n  ^r  Street.  Bonneville,  Opposite  the  Post' 
S  fl  »  S"*'''=''°"^-*'-°"gh  that  stood  in  the  shadow 
of  the  tank  was  another  freshly  painted  inscription: 

S.  Behrman  Has  Something  To  Say  To  yo«  " 
As  Presley  straightened  up  after  drinking' from  the 
£llf  i'k  °"'r'  "'  '^'  horse-trough,  the  watering-car 
.tself  laboured  into  view  around  the  turn  of  the  Lower 
Road.  Two  mules  and  two  horses,  white  with  dust 
stramed  le.surely  in  the  traces,  moving  at  a  snail's  pace! 
their  hmp  ears  marking  the  time;  while  perched  high 
upon  the  seat,  under  a  yellow  cotton  wagon  umbrella 

a  SirT"'  "°°^^"' """'  °^  ^"'^'^'^'^  t-a"":; 

a  German,  whom  every  one  called  "  Bismarck,"  an  excit- 
fowStoTer^L'giir""^'^^^^^^^^^ 
"Hello  Bismarck,"  said  Presley,  as  Hooven  brought 

filling""    '         '^ '' '''  *'"''  p^^^"=^t-y  tot 

"  Yoost  der  men  I  look  for.  Misfr  Praicely,"  cried  the 
other,  twisting  the  reins  around  the  brake.  ' '  Yoo!t  one 
minu.e.  you  wait,  hey?    I  wanta  talk  mit  you  " 

Presley  was  impatient  to  be  on  his  way  again.  A 
httle  more  time  wasted,  and  the  day  would  be  lost     He 

and  ThZ.'°  '°  fl''  *''  management  of  the  ranch, 
and  If  Hooven  wanted  any  advice  from  him,  it  was  so 
much  breath  wasted.  These  uncouth  brutes  of  farm! 
hands  and  petty  ranchers,  grimed  with  the  soil  they 
worked  upon,  were  odious  to  him  beyond  words.  Never 
could  he  feel  in  sympathy  with  them,  nor  with  their  lives 
their  ways,  their  marriages,  deaths,  bickerings,  and  a  i 
the  monotonous  round  of  their  sordid  existence 

Well  you  must  be  quick  about  it.  Bismarck."  he  an- 
swered sharply.    "  I'm  late  for  dinner,  as  it  is." 

boh,  now.    Two  minuten,  und  I  be  mit  you."    He 
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vInH„r  7"''«"8^"g  *POUt  of  the  t.„k 

vent  m  the  circumference  of  the  cart  and  pulled  tk. 
that  let  out  the  water.    Then  he  climbed  down  froflRH 
seat  jumpmg  from  the  tire  of  the  wheel,  and  taking^ 
ley  by  the  arm  led  hfm  a  few  steps  down  the  S 

Say,  he  began.  "  Say,  I  want  to  hef  some  conver- 
zat  ons  m.t  you.  Yoost  der  men  I  want  to  see  S^J 
Caraher,  he  tole  me  dis  morgen-say,  he  tole  me  mS 

next"  ahfT  '°  '""  '""''°'^  ^'="'"  '^^^^  »•-' '"^  ^e 
alllr?       ^°  """••=*«"«"'«.    Say,  Caraher,  he  tole  me 
all  der  tenants  get  der  sach;  Misfr  Derrick  gowunTo 
work  der  whole  demn  rench  hisselu:.  hev?    MelZd," 
sach  alzoh,  hey?    You  hef  hear  about  dose  ti;g?^  st 

that^Bil^^'  "°'''  ^'"'""^  ''™''^"  °'  Harran  about 

way     "ThS  „'"'r'''='  '''■"'^^'  *^^'"^  '-  draw 
nf ;  H  ^o^nethmg  outside  of  me  entirely." 

But  Hooven  was  not  to  be  put  ofJ.    No  doubt  he  had 

doand  want  dot  I  should  be  ge-sacked.  Who  den\Jn 
der  duch  ge-tend?  Say,  you  tell  'urn  Bismarck  hef  goTta 
sme  stay  be.  der  place.  Say,  you  hef  der  pull  mifd"r 
Governor.    You  speak  der  gut  word  for  me  " 

Harran  ,s  the  man  that  has  the  pull  with  his  father 

.Well,  Harrans  your  man,"  answered  Presley  ore 
panng  to  mount  his  bicycle.  r-resiey,  pre- 

"  Say,  you  hef  hear  about  d'  se  ting? " 
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, "  1  don't  hear  about  anything,  Bismarck.  I  don't  know 
the  first  thing  about  how  the  ranch  is  run." 

"  Vnd  der  pipe-line  ge-mend,"  Hooven  burst  out,  sud- 
denly remembering  a  forgotten  argument.  He  waved 
an  arm.  "  Ach,  der  pipe-line  bei  der  Mission  Greek, 
und  der  waater-hole  for  dose  cettles.  Say,  he  doand  doo 
ut  himselluf,  berhaps,  I  doand  tink." 
"  Well,  talk  to  Harran  about  it." 
"  Say,  he  doand  farm  der  whole  damn  rench  bei  his- 
seluf.     Me,  I  gotta  stay." 

But  on  a  sudden  the  water  in  the  cart  gushed  over  the 
sides  from  the  vent  in  the  top  with  a  smart  sound  of 
splashing.  Hooven  was  forced  to  turn  his  attention  to 
it.    Presley  got  his  wheel  under  way. 

"I  hef  some  converzations  mit  Herran,"  Hooven 
called  after  him.  "  He  doand  doo  ut  bei  hisseluf ,  den, 
Mist'r  Derrick;  ach,  no.  I  stay  bei  der  rench  to  drive 
dose  cettles." 

He  climbed  back  to  his  seat  under  the  wagon  um- 
brella, and,  as  he  started  his  team  again  with  great  cracks 
of  his  long  whip,  turned  to  the  painters  still  at  work 
upon  the  sign  and  declared  with  some  defiance: 

"  Sieben  yahr;  yais,  sir,  seiben  yahr  I  hef  been  on  dis 
rench.    Git  oop,  you  mule  you,  hoop! " 

Meanwhile  Presley  had  turned  into  the  Lower  Road. 
He  was  now  on  Derrick's  land,  division  No.  i,  or,  as  it 
was  called,  the  Home  ranch,  of  the  great  Los  Muertos 
Rancho.  The  road  was  better  here,  the  dust  laid  after 
the  passage  of  Hooven's  watering-cart,  and,  in  a  few 
minutes,  he  had  come  to  the  ranch  house  itself,  with  its 
white  picket  fence,  its  few  flower  beds,  and  gtoVe  of 
eucalyptus  trees.  On  the  lawn  at  the  side  of  the  house, 
he  saw  Harran  in  the  act  of  setting  out  the  automatic 
sprinkler.  In  the  shade  of  the  house,  by  the  porch,  were 
two  or  three  of  the  greyhounds,  part  of  the  pack  that 
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had,  instead  of  tanninir  i,.-^  k         ^''Posu'e  to  the  sun 
the colourofhYs cheeks    ''™  '''7"' ""^'y  heightened 

more  complex.  Unlike  Harran  Srick  h  temperament 
of  a  character  than  a  tyoe  Th.  \  ^  T"'^'^  "°'« 
face  till  it  was  almost  fwarthyH""  ''  ''°^"'''  '^^ 
brown,  and  h.s  forehead  was  the  f  7'!  "^"^  *  '^'"■'' 
lectual,  wide  and  wS  w.Th  V  "'"^'^  °^  '''^  '»*«'- 

about  it  that  a7«,ed  ed  J  l  "*'"  unmistakable  lift 

of  his  people  before  hi  The  "°'  °"'^  °'  ''''"^*"'  ■"" 
his  mouth  and  ch^nwas^hat  ofV^''""^"  '""^'^''^  ''^ 
sitive  nature  the  linTfl  ^  ,  '^*''"*'=  ^'"^  highly  sen- 
chin  smr;;;  Sh  '"reTed  Lr'^n'^^^  '"^'"i  ^^'-^ 

Presley's  refinemenhL  hf^:  °"*  8^«"«=d  that 
.'OSS  of  stren;h"^l^nxSeTt: Vnf  h,'^  ^  ""-■ 
introspective,  to  discover  f W  I-  ^  '"'"  nervous, 

a"  the  result  of  impresl  ons  'L'"  "''"!"'  "'«  ^^^  "°t  »* 
hin.  from  withouX  Xr  of  .r"'"^"'  ''"''  "«"«=  *» 
germinating  from  wIthTn  i^  u^^''  ^'"'  reflections 
to  changes  in  Z  TZ;  ^°"^\™°^hidly  sensitive 
slow  to  act  upon  such  ^^o^ndings,  he  would  be 

Pu'sive,  JSjet  rs"S'-T'l"°*  "^"^  '- 
ne  was  sluggisn.  but  because  he  was 
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Z!!f  i"r°'""-u  ^'  ~"'*'  ''*  '*»'""«  'hat  morally  he 
was  o  that  sort  who  avoid  evil  through  good  taste  lack 

1  fthS  s  r:  °^,°pr """^-  «^  »-p~ 

thli.  V.  ^  '^°*''  *''*"  •'*  '^''J  himself  he  had  been 
thmkint.,  he  deceived  himself.  He  had.  on  such  occa- 
sions, been  only  brooding. 

fJ^T  J^'T  '"°"'^'  *"=^°'*  'his  time,  he  had  been 
threatened  with  consumption,  and,  taking  advantage  of 
a  standmg  mvitation  on  the  part  of  Magnus  Derr"  k  had 
come  to  stay  in  the  dry,  even  climate  ofthe  San  Joaquin 

L"l  ':;''''"^  '*"^''  °^  '''"^-  H"  ^-  thirty  year^oW 
and  had  graduated  and  post-graduated  with  high  ho„ 

Z,  uT  '"  ^"'"""  '°^^'^'-  ^here  he  had  Lvo^ed 
h  mself  to  a  passionate  study  of  literature,  and,  r^ore 
especiaUy,  of  poetry.  '       " 

.JhT  *''^'."**''^hle  ambition  to  write  verse.    But  up 

Tee  a.^dThe  "  T'^'  ''*^"  ^"^tive,  ephemeral,  a  note 
here  and  there,  heard,  appreciated,  and  forgotten  He 
was  m  search  of  a  subject;  something  magnificent,  he  2d 

heroi  7  'm'*'^  u^"''  '^""=  ^*^*'  t^niendous  theme! 
hero  c,  ternble,  to  be  unrolled  in  all  the  thundering  pro- 
gression  of  hexameters.  ^  ^ 

But  whatever  he  wrote,  and  in  whatever  fashion  Pres- 

ey  was  determined  that  his  poem  should  be  of  the  West 

that  world's  frontier  of  Romance,  where  a  new  race  a 

new  people-hardy,  brave,  and  passionate-weTe  bu  id! 

ng  an  emp.re;  where  the  tumultuous  life  ran  like  fire 

rom  dawn  to  dark,  and  from  dark  to  dawn  again  priS 

^ve   brutal,  honest,  and  without  fear.    Someth  ni  fto 

h.s  .dea  not  much)  had  been  done  to  catch  at  tha  "ffet 

passmg  but  ,ts  poet  had  not  yet  arisen.    The  few  spo" 

rad.c  attempts   thus  he  told  himself,  had  only  touched 

ttt  shC;'    ^'  ''"^  '"'  ''^  "'^P^^^"'  *he  Rreat  song 

ra     he  voice  Jf'"  '"  ''•''"  '  ^"""'^  ^P°^h,  a  completf 

era,  the  vo.ce  of  an  entire  people,  wherein  all  people 
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should  be  mcluded-they  and  their  legends,  their  folk 
lore,  their  fightings,  their  loves  and  fheir   u.^r  theS 
bjnt.  grin,  humour,  their  stoicism  under  s  re    '  t Je  r 
adventures  their  treasures  found  in  a  day  and  gambled 
m  a  mght  their  direct,  crude  speech,  their  ienero^ty  and 
cruelty   the^  heroism  and  bestiality.  theifrelSS 
proan.ty.  their  self-sacrifice  and  obscenity_a  frue  l^ 
earless  setting  forth  of  a  passing  phase  o'f  histoT,.  un- 
compromising, sincere  ;each  group  i„  its  proper  enT  ron 
nient;  the  valley,  the  plain,  and  the  mountain;  the  ranch' 
the  range,  and  the  mine-all  this,  all  the  trait   andt  "ej 
of  every  community  from  the  Dakotas  to  the  MexSs 
rom  Wmnipeg  to  Guadalupe,  gathered  together  "Zt' 
together,   welded   and   riven   together   in   one   si^le 
«.ghty  song,  the  Song  of  the  West.    That  was  what  he 
dreamed,   while   things    vithout   names-thoughts   fSr 
which  no  man  had  yet  invented  words,  terribK™,  s 
shapes   vague  figures,  colossal,  monstrous,  dis  o™d- 
whu-led  at  a  gallop  through  his  imaginatio; 

AS  Harran  came  up,  Presley  reached  down  into  the 
pouches  of  the  sun-bleached  shooting  coat  he  wore  a„d 
drew^out  and  handed  him  the  pacLt  oft^s  and 

"  ^"*='*  *'«'  mail-    I  think  I  shall  go  on." 
sittin'g"dotr  '  '^^^^■"  -'^  H---'we  are  just 

hars7'sT.n'r'  '"  '''''■    "  N°.  I'-n  i"  a  hurrv.    Fer- 

S  L^goLtl^T'    "'  "  ^"  "  ""^''^'^^"^-    ' 

nufoVhtSilTwreTSeX'  ''^'^^"'"^  ^  '-- 

J  he  Governor  is  coming  home,"  he  exclaimed  "  tn 
niorrow  morning  on  the  early  train ;  wants  mnom;:t 
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him  with  the  ttam  at  Guadalajara;  and,"  he  cried  be- 
tween h,.  clenched  teeth,  at  he  continued  to  read, 
we've  lost  the  case."  ' 

"What  case  ?    Oh,  in  the  matter  of  rates  ? " 
Harran  nodded,  his  eyes  flashing,  '  U  face  n-owinff 
suddenly  scarlet.  p-owmg 

,.1^'"?"  ^^*  "l"  ''"'"°"  yesterday."  he  continued, 
readmg  from  his  father's  letter.    "He  holds.  Ulsteen 
does,  that    grain  rates  as  low  as  the  new  figure  would 
amount  to  confiscation  of  property,  and  that,  on  such  a 
basis  the  railroad  could  not  be  operated  at  a  legitimate 
profit.    As  he  is  powerless  to  legislate  in  the  matter  he 
can  only  put  the  rates  back  at  what  they  originally  wer- 
before  the  commissioners  made  the  cut,  and  it  is  so  or- 
dered.    That  s  our  friend  S.  Behrman  again,"  added 
Harran  grinding  his  teeth.    "  He  was  up  in  the  city  the 
whole  o    he  time  the  new  schedule  was  being  drawn,  and 
he  and  Ulsteen  and  the  Railroad  Commission  were  as 
hick  as  thieves.  He  has  been  up  there  all  this  last  week, 
too,  doing  the  railroad's  dirty  work,  and  backing  Ulsteen 
up.      Legitimate  profit,  legitimate  profit,'"  he  broke 

Tr-,t(    ?T  ^l  n'"  *'''^*  ^'  "  legitimate  profit  with  a 
tariff  of  four  dollars  a  ton  for  moving  it  two  hundred 

Whv  n^.  I.  ,7'*"'  ^'"'  *•"="'  ""'  eighty-seven  cents? 
Why  not  hold  us  up  with  a  gun  in  our  faces,  and  say 
hands  up,  and  be  done  with  it?" 

He  dug  his  boot-heel  into  the  ground  and  turned  away 
to  the  house  abruptly,  cursing  beneath  his  breath 

Bv  the  way,"  Presley  called  after  him,  "  Hooven 
wants  to  see  you.^  He  asked  me  about  this  idea  of  the 
Governors  of  getting  along  without  the  tenants  this 
year  Hooven  wants  to  stay  to  tend  the  ditch  and  look 
after  the  stock.    I  told  him  to  see  you  " 

Harran.  his  mind  full  of  other  things,  nodded  to  say 
he  understood.    Presley  only  waited  till  he  had  disap- 
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peared  ,„doors,  .o  that  he  might  not  «eni  too  indifferent 
to  h..  trouble;  then,  remounting,  .truck  .t  once  imo  . 
bruk  pace  and.  turning  out  from  the  carriage  /.te  Sw 
on  .wiftly  down  the  Lower  Road,  going  in  t^heSron 
of  Guadalajara.  The.e  matter.,  the.e  eternal  iie  ^c 
b.ckermg,  between  the  farmer,  of  the  San  Joaquin  and 

wear^S  hL     H  ff  ™  ^''"^'  -itatedU  and 

2  nn.  K  .""'''  '"'  """*  °'  '•'«^«  ^hing..    They 

did  not  belong  to  hi.  world.  In  the  picture  of  that  hZl 
romantic  West  that  he  saw  in  hi/ima^^;  il^  theS 
d.ssen«on.  made  the  one  note  of  harsh  folour  that  re* 
fused  to  enter  into  the  great  scheme  of  harmony  I 
wa.  matenal,  sordid,  deadly  commonptece.  But  how 
ever  he  strove  to  shut  his  eyes  to  it  or  his  ears  to  it  the 
thmg  persisted  and  persisted.     The  romance  seemed 

aUed,  there  ,t  becam.  realism,  grim,  unlovely,  unyield- 
ng  To  be  trae-and  it  was  the  first  article  of  his  creed 
to  be  unfimchingly  true-he  could  not  ignore  it.  MUU 
noble  poetry  of  the  ranch-the  valleyfllscemedli  hi 
mind  to  be  marred  and  disfigured  by  the  presence  of 
certain  immovable  facts.    Just  what  he  want'ed.  Presley 

portray  hfe  as  he  saw  it-directly.  frankly,  and  through 
no  medium  of  personality  or  temperament.    But,  on  the 

a  roTe  r,  '  "r  "■  "'=  """^'^ '°  '''^  «^"y'h-g  h^' 

Snes    1 1        .'''  ""!'-"  *""'  *''"*  ''""^d  ""  harsh  out- 

ines,  all  crude  and  violent  colours.     He  told  himse  f 

that,  as  a  part  of  the  people,  he  loved  the  people  and 

sympathised  with  their  hopes  and  fears,  and Toys  a„d 

griefs ;  and  yet  Hooven,  grimy  and  pers^iring.^i  h  ht 

perpetual  grievance  and  his  contracted  horizon  only  r 

volted  him.    He  had  set  himself  the  task  of  giv  „g  IZ 

absolutely  true,  poetical  expression  to  the^linf  the 

rarch.  and  yet,  again  and  again,  he  brought  up  againsi 
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hi»  romance  shattered  itself  to  froth  and  disintegrated 
flying  spume.  His  heart  went  out  to  the  people.  a^"his 
jroprng  hand  met  that  of  a  slovenly  litSl  Dutchman 
whom  It  was  impossible  to  consider  seriously.     He 

;;;;« rl ' ''; ''™'  ^'""•""'  •""'  •"  '»"=  -•j'f-nrf 

gram  rates  and  unjust  freight  tariffs 

whee^"  n!!,""''  "  *^''"  •'"'  '""""'*'•  "  •'^  ««"'  h» 
I  Creek  "^  ^^  ""°"  ""*  ''"''»'=  °^"  Broderson 
'     K  TM.    '  romance,  the  real  romance,  is  here  some- 

where.   I'll  get  hold  of  it  yet." 

He  shot  a  glance  about  him  as  if  in  search  of  the  in- 
spiration. By  now  he  was  not  quite  half  way  across  the 
northern  and  narrowest  corner  of  Los  Muertos,  at  this 

,Ti'°  a','*  T""  ^'"^'-    "'  ^"  ^*'"  °"  'he  Home 

the  iL  o1  T  "  V^'  *°""'  *"  ^""•'^  j"«  -"^ke  out 
the  hne  of  wire  fence  that  separated  it  from  ti.e  th-rd  di- 
vision ;  and  to  the  north,  seen  faint  and  blue  through  the 
haze  and  shimmer  of  the  noon  sun.  a  long  file  of  de- 
graph  poles  showed  the  line  of  the  railroad  and  marked 
Derricks  northeast  boundary.  The  road  over  which 
Presley  was  travelling  ran  almost  diametrically  straight. 
In  f  ont  of  him.  but  at  a  great  distance,  he  could  make 
out  the  giant  live-oak  and  the  red  roof  of  Hoven's  barn 
that  stood  near  it. 

All  about  him  the  country  was  flat.  In  aU  directions 
he  could  see  for  miles.  The  harvest  was  just  over 
Nothing  but  stubble  remained  on  the  ground.  With  the 
one  exception  of  the  live-oak  by  Hooven's  place,  there 
was  nothing  green  in  sight.  The  wheat  stubble  was  of 
a  dirty  yellow;  the  ground,  parched,  cracked,  and  dry 
of  a  cheerless  brown.  By  the  roadside  the  dust  lay  thick 
ana  grey  ;.nd,  on  either  hand,  stretching  on  tow:.r^,  the 

rr„"tr', r"'-"^J,'''"  '"  ^  •"'"  ^"""^^^  '"  the  distance, 
ran  the  lUimitable  parallels  of  the  wire  fence.    And  that 
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^^Tiwrr,!.'";:;"* "'" "  "•  *' "- «» 
^sri.t  srr  ::;.",:r;r  -'■*"  """■^  - 

for„  „.„  „  „,.    ^,  ,„^  ateJ^jy'"™'  I""  "» 

Toward    two    o'clock     Pr»ci  . 

place,  two  or  three  t^;  fram   Lh''''"'  ,  "°°^^"'^ 
a  swarm  of  does     A  hllTl  ''"''^'"«^^'  '"f^^ted  with 

about.  Under  a^hed  by  t?ebrrah"'f"!'  ''""'^"'^ 
lay  rusting  to  its  ruin  B„t  ^  L  broken-down  seeder 
oak.  the  Targes  tree  in  ,  .  I"'''"'^'  ^  "'^'"'""'h  «ve- 
superband:n^agL?ce„t  Gref.'  ^^^'^^-de,  towered 
festoons  of  traEToss  hu„^  ?"""*''  °'  """^"^^^'^  -"^ 
lowest  branch  hung  Hooven'^  "" "''  ''"'■'^-  ^'°^  't^ 
faced  with  wire  screens      '       '"'"*-'"'^'  '  ^'l"^-^  ^ox. 

What  gave  a  special  interest  to  H„^       • 
that  here  was  the  intersectfoi  offh  T"  '  ^^'  ''''  ^^« 
Derrick's  main  irrigating  ^r.,  ^°'^^'"  ^°^<^  «nd 

completed,  which  T?nH   I      '  "^  ^^='  *''""<^'»  "o*  yet 

QuienSabeS,  h  tereloin^r"'"'  "'^"^  "^^'^^d   '"e 
rectly  across  the  rUd  anH   •  '°"^*^"^'in&-    It  ran  di- 

<'eep  groove  i„   he  field  betwe^fi'"^'". '°  '*'  ^"^  '^^  ^ 

--.  Guadalajara,  some  three  mif  IT  '  '"'  ^''^  '°"" 

this,  the  ditch  was  a  naturd  ^u^darv  bet  °"-    ^"'"^ 

visions  of  the  Los  Muertos  ranch  Sfi""  **°  *^'- 

Preslev  now  had  thechJc'  "*  *"**  ^°"«h. 

iective  point  was  the  Zr^TtZ'^'''',  ^°"*^^-    «'^  «". 
spring  at  the  headwaters  of  Broder- 
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ward.  aXJXT,^!Zs.'2:  r'  •="  "'^''^- 
the  door,  her  little  daughter  Hil5!rf  °T"  '=*'"^  '° 
overalls  anH  clumsv  hn^f  .  ,^  '  "^^^^^  '"  »  "'oy'* 
oldest  daughter  TverHLt  ",  '''""  ^'""^'  ''er 
wereco„ti;\het7ko  X^V'''"  '"^^  ^'^^'^ 
through  a  window  of  the  hou^r^"'"'^"'"'^""^ 
washing.    Mrs  HonvL         ^    '  ''"'^  "*'  ^''e  week's 

^ddle-^agef^nd  ^riXftV^'^^ 

least  characteristic  thlT        ,^  '.-        "'^"'"^^  "«*  the 

thousand  othe  "  „  Ther    f  ^^^'  '^^  ''""^  ^ 
nodded  to  Presley  wThinlh  f  ^"'^  ^'"'^-     ^he 

under  her  arml^Lkh  fhT  h^T  ""''^  "  ''°"''  ^^^«  f™" 
shade  her  eyel'  ''''''  ^"^^^  ^^'  fo-'^head  to 

to  GuaJalSara  •  h"  c Si  I'h'-f "  ^"  ''^  ^-''^  ^« 
ing  ditch  with  a  brusque  sol  of  h?'  °'"  "'^  ''"^"*- 
forward  down  theSt  ..r^K    .   u"""" '°""'*' ^"'l  ^^ot 

yet  intervened  between  Hrn  ■  ''if  ^°"^^  ^°^'^  ^^at 
on  the  fourth  dS"  2  ,7"  '  ^"'^  '^^  *''^»-    He  was 
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hand,  and  directly  in  front  of  Presley,  were  the  freight 
and  passenger  depots  of  the  P.  and  S.  W.,  painted  in  the 
grey  and  white,  which  seemed  to  be  the  official  colours 
of  all  the  buildings  owned  by  the  corporation.    The  sta- 
tion was  deserted.  No  trains  passed  at  this  hour.  From 
the  direction  of  the  ticket  window,  Presley  heard  the 
unsteady  chittering  of  the  telegraph  key.    In  the  shadow 
of  one  of  the  baggage  trucks  upon  the  platform   the 
great  yellow  cat  that  belonged  to  the  agent  dozed  com- 
placently, her  paws  tucked  under  her  body     Three  flat 
cars,   loaded   with   bright-painted   farming   machines, 
were  on  the  siding  above  the  station,  while,  on  the 
switch  below,  a  huge  freight  engine  that  lacked  its  cow- 
catcher sat  back  upon  its  monstrous  driving-wheels, 
motionless,  solid,  drawing  long  breaths  that  were  punc- 
tuated by  the  subdued  sound  of  its  steam-pump  clicking 
at  exact  intervals. 

But  evidently  it  had  been  decreed  that  Presley  should 
be  stopped  at  every  point  of  his  ride  that  day  for  as  he 
was  pushing  his  bicycle  across  the  tracks,  he  was  sur- 
prised to  hear  his  name  called.     "Hello,  there,  Mr 
Presley.    What's  the  good  word  ?  " 

Presley  looked  up  quickly,  and  saw  Dyke,  the  engi- 
neer leaning  on  his  folded  arms  from  the  cab  window  of 
the  freight  engine.  But  at  the  prospect  of  this  further 
delay,  Presley  was  less  troubled.  Dyke  and  he  were  well 
acquamted  and  the  best  of  friends.  The  picturesqueness 
of  the  engineer's  life  was  always  attractive  to  Presley 
and  more  than  once  he  had  ridden  on  Dyke's  engine' 
between  Guadalajara  and  Bonneville.  Once,  even,  he 
had  made  the  entire  run  between  the  latter  town  and 
san  f-rancisco  in  the  cab. 

Dyke's  home  was  in  Guadalajara.  He  lived  in  one  of 
the  remodelled  'dobe  cottages,  where  his  mother  kept 
house  for  him.    His  wife  had  died  some  five  years  before 
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this  time,  leaving  him  a  little  daughter,  Sidney  to  brinir 

weH-lookmg  fellow,  nearly  twice  the  weight  of  Prely 
with  great  shoulders  and  massive,  hairy  arms  and  a 
tremendous,  rumbling  voice 

"We've  changed  about  a  bit,"  answered  the  other" 

Thevv:  held  "  r'  "'  '°""'  ^-"^  ^^*  -*  of  the  st 
pSev    after  f        '  ^t-*"''  °'*'"^'"  ""^  "P'^ined,  as 
chS  .    !^    !f  "'"^  '^'^  ''''=y*='^  a^-n^t  the  tender 
chmbed  to  the  fireman's  seat  of  worn  green  leather 
They  are  changing  the  run  of  one  of  the  crack  passe„ 
ger  engmes  down  below,  and  are  sending  her"^  up  to' 
Fresno    There  was  a  smash  of  some  kind  on  the  Bakers 
field  dmsion,  and  she's  to  hell^nd  go„e  beWnd  her  t,W 
l^T's'Jr^^T'  -mes,lh^fome  aJit^- 

Fresno     Th      r  "^^  *"  °P""  '"""^  ^"  the  w^  to 
Fresno.    They  have  held  me  here  to  let  her  go  by '' 

Well,  I  don't  suppose  you  object  to  being  held  here  " 

mot.         ^'l^'T     """'^^^  y°"  *  'Chance  tVvTit  yo 'r 
mother  and  the  little  girl."  ^ 

"  And  precisely  they  choose  this  day  to  eo  ud  to  9,. 

ramento,"  answered  Dyke.    "  J„st  my  luck     Went   " 

to  visit  my  brother's  people.    By  the  wav  mv  hr^  i,^ 

may  come  down  here-locate  her^I  La/l^d  go  nt" 

LundrT"""^- '""."""    "^"'^  ^°t  an  option  o^five 
hundred  acres  ^ust  back  of  the  town  here.     He  say! 
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"  Why,  what's  the  matter  with  railroading' " 
Dyke  drew  a  couple  of  puffs  on  his  pipe,  and  fixed 
rresley  with  a  glance. 

fired^''*"*  *'''^  *'**  "^"^"^  **''*  '*'"  *"*  **'''•  "^''" 

"  Fired !    You  I  "  exclaimed  Presley,  turning  abruptly 
toward  him.  '^  ' 

;"rhat's    what    Fm    telling    you,"    returned    Dyke 
grimly.  •' 

"  You  don't  mean  it.  Why,  what  for.  Dyke  ?  " 
"  Now,  yo«  tell  me  what  for,"  growled  the  other  sav- 
agely. Boy  and  man,  I've  worked  for  the  P.  and  S  W 
for  over  ten  years,  and  never  one  yelp  of  a  complaint 
did  I  ever  hear  from  them.  They  know  damn  well 
they  ve  not  got  a  steadier  man  on  the  road.  And  more 
than  that,  more  than  that,  I  don't  belong  to  the  Brother- 
hood. And  when  the  strike  came  along,  I  stood  by  them 
-stood  by  the  company.  You  know  that.  And  you 
know,  and  they  know,  that  at  Sacramento  that  time  I 
ran  my  train  according  to  schedule,  with  a  gun  in  each 
hand,  never  knowing  when  I  was.  going  over  a  mined 

the  time.    To  hell  with  their  gol '  watches !     I  want  or- 
dinary justice  and  fair  treatment.    And  now,  when  hard 

they  do  ?  Do  they  make  any  discrimination  in  my  case  ' 
r7,°k.H  V  '^^^""^'''^^  ■"-"  that  stood  by  them  and 
risked  his  hfem  their  service?  No.  They  cut  my  pay 
down  just  as  off-hand  as  they  do  the  pay  of  any  dfrty 
ittle  wiper  m  the  yard.  Cut  me  along  with-listen  to 
this-<:ut  me  along  with  men  that  they  had  black-listed- 
hln^''  ^^'  ']""'  T^  ^"'^  ''^^""^^  '""^y  -«-«  ^hort  o'f 

yes  T  HH  t'  ""  ^"f^  °"  ^''  P'P^-  "  I  ^^"t  to  them, 
yes  did ;  I  went  to  the  General  Office,  and  ate  dirt.  I 
told  them  I  was  a  family  man,  and  that  I  didn't  see  how 
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lZ'J!i"^  '?  ^'*  *'°"8^  °"  '^'  "«*  «<^le.  and  I  re- 
m  nded  them  of  my  service  during  the  strike.  The  swine 
told  me  that  .t  wouldn't  be  fair  to  discriminate  in  fav^ 
of  one  man,  and  that  the  cut  must  apply  to  all  theSe  " 
goyees  alike.  Fair  1 "  he  shouted  wifh^Lgh/er  "F^?; 
Hear  the  P.  and  S.  W.  talking  about  fairness  and  d  I 
"wTsTrol  i^i';''^^-'':"'--    We,Ugo\ruriot 

candl-yefld"^?'  '''■  °^'^^'  ^^  ^now  wt    you  . 

f  you  plel  >a  Jl'"°"-    '  ''''• '  I'»  ^^"^  f-  -y  time. 
J  you  please,  and  they  gave  it  to  me  just  as  if  they  were 

tt  P  &  V  W  "p","    ^° ''''''  ^-^"  -^'  Presley    Ss 

"Shameful,"   declared   Presley,   his    sympathies   all 
aroused  now  that  the  trouble  concerned  a  frS  o   hi 
It's  shamefu  ,  Dyke     But  "  he  =^a^a         ! 

Z\^'?!Z%°t-'° ""  '"'•  ""•  -' »' «" 

Dyke  smote  his  knee  with  his  clenched  fist. 
Name  one. 

able     There  was  a  lapse  in  their  talk,  Preslev  drumming 
on  the  arm  of  the  seat,  meditating  on  thi  iStiS  Skf 

lowenng.  his  teeth  raspmg  upon  his  pipestem  The 
stat.on  agent  came  to  the  door  of  the  depot.  sSetchW 

o?  th'e TacT  \''''"'  "'  *^^  -^'-'  the  ^mp^S 
of  the  track,  reachmg  out  toward  the  horizon  threw 
off  .s.tje  layers  of  heat.    The  telegraph  key  clickfd^ 

"  So  I'm  going  to  quit."  Dyke  remarked  after  a  while 
h«s  anger  somewhat  subsided.    "  My  brother  and  I  v^U 
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take  up  this  hop  ranch.    I've  saved  a  good  deal  i„  the 
last  ten  years,  and  there  ought  to  be  ^oney  in  hoi"." 

rresley  went  on,  remounting  his  bicycle  wherfino. 
sdently  through  the  deserted  ftreets  TtL  dec^^f 
and  dying  Mexican  town.  It  was  the  hour  of  the  sSsta 
Nobody  was  about.  There  was  no  business  in  the  town 
It  was  too  close  to  Bonneville  for  that.  Before  the  r^?" 
road  came,  and  in  the  days  when  the  raisi^of  caut 
was  the  great  industry  of  the  country,  it  ha!  elyei  a 
fierce  and  brilliant  life.  Now  it  was  moribunT'^The 
drug  store,  the  two  bar-rooms,  the  hotel  at  the  lom^t 
the  old  Plaza,  and  the  shops  where  Mexican  "curfos'' 
were  sold  to  those  occasional  Eastern  touriTts  who  «1 

;s; '''  ^'^^^''"  °^^-  J"-'  -ffice™the :;;:?: 

In  a  corner  of  the  room,  during  the  whole  coTse  oThU 
dmner.  two  young  Mexicans  (one  of  whom Ts  as  on 
rfc7  '„  \trfer '):  -•°'^-aticTasro?oft: 

A  ?ew  of  ..  ""m^  "'^"  f^"^^  *°  ""t<=rest  Presle^ 
ftomThfs  foTnt'i  h""""^'  '"  Guadalajara,  drifting 
ran^to  thrS  '  ^^t^urant.  and  fro.T,  the  restau- 

glass  of  mescal,  and  their  siestl    T^.  P       '  *''*"' 

n^embered  Fremont  anrcrSior'i^a^ar  Td"  the" 
bandu  Jesus  Tejeda,  and  the  days  when  £  Z^l 
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rxtem^Swh^t".'  '  '"'"""'=  principality,  leagues  in 
to  Frin.  Tt  ^'"  **'  °*^"  <"  f«>««  from  Visalia 
In  aTink^r  ""\°«^^-"'  ^-^'ey  offered  the  old 
man  a  dnnk  of  mescal,  and  excited  him  to  talk  of  the 
hmgs  he  remembered.  Their  talk  was  in  Spanish  a 
language  w.th  which  Presley  was  familiar.       ^       '  * 

days  "  tt  cenf '"?''  '^'  ^""'  °'  ^^  ^"*«°^  i"  those 
oays,    the  centenarian  said;  "a  grand  man     He  had 
the  power  of  life  and  death  over  his  people.and  there  was 
no  law  but  his  word.    There  was  no  thought  of  wh^a 
then  you  may  believe.    It  was  all  cattle  in  tLse  days 

^rS  tW~^*"'^'  "°*  ^°  '"^"^— "  "  --y  was' 
scarce  there  was  always  plenty  to  eat,  and  clothes 
enough  or  all,  and  wine,  ah,  yes,  by  .he  vat,  and  oi^oo 

s  w^'lT  fw  r  '"'  '"''*•    ^'''  -'^  *"-«  was  wieat' 

fieldSXf S  M-""'  '"  1''"'=  '"'  ^  ^'^^y  »«'-•"  the 
neia  north  of  the  Mission  where  now  it  is  the  Sp<-rf  r=^.u 

wheat  fields  were  there,  and  also  a  v.'l  y^  tnl^^^^ 

sion  grounds.    Wheat,  olives,  and  the  Jne;  the  Fathers 

planted  those,  to  provide  the  elements  of  the  Holyslcrr 

ment-bread.  oil,  and  wine,  you  understand     It  w«S 

?hich  ::;"'"^^':'"  ''^^"  -  canfomia-frr  tt: 

Rang.    I  remember  when  De  La  Cuesta  was  married 

portraU    oTnteH  ""  f  '^^""^  ''"'''  ^^'^  •>-  ™-t«re 
knnwK     ^u  '^'^  "''^*^  «  Shoulder-"  I  do  not 

But  he  W.;  ^"^"'.V'ttle  thingto  be  held  in  the  palm 
The  affS  '"  '°'"  ^"'^  *•'"*•  ^"'^  '"^^'•y  her  he  would 
parentf  rT'  u"^T^  ""''""''^  him  and  the  girl's 
wasTo  .of  a7  '^'  *'■""  "^"""^  ^''^t  De  La  Cuesta 
r^  T?°  to  Monterey  to  meet  and  marrv  the  girl  be- 
hold. Jesus  Te;eda  broke  in  upon  the  small  raJctros 
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near  Terrabella.  It  was  no  time  for  De  La  Cuesta  to 
be  away,  so  he  sent  his  brother  Esteban  to  MonterS 

wZZ '"'  ^^  "^  ''''"'^ '"'  "■'»•   I  -«t  with  Es?Iun  ' 
SesTr.  VrP«"y;  ««'-'y  «  hundred  men.   And  De  U 

fnH  I  11  ^°"'  ^°'  '^'  8^"-' '°  "«>«•  *hite.  pure  wWt^ 
and  the  saddle  was  of  red  leather;  the  head-stall  t^.  kT/ 
and  buckles,  all  the  metal  work,  ^f  virp"  si  Ij^  *  wd'  ■ 

tet:  rih'e """'T.'"^  ^-'-X  Mission  anS 
^ban,  m  the  name  of  his  brother,  was  married  to  the  eirl 
On  our  way  back.  De  La  Cuesta  rode  out  to  meet  us 
H.S  company  met  ours  at  Agatha  dos  Palos     Never 

girl.    It  was  a  look,  a  glance,  come  and  gone  like  that " 

SsuVdt;p:L"d':"™"''''^"^  **"'  ^°°''-  ^«  ^ 

"  And  the  girl  ?  "  demanded  Presley, 
w!.?    K     .     "'^'"'  *•'  *'■*=*'•=''  her  as  a  queen.    Never 

aT:rr  re^nSd  n  ^^^^4-  "■""  ^^- 

air  shutfJn  J  V      ■      ■       .    ^  '^"""^  P"*  his  chin  in  the 
n,.  M-    •      o  ^''^y  **■■«  married  over  aeain  at 
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To  write  of  ttrr  *"  ""''■  "'  "'•'•  «-<»  too  •«*«. 

lo  write  of  the  past  was  not  what  he  desired     Realitv 
was  what  he  longed  for.  things  that  he  had  seen     vlt 
how  to  make  this  compatible  with  romance     h1  Z 
putting  on  his  hat,  oiTerh^g  the  old  man  a "iVet"     S 
centenarian  accepted  with  the  air  of  a  grantee  and  « 
tended  h.s  horn  3n„ff-box.    Presley  shfokts 'he^d. "" 

and  W  u  °  ^"'^  ^°'  '^''"  h«  declared.  "  for  that 

and  for  many  other  things.   Adios."  'or  mat, 

'■  You  are  traveUing  to-day,  seiior  ?  " 

„...  flu"*  *"™  ^'"■""S^^  t''^  <=o""try.  to  get  the  kinks 
out  of  the  muscles,"  Presley  answered.  "^  go  ud  nS 
the^9u.e„  Sabe,  into  the  high  country  beyon5  the'S 

ing'fh'e'rJthis^S?''*  ^^'"=''°-    ^^  ^""P  ^  ^- 

"  Yn!fn''  'a*  ^''^''  °^  '^'  restaurant,  explained: 

grounS  to^heT'"  "''  '^•^  ""^^  ^t"'>Se  on  the 
ground  to  the  sheep  raisers  off  vonder  •  "  h-  „„*■       I 

uSr"/  '•'*  '^'"^  ^oothr'^Since  LTd^^PS 
Lerd  has  been  down.    Very  clever,  that  young  Annixter 

to  bu™  ''aSd  a, '°' "'^  ^'"''•''*' -"-»' •^•- heloddh  ve 

"omXt^Xrn^fvS^^^^  r? — 

good  gringo."  '  "'*'  Annixter.  a 

After  his  meal.Pr  :.ley  once  more  mounted  nis  bicycle 
and  leaving  the  restaurant  and  the  Plaza  heV.:  .Au- 
held  on  through  the  main  stree'of  the  drolswlow^^^ 
'urnT;  *'1  '""'•'^  °"  ''^^^'^P*^^  into  thTS'S^ 

hoD  fieid^"'!?  r."";;'''""''  ^""^  '^^^  o"-»rd  through  tS 

northwest  by  Broderson  Creek.  aL  on  tTa^  Z  tt 
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hop  fields  and  the  MiMionlMd..  It  wa.  traver.ed  In  .n 
|l.rect.on..  now  by  the  trail  from  Hoo"e„  W  tt  th! 
.rr.ga..„g  ditch-the  ..me  which  Presky  C  c^i  «. 
earher  .„  the  day-.i„d  again  by  the  rS  u^n Thkh 

ranch  house  and  bams,  topped  by  the  skeleton-like  tower 
of  he  artesian  well  that  was  to  feed  the  irrigati^rdS 

hTZVl'^T  "'  ^'°''"'"'  ^'""^ -» ^S 
low  hiUs7o  th        l8'«y-8:'«»  willows,  while  on  the 

r.::  rthr  ■■"''  r  •  ''*^"  -  '^^rifr;  £ 

^rden  "'"  ''""  ''^'  ''"'"«<»  '»  i*' 

foUr  P'«f  y.«ached  Annixter's  ranch  house,  he 
behmd  the  mosqu.to-bar  on  the  front  porch,  readine 
prune"'  '^"'''"^'"'"  '"^^  ^^'^"^  ^^'^^  ^tt^S 

rni"r'***I~*/'"  *•"  ****  •'"d  exchanged  greetines- 
compUmed  of  terrific  colics  all  the  preceSg^^T 
H.S  tomach  was  out  of  whack,  but  you  bet  he  knew 
how  to  take  care  of  himself;  the  last  soell   hi  h  a 

S^m^T'  "  ^°""^^'^'  *  ^SrS  u  .  ace  who 
wash  tff*; r^A"  *;  ^''r*'^'  "'*"  »  ^°-  °f  '•'"e  hog! 

j^rkVe^\^;r-r^,--i--| 
j/o«-x  roxrn-e^-'- i- - 

But"h  "?K,  .""^  "^^  smooth-shaven  and  la"  built 
Bu  h,s  youthful  appearance  was  offset  by  a  certain  male 
cast  of  countenance,  the  lower  lip  thrust  out  Te  cht 
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'«rge  and  deeply  cleft     Hi. 

e"e.l  rather  than  po  ;hed  hr'^H  "^  ~""'  ^'^  •»'««- 
of  the  people,  rougha  mo^  Jr^  ^'  •'^"  '""«'»'d  one 
["tolerant  in  his  oSfor,,  °'""''"'«« '"  «P«clr 
but  himself ;  yet.  wTh  a!  tWs  ^nf  *^  "'^"  "'''""'"''y  "o  one 
'"tclligence.  and  Posse     J  ^flT''""'*''"* ''<'^«  o 

fhort  of  positive  genius/  He  Lisa  fe?"'?''  ability  little 
lowing  himself  „o  pleasures  ,7^  '°"'  *°"*«^'.  «'- 

gree  of  energy  from  al!  hi   s^borH  "'"'"*^ ''"  ^""^  de- 
hated,  and  as  widely  truste!     ^r  "^    ^'  *»"  ^'''^^y 
crusty  temper  and  bully,„?i  J.  v'"^  ""'  ''P°''«  °f  "is 
fyng  the  statement  wTh^  Tmr"; '"'"''*'''^ -J"""- 
''ources  and  capabilities     Th.^^'",''"'""  «'  ^is  re- 
man to  get  along  with  obstS^        "  °'  "  ''"^"'  «  hard 
but  brainsi     No  doubt  ofS  br^"'"'^'  "««'"'"ous; 
would  like  to  see  the  m;.n     u         "'"*  '°  ^is  boots.    One 
a  <leal.    Twice  1X7:^':^"'^  ""  ^'r''  '^^  "-  - 
on  Osterman's  ranch,  and  once  h'"'  ""^^  ^'°^  ambush 
whom  he  had  kicked  from  the  ,t\°"'  °^  ''•''  °'^"  '"^n 
harvester  for  gross  neg^Tnce     lT"f,  '""'°""  "^  "is 
cahsed  on  finance.  poHtSl  Z.'  '°"'8''='  '''^  had  spe- 

"culture.    After  h  s'^lTul":"^^'  '"''  ''''"''^'^  a^- 
7'y  top  of  his  classHe  had  ret.       T"^  """°^'  *"  the 
degree  of  civil  engineer     Th         ?"'*  ^"'^  obtained  the 
notion  that  a  pracfel  kn  J  .  "^  '"'^'"'"'^  ^'  had  taken  a 
able  to  a  modern  flTiert^^"' ''"  "^^  '"^-Pens 
-ork  of  three  years,  sTudyingfo/?  T''''  "^  '^''  »he 
H.S  method  of  study  was  chafac?      ?• ''"'  "^""■nations, 
he  material  of  his  texT-boot?      "'*''•     "^  ''educed  all 
l-ves  of  these  note-book"     £  7",  bearing  out  the 

wa«sofhisroom;then,!„h;sh;rrf  ^  '^'"^  "P°«  the 
»>  h,s  teeth,  his  hands   n  h;!   ''"ft-^'^^^".  a  cheap  cigar 

and  .round  the  re  t    sc^i^  f '  ""^  "^"^^'^  '--d 

«en,ori.ing.devounC.dnlf  aT"'^  "'  "'^  "°'". 
-atcupf„,.,„„^4;^--.^^^^^^ 
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bar  examinations  were  held,  he  was  admitted  at  th«  very 
head  of  all  the  applicants,  and  ivas  complimented  by  the 
judge.  Immediately  afterwards,  he  collapsed  with 
nervous  prostration ;  his  stomach  "  got  out  of  whack," 
and  he  all  but  died  in  a  Sacramento  boarding-house,  ob- 
stinately refusing  to  have  anything  to  d< .  with  doctors, 
whom  he  vituperated  as  a  rabble  of  quacks,  dosing  him- 
self with  a  patent  medicine  and  stuffing  himself  almost 
to  bursting  with  liver  pills  and  dried  prunes. 

He  had  taken  a  trip  to  Europe  after  this  sickness  to 
put  himself  completely  to  rights.  He  intended  to  be 
gone  a  year,  but  returned  at  the  end  of  six  weeks,  ful- 
minating abuse  of  European  cooking.  Nearly  his  entire 
time  had  been  spent  in  Paris;  but  of  this  sojourn  he  had 
brought  back  but  two  souvenirs,  an  electro-plated  bill- 
hook and  an  empty  bird  cage  which  had  tickled  his  fancy 
immensely. 

He  was  wealthy.  Only  a  year  previous  to  this  his 
father— a  widower,  who  had  amassed  a  fortune  in  land 
speculation— had  died,  and  Annixter,  the  only  son,  had 
come  into  the  inheritance. 

For  Presley,  Annixter  professed  a  great  admiration, 
holdmg  m  deep  respect  the  ma    who  could  rhyme  words, 
deferring  to  him  whenever  there  was  question  of  litera- 
ture or  works  of  fiction.    No  doubt,  there  was  not  much 
use  in  poetry,  and  as  for  novels,  to  his  mind,  there  were 
only  Dickens's  works.    Everything  else  was  a  lot  of  lies. 
But  just  the  same,  it  took  brains  to  grind  out  a  poem    It 
wasn't    every    one    who    could    rhyme    "brave"    and 
glaive,"  and  make  sense  out  of  it.    Sure  not. 
But  Presley's  case  was  a  notable  exception.    On  no 
occasion  was  Annixter  prepared  to  accept  another  man's 
opinion  without  reserve.     In  conversation  with  him,  it 
was  almost  impo«ible  to  make  any  direct  statement 
however  trivial,  that  he  would  accept  without  either  nodi- 
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ficatfon  or  open  contradiction     He  i,=  i 
violent  diicuMion.    He  wouM  1    ""'"''«  P"»ion  for 
in  the  range  of  hum.^  «^o"ld  argue  upon  every  subject 

the  Urifr.'from  the  docl"«fof '  '?"". '"--"'y  to 

height  of  a  horse.    NevTll„,dhe'lflT'°"  '"  *"« 
mistaken;  when  cornVr/HT  ,.^'"" '"'"""  to  be 

behind  th;  remark  "y';'!.  ^^"'"^  '"'-"«="  himself 

way.,  it  is.  and  then  ala  n  fn   o^    '"^  *'"■    '"  ^*""« 
c;_     1    .        '"=".  again,  in  some  wavs    t  •c«'* " 

'rifX' treTronc':  T  ^"''^  -"'  '^^  "^  ^r 
of  affairs,  telS^tm" "ih^TIe  L^lT "^'  "'  ""'  ^''««= 
ing  in  common  iL  ,n  v  ,  ,''  ^nnixter  had  noth- 
ley  w-s  thTon.  .''"''"  °f '''^^"''intances,  Pres- 

q'arTel  ei  T  TwoT  ^""-/""^ter  had'never 
in  temperament  P°  e" "  ZT  '''^'"'^'"""y  oPPo^ed 
alert.  Presley  was  Tro  J  *"?  '^''y-g°ing :  Annixter, 
active,  with  astronVten?  ***  ^"■'"'""'  '^'""'"^e.  in- 
farme;  w  s  a  Tn  oVa^.^V''"''''"'"'"'^'  *'''  ^^"^ 
only  reflection  Znh!Z:rtT'  ~'"''^"^*'  ""^^^ 
concern  in  the  vTgart ';rS^  CcT   yrthTf''' 

selves  to  grei'int; ^e^rcIVb    ot^?^  ^^^'^ 
help  one  another.  tritlmg  service  to 

wotn^;rtl;trn^ot'  ^""'''*^^  P-^-'^^^'  ^o  be  a 

very  bull  J[;TwC;„^^^sTfer''"  ^'^''"^  "'^^  ^ 
Feemales !    Rot  -    rZlT  1      "'"^  surroundings. 

waste  his  time  and  SlLT"  "  ''"'  ^"^  ^''^  '^  '"^^  to 
lot  of  feemaTes  No  tha,?W  "'°"'''  '"'^  ^^^^'"^  -'h  » 
please.  Once'  oi^lj'  ^  "hj"'^  "^  "^^  '^  ■"  *«-  'f  you 
o-eature  in  a  elove  rl!,n-  \'^«"--a  t.mid,  little 

-nto.  whom  ?:i:tZ7,  r  H  ""^"V"  '^"^- 

After  his  return  to  his  ranrh         '^'      ^^''^"  ''""^  ''°^- 


'.•>■'• 
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caution  to  typewrite  liis  letters,  and  never  affixing  his 
signature    m  an  excess  of  prudence.     He  furthermore 
made  carbon  cop.es  of  all  his  letters,  filing  them  away  in 
a  compartment  of  his  safe.    Ah,  it  would  be  a  clever 
feemale  who  would  get  him  into  a  mess.  Then  suddenlv 
smitten  wjh  a  panic  terror  that  he  had  committed  hTm- 
self,  that  he  was  mvolv.ng  himself  too  deeply,  he  had 
abruptly  sent  the  little  woman  about  her  busies'     It 
was  h.s  only  love  afTair.  After  that,  he  kept  himself  free 
No  petticoats  should  ever  have  a  hold  on  him.  Sure  not' 
As  Presley  came  up  to  the  edge  of  the  porch,  pushing 
his  bicycle  in  front  of  him,  Annixter  excused  himself 
for  not  getting  up,  aUeging  that  the  cramps  returned  the 
moment  he  was  ofr  his  back.  reiurnea  tne 

"  n?^.*  "V"°"  """'"^  "^  '^''  ^^y-  "  ^^  demanded. 

()h  just  having  a  look  around,"  answered  Presley 
How's  the  ranch  ?  "  ^^ 

"whS'thi^rT''  '^:  °"'"'  '^°''"^  ^^'  <l"«t-n. 

whats  this  I  hear  about  Derrick  giving  his  tenants 

morning.    I  suppose  it  must  be  so  " 

stonf"'"  Yof  ""'''m^""'"*"'   -"I""'"^   °"'   «   prune 
r^ellhiml-frfo^r-  ^-'^-^  rny  compliL„ts 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

and  \hTr  ^"""^  '^'"^'  ^'''  ^*'"  ™n"inff  ^'^  mine 
and  that  the  same  principles  will  apply  to  geftin.  JaTn 
out  of  the  earth  as  to  getting  gold  Oh,  ift  h  .rg^on 
and  see  where  he  brings  up.  That's  right,  there's  v.ur 
Western  farmer,"  he  exclaimed  contemptuously     "Get 
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'it  down  and  roar  about  hard 


your  soil  is  exhatj 
times." 

"  He  has  raised  no  crop'o  speak  of' J  Z"^'''  '^'■"''^• 
land  has  had  a  good  rest."  "^^  ^^^"-    ^he 

"Ah,  yes,  that  sounds  well"  A„„;  ^ 
unwilling  to  be  convinced     "In tu '°""'^^''='^'l' 
rested,  and  then  aeain  Tn  .      ^".^"'^y'  t^e  land's  been 

Bii/  P.„  ^     '  "  *  ^'■y'  "  hasn't." 

wouldn't  digest  sweet  on  ^r,^        J    '  ''°'"^'=''  °f  '"'"e 

/'Well,nfay;eT:;it„t^^^^^^^^^^ 

:Kon:."^'''^--"''-^^ed,'"^^^'^^-^'^-'"- 

n.iy°"  ''^i'"  ^"^^"«d  Annixter. 
night  now  she'll  be  all  ready." 

around' the  a^L'^ortCr"™"'^    "^'"'^y'    &'-""ng 
structure  stood  '°"'^  '""^''^  -here  the  greaf 

custom  all  around  here."  ^""^t".       That's  the 

Presley  took  himself  oflf    but  at  tJ,         .      . 

fM  •'■"  ■-'».  fti.  ™..hV;i,';  t"^"  f  f«" 


'  I  see  your  barn  is 
"In  about  a  fort- 
Presley,    glancine 
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saw.    You  might  write  a  poem  about  W    Lamb-fam- 
sheep  graze-sunny  days.     Catch  on?"      '^'"'^'''"'' 

tr»^'^°"^^'°'''"°"    ^'''^'    «*    P^«>«y    advanced 
rampmg  along  on  foot  now,  the  land  opened  oulagat 
mto    the    same    vast    spaces    of    dull    brown    earth 
sprmkled  w.th  stubble,  such  as  had  been  chaTacteristt' 
of  Dernck's  ranch.    To  the  east  the  reach  seemed^ 
finite  flat,cheerless,  heat-ridden. unrolling  like  a  Znt^' 

with  here  and  there  an  isolated  live-oak  to  break  the 

ward  t^ rr^-    ^"'  ""^^^^^"^  ''^  -'^  ^ot he  wes't! 
7nftu    u  ™"ghened  and  raised,  clambering  up 

to  the  higher  ground,  on  the  crest  of  which  the  old  M.s 

Se       "^  ^™"'""^  P-^  *--  -re  now  piafnT; 
Just  beyond  the  Mission,  the  road  bent  abruptly  east- 
ward  stnkmg  off  across  the  Seed  ranch.     Bufpreslev 
ils     ThTret'  '"^  r'"''  ^°'"^  °"  —  *he  op  n 
thee'o.Sr  Th  "°   """T  ""^  *'"'•    I*  ^-  to^^^d 
hfir-    M     u'      ^  '""  '''"  "P""'  ^  silent,  blazing  disc 
h.gh  m  the  heavens,  and  tramping  through  the  clL7.; 
uneven,  broken  plough  was  fatiguing  woS     Thl  t 
of  the  lowest  foothills  begun,  thfsurirj thicoutr: 
became  rolhng,  and,  suddenly,  as  he  topped  ahSeT 
ndge,  Presley  came  upon  the  sheep  ^ 

Already  he  had  passed  the  larger  part  of  the  herd-.n 

mtervening  rise  of  ground  having  hidden  i    from  si^^, 

Now.  as  he  turned  half  way  about  Jooi;^:;  downTntofhe 

shallow  hollow  between  him  and  the  curve  of  the  creek 

he  saw  them  very  plainly.    The  fringe  of  th.u    I      ' 

some  two  hundred  yards'distant.Sslt^^^^^^^^^^^ 

that  illusive  shimmer  of  hot  surface  '  ;/^'*''"  ^^'''^' '" 

awav     T»,„  .1,  suriace  air,  seemed  m  les 

away.    The  sheep  were  spread  out  roughly  in  the  shJ! 

of  a  figure   eight,  two  larger  herds  ^coLe.  e.t   a 

smaller,  and  were  headed  to  the  southwarriving 
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slowly  grazing  on  the  wheat  stubble  as  they  proceeded. 
But  the  number  seemed  incalculable.  Hundreds  upon 
hundreds  upon  hundreds  of  grey,  rounded  backs,  all  ex- 
actly ahke,  huddled,  close-packed,  alive,  hid  the  earth 
rom  sight.  It  was  no  longer  an  aggregate  of  individuals. 
It  was  a  mass-a  compact,  solid,  slowly  moving  mass 
huge,  without  form,  like  a  thick-pressed  rrowth  of  mush- 
rooms, spreading  out  in  all  directions  over  the  earth 

r  ?",  u  u'  "°'^  ^  ^^^'  '""'■'""^'  <=°"f"^ed,  inartic- 
ulate, like  the  sound  of  very  distant  surf,  while  all  the  air 
m  the  vicmty  was  heavy  with  the  warm,  ammoniacal 
odour  of  the  thousands  of  crowding  bodies 

All  the  colours  of  the  scene  were  sombre-the  brown 
of  the  earth,  the  faued  yellow  of  the  dead  stubble,  the 
grey  o  the  myriad  of  undulating  backs.     Only  on  the  far 

black  "  t""'.  "'''•  ™°'-"'-s-a  single  note  of 

black,  a  speck,  a  dot-the  shepherd  stood,  leaning  upon 
an  empty  water-trough,  solitary,  grave,  impressive. 

For  a  few  moments,  Presley  stood,  watching.  Then 
as  he  started  to  move  on,  a  curious  thing  occurred.  At 
first,  he  thought  he  had  heard  some  one  call  his  name 
He  paused,  listening;  there  was  no  sound  but  the  vague 
no.se  of  the  moving  sheep.  Then,  as  this  first  impression 
passed,  .t  seemed  to  him  that  he  had  been  beckoned  to 

th!  r^  ^I!^  '""''' '  '^"P*  ^°'  '^^  '°"^'y  fi&"^«  beyond 
the  herd  here  was  no  one  in  sight.  He  started  on  again, 
and  m  half  a  dozen  steps  found  himself  looking  over  his 
shouWer     W.thout  knowing  why,  he  looked  toward  the 

.'h  H  m'^  I"  ^f'"^  ^"'^  ^°°^"^  ^  ^«°"d  time  and  a 
TX  ^^.''/'•^^hepherd  called  to  him?  Presley  knew 
hat  he  had  heard  no  voice.  Brusquely,  all  his  attention 
seemed  riveted  upon  this  distant  figure.  He  put  one 
forearm  over  his  eyes,  to  keep  off  the  sun.  gazing  across 
tnc  '"tervening  herd.  Surely,  the  shepherd  had  called 
him.    But  at  the  next  instant  he  started,  uttering  an  ex- 
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c  amation  under  his  breath.  The  far-away  speck  of 
black  became  animated.  Presley  remarked  a  sweeping 
gesture.  Though  the  man  had  not  beckoned  to  him  be- 
fore there  was  no  doubt  that  he  was  beckoning  now. 
Without  any  hesitation,  and  singularly  interested  in  the 
incident  Presley  turned  sharply  aside  and  hurried  on 
toward  the  shepherd,  skirting  the  herd,  wondering  all 
the  time  that  he  should  answer  the  call  with  so  little 
question,  so  little  hesitation. 

But  the  shepherd  came  forward  to  meet  Presley,  fol- 
lowed by  one  of  his  dogs.  As  the  two  men  approached 
each  other  Presley,  closely  studying  the  other,  began  to 
wonder  where  he  had  seen  him  before.  It  must  have 
been  a  very  long  time  ago.  upon  one  of  his  previous  visits 
o  the  ranch  Certainly,  however,  there  was  something 
familiar  in  the  shepherd's  face  and  figure.  When  thev 
canie  closer  to  each  other,  and  Presley  could  see  him 
more  distinctly,  this  sense  of  a  previous  acquaintance 
was  increased  and  sharpened. 

The  shepherd  was  a  man  of  about  thirty-five.    He  was 

t'br'lJ'"!  '"l^  Tl'-    "''  '"■°^™  "^^"^^^  °^«""«  were 
thrust  into  laced  boots.    A  cartridge  belt  without  any 

cartridges  encircled  his  waist.  A  grey  flannel  shirt,  open 
at  the  throat,  showed  his  breast,  tanned  and  ruddy  He 
wore  no  hat.  His  hair  was  very  black  and  rather  long 
A  pointed  beard  covered  his  chin,  growing  straight  and 
fine  from  the  hollow  cheeks.  The  absence  of  any  cover 
mg  for  his  head  was,  no  doubt,  habitual  with  him.  for  his 
face  wa.s  as  brown  as  an  Indian's-a  ruddy  brown-<,uite 
different  from  Presley's  dark  olive.  To  PresIeyTlor- 
bidly  keen  observation,  the  general  impression  of  the 
shepherds  face  was  intensely  interesting.  It  was  un- 
common to  an  astonishing  degree.  Presley's  vivid  imag- 
ma  ion  chose  to  see  in  it  the  face  of  an  ascetic  of  a 
recluse,  almost  that  of  a  young  seer.     So  must  h"ve 
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fiTnT'^.K'"  ''^"-'"^P''-^<J  shepherds  of  the  Hebraic 
legends,  the  younger  prophets  of  Israel,  dwellers  in  the 
waldemess  beholders  of  visions,  having  their  existence 
m  a  contmual  drean,,  talkers  with  God.  gifted  with 
strange  powers.  b'"cu  witn 

Suddenly  at  some  twenty  paces  distant  from  the  ao- 
proach,ng  shepherd,  Presley  stopped  short,  hilejes 
riveted  upon  the  other.  ^ 

"  Vanamee  I  "  he  exclaimed. 

The  shepherd  smiled  and  came  forward,  holding  out 
h.s  hands,  saymg,  "  I  thought  it  was  you.  When  I  saw 
you  come  over  the  hill,  I  called  you." 

l.n"^l".°*  "^'^^  ^°"'"  ^°'"'"  '•«t«'-"ed  Presley.  "I 
knew  that  some  one  wanted  me.  I  felt  it.  I  should 
have^  remembered   that   you   could   do    that    kind   S 

sheep."''''  "'''"  ''"°*"  '*  *°  ^""-    I*  ''^'P^  *ith  the 
"With  the  sheep?" 

stand"thr  H  -^  ""''  ''I'^'^^y  how.  We  don't  under- 
stand these  thmgs  yet.    There  are  times  when,  if  I  close 

entire  herd  for  perhaps  a  minute.  Perhaps,  though  it's 
.mapnation.  who  knows?  But  it's  good  to  see 'vou 
a^m.  How  long  has  it  been  since  the^last  time  ?  xlo 
three,  nearly  five  years."  ' 

It  was  more  than  that.    It  was  six  years  since  Presley 

71  TT  '"^  "'*'  """^  *^"="  '*  ^'^d  been  for  a  shorl 
rZ  °"^,t'""^  °"^  of  the  shepherd's  periodical  brie 

nd  PrVsJl  H^T  °'  *'^  '^°"""-^-  °--g  -  week  he 
and  Presley  had  been  much  together,  for  the  two  were 
devoted  friends.  Then,  as  abruptly,  as  mysteriously  I 
he  had  come  Vanamee  disappeared.  Presley  awoke  one 
morning  to  find  him  gone.  Thus,  it  had  been  Th  Van! 
amee  for  a  period  of  sixteen  years.    He  lived  h    life  L 
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the  unknown,  one  could  not  teU  where— in  the  desert,  in 
the  mountains,  throughout  all  the  vast  and  vague  South- 
west, solitary,  strange.    Three,  four,  five  years  passed. 
The  shepherd  would  be  almost  forgotten.    Never  the 
most  trivial  scrap  of  information  as  to  his  whereabouts 
reached  Los  Muertos.     He  had  melted  oflF  into  the 
surface-shimmer  of  the  desert,  into  the  mirage;  he  sank 
below  the  horizons;  he  was  swallowed  up  in  the  waste  of 
sand  and  sage.    Then,  without  warning,  he  would  reap- 
pear, coming  in  from  the  wilderness,  emerging  from  the 
unknown.     No  one  knew  him  well.     In  all  that  country- 
side he  had  but  three  friends,  Presley,  Magnus  Derrick, 
and  ^he  priest  at  the  Mission  of  San  Juan  de  Guadala- 
jara, Father  Sarria.    He  remained  always  a  mystery, 
living  a  life  half-real,  half-legendary.    In  all  those  years' 
he  did  not  seem  to  have  grown  older  by  a  single  day. 
At  this  time,  Presley  knew  him  to  be  thirty-six  years  of 
age.    But  since  the  first  day  the  two  had  met,  the  shep- 
herd's face  and  bearing  had,  to  his  eyes,  remained  the 
same.    At  this  moment,  Presley  was  looking  into  the 
same  face  he  had  first  seen  many,  many  years  ago.     It 
was  a  face  stamped  with  an  unspeakable  sadness,a  death- 
less grief,  the  permanent  imprint  of  a  tragedy  long  past 
,  but  yet  a  living  issue.    Presley  told  himself  that  it  was 
impossible  to  look  long  into  Vanamee's  eyes  without 
knowing  that  here  was  a  man  whose  whole  being  had 
been  at  one  time  shattered  and  riven  to  its  lowest  depths 
whose  life  had  suddenly  stopped  at  a  certain  moment  of 
Its  development. 

The  two  friends  sat  down  upon  the  ledge  of  the  water- 
ing-trough, their  eyes  wandering  incessantly  toward  the 
slov-  moving  herd,  grazing  on  the  wheat  stubble,  moving 
southward  as  they  grazed. 

"  Where  have  you  come  from  this  time?  "  Presley  had 
asked.    "  Where  have  you  kept  yourself?  " 
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"  OflF  there,  down  to  the  south,  verv  far  off  c 
places  that  I  can't  remember.  I  wTn  he  LoS^"^ 
this  time;  a  long,  lone-  wavs  A,-  '''^^^ons  Trail 
and,  then,  afterwards  11^^  /xr  "^'  ^^'^  ^«''=°s. 
horizon,  t;avem:g  at  'ha^fd  "intoT"*'  'i°"'"«  ^'"^ 
in  by  Monument  Pass  an^  .h  ^"'°"*  *"*'  ff°'ng 

the  coumry  ofthe  Navaios'7"  *°  W  *=  T "'  *''-"^^ 
Needle^aUtbladfof   ed'roclT^.f/'';  ^^^  ^'''^ 

valley  of  the  San  Jo!quf„  "        *°  ^"''^°™'*  ^"'^  '°  the 

«x5:h:ts^v;sr;,:27^^°-'"- 

his  thoughts  elsewhere,  se»Tng  L^Tn^  h  '  "?.'*' 
mind  the  reach  of  desert  anTredS  h.  T  °^  '''' 
tain,  the  level  stretch  of  alkali  eper  !£  ,11  ff  sa"""" 
gorgeous  desolation  of  the  Long  Tr^F  ''^^'' 

haSSrhStrhrmTt-^hr^^^^ 
o'TrelSdX'^-/-^^^^^^^^^^^ 

vie;infa^f;SttHrrm:Uic"nTf  '"'=•  '^- 

lead  his  ow„  life.  Which  ^s  that'o^  a'^eci'^''^^-  " 

Uf  a  temperament  similar  in  many  wavs  tn  Pr«ci    • 
there  were  capabilities  in  Vanamee  i^^r^  ^^tt^;: 
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narily  to  be  found  in  the  rank  and  file  of  men.    Living 
close  to  nature,  a  poet  by  instinct,  where  Presley  was 
but  a  poet  by  training,  there  developed  in  him  a  great 
sensitiveness  to  beauty  and  an  almost  abnormal  capacity 
for  great  happiness  and  great  sorrow;  he  felt  things 
intensely,  deeply.    He  never  forgot.    It  was  when  he 
was  eighteen  or  nineteen,  at  the  formative  and  most 
impressionable  period  of  his  life,  that  he  had  met  An- 
gele  Varian.    Presley  barely  remembered  her  as  a  girl 
of  sixteen,  beautiful  almost  beyond  expression,  who  lived 
with  an  aged  aunt  on  the  Seed  ranch  back  of  the  Mission. 
At  this  moment  he  was  trying  to  recall  how  she  looked, 
with  her  hair  of  gold  hanging  in  two  straight  plaits  on 
either  side  of  her  face,  making  three-cornered  her  round, 
white  forehead;  her  wonderful  eyes,  violet  blue,  heavy 
lidded,  with  their  astonishing  upward  slant  toward  the 
temples,  the  slant  that  gave  a  strange,  oriental  cast  to 
her  face,  perplexing,  enchanting.     He  remembered  the 
Egyptian  fulness  of  the  lips,  the   strange   balancing 
movement  of  her  head  upon  her  slender  neck,  the  same 
movement  that  one  sees  in  a  snake  at  poise.    Never 
had  he  seen  a  girl  more  radiantly  beautiful,  never  a 
beauty  so  strange,  so  troublous,  so  out  of  all  accepted 
standards.   It  was  small  wonder  that  Vanamee  had  loved 
her,  and  less  wonder,  still,  that  his  love  had  been  so'  in- 
tense, so  passionate,  so  part  of  himself.    Angele  had 
loved  him  with  a  love  no  less  than  his  own.    It  was  one 
of  those  legendary  passions  that  sometimes  occur,  idyl- 
lic, untouched  by  civilisation,  spontaneous  as  the  growth 
of  trees,  natural  as  dew-fall,  strong  as  the  firm-seated 
l^nountains. 

^  At  the  time  of  his  meeting  with  Ang61e,  Vanamee  was 
hvmg  on  the  Los  Muertos  ranch.  It  was  there  he  had 
chosen  to  spend  one  of  his  college  vacations.  But  he  pre- 
ferred to  pass  it  in  out-of-door  work,  sometimes  herding 
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^ck  1'„hT"™"  P"''''"^  •'"y-  ^o-netinies  working  with 

with    ts  sweetness     Thl  ».  "  °'  ^^^"^ 

SfulV  'P^^'!:.'"^'^^  woi-ds  were  useless  between  them 
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It  was  impossible  afterwards  to  reconstruct  the  m^- 

Ztt'ofTT"'-  ""^ """"''''^ "'•"^--"^ t^e 

Wur  .  hlo/  "*"''  "   '"y"  ^*'"«'"«^d  a  hideous 

blur  a  blot,  a  vague,  terrible  confusion.    No  doubt  thev 
two  had  been  watched;  the  plan  succeeded  too  we,   for 
any  other  supposition.    One  moonless  night,  Angire 
arrv,„g  under  the  black  shadow  of  the  pear  trees  a  httlc 
earlier  than  usual,  found  the  apparently  famXr  V 
waiting  for  her.     All  unsuspecrgTh^gavTt  s  ^^o^ 
the  embrace  of  a  strange  pair  of  arms,  and  Vanamee  ar 
r.vmg  but  a  score  of  moments  later,    tumbled  Jverhe; 

!;::r;^^^tr""^~^'-^"-"^o; 

oJ!L°rV^"  ^u"-'^  ^"^^'-^  ^^'  «^ried  to  her  home 
on  the  Seed  ranch,  delirious,  all  but  raving  and  WnT 

s"e%ra  tt  "h  "^•"^"  ^^^^^'  -^edVe  count  ;: 
ose     '1°H    "''^^^"'''-'one.    The  whole  county 

forll^  !'  ^°"°'-'''^'^^-  Posse  after  posse  was 
ormed   sent  out.  and  returned,  without  so  much  ala 

found;  he  never  was  so  much  as  heard  of     A  Llnd 
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At  the  last  moment  he  had  stepped  forward,  looked  long 
into  he  dead  face  framed  in  its  plaits  of  gold  hair,  the 
hair  that  made  three-cornered  the  round,  white  fore- 
head ;  looked  agam  at  the  closed  eyes,  with  their  perplex- 
mg  upward  slant  toward  the  temples,  oriental,  bizarre- 
at  the  hps  with  their  Egyptian  fulness;  at  the  sweet.' 

about.  The  last  clods  were  filling  the  grave  at  a  time 
when  he  was  already  far  away,  his  horse's  head  turned 
toward  the  desert. 

For  two  years  no  syllable  was  heard  of  him.  It  was 
beheved  that  he  had  killed  himself.  But  Vanamee  had 
no  thought  of  that.  For  two  years  he  wandered  through 
Arizona  hvmg  in  the  desert,  in  the  wilderness,  a  recluse 
a  nomad,  an  ascetic.  But,  doubtless,  all  his  heart  was 
m  the  httle  coffin  in  the  Mission  garden.     Once  in  so 

alTn  ^'n  Tr'r'^T '"'''.  '•""'"•  °"'  ^y  ^'  --^  «ee„ 

agam  m  the  San  Joaqum.  The  priest.  Father  Sarria, 
returning  from  a  visit  to  the  sick  at  Bonneville,  met  him 
on  the  Upper  Road. 

fU^ll^^^T  rfr  ^"'^  P^''**'  ''""  An^^'e  had  died,  but 
the  thread  of  Vanamee's  life  had  been  snapped.  Noth- 
ing remained  now  but  the  tangled  ends.    He  had  never 

wiTr  t  ^l'  °^  '"'"•    P'^'^y  "^""^  this  to  be  so. 
While  Presley  had  been  reflecting  upon  all  this.  Vana- 

ToTk  ^TT'^  *°  'P*"^"^-  P'-«'«=y'  however,  had 
not  been  wholly  inattentive.    While  his  memory  was 

shepherd  s  life,  another  part  of  his  brain  had  been  swiftly 
registering  picture  after  picture  that  Vanamee's  monoto- 
nous flow  of  words  struck  oflF,  as  it  were,  upon  a  stead- 
ily moving  scroll  The  music  of  the  unfamiliar  names 
that  occurred  m  his  recital  was  a  stimulant  to  the  poet's 
■magination.     Presley  had  the  poefs  passion  for  expres- 
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«ive,  wnorous  namei.     A.  these  came  and  went  in 
Vanamee  s  monotonous  undertones,  like  Iit"le  note,  o^ 

ther;  t  o1'Sr.rr'  '°^'  """^  for,ottrn~n 
inerc.  Jar  off,  below  the  horizon.     Abruptly  his  ^r«t 

Sa  L'Tor^th"' """''  ''''^'  up^i!:;^^hu 

W^s  ther?  H  u  '  T"""'"''  ^^  «"  ^Ut  held  it.     It 

gras^t  ''  ''"'•    '"  ''"°"'"  '-'-'  he  would 

erf"  Ji!"'  ^"'" ''.''  *=^^'"'"i<=d,  "  I  can  see  it  all.    The  des- 

I  shouLT"?'":,'"  "'■''•  P'-™'"-'*-'-  "ntamei.   H^w 
I  snould  have  loved  to  have  been  with  you.    Then  oer 
haps  I  should  have  got  hold  of  my  idea  "  '  ^ 

Your  idea.' " 

to  w^te^OhT'"  °^'''^)V"t•  It's  that  which  I  want 
to  wr  te.  Oh,  to  put  it  all  into  hexameters-  strike  thl 
great  iron  note;  sine  the  vast  terr.K.  V  ' 

the  Peonle-  th.  fl  '  **"■'''«  song;  the  song  of 

inet-eople,  the  forerunners  of  empire!" 

grave"""    ""'"''*°°'    ''"    P"'""^"     ««    "°dded 

..'"d'S's;''" " ""  ""■"'• "  >^ »—  w.~  oc- 
A^dtt'SS'-.  'vr;  tV"  •"'"•■■-<!  "■'■ 
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Ili  T  u  r'  *'  r  «"8"-"P^  but  I  never  quite 
Tta.  >  i  I  "'1  ''"''"  ""'■  ^  *"  '»«™  '<«>  late. 
see  *5  Homer  saw,  as  Beowulf  saw.  as  the  Nibeluneen 
poet.  saw.  The  life  is  here,  the  sam^  as  then  he  Poem 
..here:  my  West  is  here;  the  primeval,  epfc  H  e  s  her" 
the  ranch"  '^l"'  '"1,^' '"  ""=  ''"*^"'  '"  '"' mountain,  on 
It  IS  he  man  who  >s  lacking,  the  poet;  we  have  been 
educated  away  from  it  all.  We  are  out  of  touch!  We 
are  out  of  tune. 

fU^^Z^T  ^"'''  '''"'  *°  '*"=  «="'••  »>«  g'ave.  sad  face 
thoughtful  and  attentive.    Then  he  rose 

F,tir^  S°'"?  over  to  the  Mission,"  he  said,  "to  see 
Father  Sarria.    I  have  not  seen  him  yet." 

"  How  about  the  sheep?  " 

•'  The  dogs  will  keep  them  in  hand,  and  I  shall  not  be 
gone  long.  Besides  that,  I  have  a  boy  here  to  help  He 
.s  over  yonder  on  the  other  side  of  the  herd.  We  can't 
see  him  from  here." 

,hiln"''^  Tk  f""''*  ^'  *•'"  heedlessness  of  leaving  the 
sheep  so  slightly  guarded,  but  made  no  comment   and 

S- rn  ctTcr  *"°"  '''  '-''  '"  ^"^  ''^-^-  «'  'He 

mil^'V"'  '*  ''  '•'"'-yo"'  epic,"  observed  Vana- 
mee  as  they  went  along.  "  But  why  write?  Why  not 
/.^  m  1  ?  Steep  oneself  in  the  heat  of  the  desert  "he 
^o^^  of  the  sunset,  the  blue  haze  of  the  mesa  and  the 

"  As  you  have  done,  for  instance?  " 

Vanamee  nodded. 

"  No  I  could  not  do  that,"  declared  Presley;  "  I  want 
to  go  back,  but  not  so  far  as  you.  I  feel  tL  I  must 
compromise.  I  must  find  expression.  I  could  not  1o,p 
myself  like  that  in  your  de.  c  -t'    When  its  Sness  ole^ 
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The  Mission  o^T    T  '    °^*«"^«=d  Vanamee. 
cove..  wTi^r /ir.^ t rr-  •<'''•'«  "OC.S. 

colonnade.  pa^e^^S'r^rd^  '°  *'t  ^°"'''-    ^  -ve^ed 
opened  the  doors  Tf  the  "ir"!,''"'^'^''  '^"^  ^"ence 

themonlcs.adJoineSyt„S:SrTr"^'  T'  "^^'^  "^ 
half-cylinders,  split  lo„e^t„d^„^  "    ^'if  """"^  ^»*  of  tiled 

rows,  now  concave,  now'iontx  '  Th  '  '"'  '"  '''•=••-**> 
church  itself  was  at  n>ht  a„  "l^l  /he  mam  body  of  the 
at  the  point  of  intersS  on  f  u^^  colonnade,  and 
ancient   campanile    Xere  '""''^  *°^"'  *« 

fells,  the  gift^'of  the  Ktr:fSrn'   b'^   ^"^   ^^^'^''^^ 
;vas  the  Mission  garden  and  fhl         ^^°'"^  *''*  «=''«'-ch 
'ooked  the  Seed  ra1,ch  „;,"?,,  \\f^^t^^^^  that  over- 
Presley  and  Vann.^  "°"°w  beyond. 

to  the  la'st  doo^rihlT,?  °""  *''''  '°"^  -'--le 
pulled  the  leather  thon^  ha  'hl^7-.  -^  Vanamee 
door,  setting,  little  belTia„l„"  f  "I"  ''^'^  '"  ^^^ 
tenor.  The  place,  but  or^h  c=^  somewhere  in  the  in- 
a  Sunday  stillness  an  absolute  T""'  ""''  *''^°"*»'=<^  '« 
vals,  one  heard  the  tricWe  of  1      '*'"'■    °"'^  ''  '"ter- 

son,ewha?sS  ^SZ^^  .  t  ^^^  ^  -='"t'-. 
a  frock  coat  th^t  Jas  raSr  dirtv  I""'  '^"^  "'^ '^- 
yachtmg  cap  of  blue  cloth  J^I'u'^l^'''  ^"^  an  old 
He  was  smoking  a  cheaoc.C  r*"""  '^»ther  vizor. 

But  instantly  he  recoS  J"^       '"''  '"'''^• 
a"  alight  with  pleasuTe  a"^?  i,^^"f -•    "is  face  went 

----ever  have  JsCZX"UhtS:: 
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« t  tnisi  r;  .^t  r/'  "■"  ^"'  '■'""■  •™«' 
bi.ok  hr^terc  «■?,■  """h"  '»■"•■■■•  '■>■«■ 

least      HJ.  K      !i  u  :?  changed,  not  in  the  very 

'"':,   ""  ''•'^'■'^  ''^d  not  grown  an  inch.    Aha»    The 
rascal,  never  to  irive  warniticr  t„  ^        j  ^ 

from  out  the  sky""  Such  a  het^,  7  ?°""'  l^  '*  "'=^*' 
A  veritable  Saint  Jerome     ^H      r     7 '"  '^^  ''""**^ 

pos  he  was  just  about  to  dine  himseU     Si  ^a    ^T 

him^':s:^For;r"  '^"""-  t^^--  wo^,?di  er: 

thatSarriaanVCmteta^tdtotnS'  '*=  '^" 
ceming  which  he  was  an  outsider     T.  ^^'  ^°"- 

exact  intervals  anH  i«^J  ,    '      ""^^  repeated  at 

w  re  of  the  fenre    hu  t  "™*«"  "pon  the  topmost 
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dry  season  of  the  last  year  wr,^*.*  ^^  ""^'^ed  the 
had  dried  completely 'Zie  M^T'  '^'  ''*'=  °*''  W 
ranch  was  nothing  beSth"  ^'"'^  «"  Derrick's 
ground,  filled  with  bw  ,e  co'"  '  ''"**^  «="«'"?  in  the 
3un-cracked  mud.  '"'  '°"«'^«=  A'^"  of  dried  and 

%h'sxrotr;fTe"^^^--^-«h^^^^^^^^^ 

-Wch  he  could  see  for  thtty  fift" °"'  ''°'"  ''^'^  "«'  o 
valley,  and,  filling  his  pipe  f^S  T*?'  """  "^^^  the 
an  hour,  his  head  empty  of  th.^  ^"'^  ^°'-  "P^ards  of 
succumb  to  a  Pleasanl^gem  leTnf  ;'"""'"^  ''-««"  to 
comfortable  in  his  plac^  n  "„e  ?"'  ^  ""'«  drowsy 

J-t  enough  by  such  s^StlsT  *'/  f" ""'''  -rmed 
.    oaks,  soothed  by  the  good  toL"*  *'""°"^''  "-e  live- 
njurmur  of  the  spring  alTd  creek     R  "^^  ''''  P™'°"ged 
of  h,s  own  personahfy  became  bh  ^^j*^^^^"'  ^^e  sense 
»»d  cogs  of  thought  noveds?!"*'  ""'  ''"'«  wheels 
scousness  dwindled  to  a  no  °      u  ^"''  ''°^"'  ~n- 
stretched  itself,  purring      Ah    •  ?'  ^'"■'"«'  "«  him 
vaded  his  mind  anShSy^Het^''*^"'  """"'"<=«  '" 
-   aw  k^.  stupefied  mS^y,  W  h^^'^P' "^ -« 
oHhe  faun,  the  satyr.  '^  "^  ^'"'^  *«  the  state 

PositS  ^nttZg  f^:::"-f  »  ?«e.  he  shifted  his 
«at  his  little  tree-caff  eSonVl"^''  °^  '"'^  shooting 
;nto  the  twenty-first  blok.  X  "e  af^  °1f  "''^'  "-^^  ^- 
the  tetors  to  bend  WyssesCh        •  ^l'  ^''^  ^^'''"•e  of  all 
-ockety,  into  his  o^'^s     Jb^  '' ^^'^  P"^  -^ 
the  story  roused  him  from  a"? hi,  b^*'^  *''•'  ''^'na  of 
he  v^s  the  poet  again,  h"  ne^^es  i"n!?-"-    'l^  '"  '"^*-^. 
--at.on,  responsive  to  -J  imSr''- ^^^^^^^ 
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of  creation,  of  composition,  grew  big  within  him.  Hexa- 
meters of  his  own  clamoured,  tumultuous,  in  his  brain 
Not  for  a  long  time  had  he  "  felt  his  poem,"  as  he  called 
this  sensation,  so  poignantly.  For  an  instant  he  told 
himself  that  he  actually  held  it. 

It  was  no  doubt.  Vanamee's  talk  that  had  stimulated 
him  to  this  point.  Tlie  story  of  the  Long  Trail,  with  its 
desert  and  mountain,  its  cliflf-dwellers,  its  Aztec  ruins  its 
colour,  movement,  and  romance,  filled  his  mind  with 
picture  after  picture.  The  epic  defiled  before  his  vision 
hke  a  pageant.  Once  more,  he  shot  a  glance  about  him. 
as  If  in  search  of  the  inspiration,  and  this  time  '  e  all  but 
found  It.  He  rose  to  his  feet,  looking  out  and  off  below 
nim. 

As  from  a  pinnacle,  Presley,  from  where  he  now  stood, 
dominated  the  entire  country.  The  sun  had  begun  to 
set  everything  in  the  range  of  his  vision  was  overlaid 
with  a  sheen  of  gold. 

f/r!!;  ""u'n  **  'T/''  '*  '^*'  ^^^  ^"'^  "««=»>.  carpeting 
the  httle  hollow  behind  the  Mission  with  a  spread  of 
greens,  some  dark,  some  vivid,  some  pale  almost  to  yel- 
lowness.   Beyond  that  was  the  Mission  itself,  its  vener- 
able catnpanib,  in  whose  arches  hung  the  Spanish  King's 
bells,  already  glowing  ruddy  in  the  sunset.    Farther  on 
he  could  make  out  Annixter's  ranch  house,  marked  by 
he  skeleton-like  tower  of  the  artesian  well,  and.  a  little 
farther  to  the  east,  the  huddled,  tiled  roofs  of  Guadala- 
jara.    Far  to  the  west  and  north,  he  saw  Bonneville  very 
plain,  and  the  dome  of  the  courthouse,  a  purple  silhou- 
ette against  the  glare  of  the  sky.    Other  points  detached 
themselves,  swimming  in  a  golden  mist,  projectinfllue 
shadows  far  before  them;  the  mammoth  live-oak  by 
Hooven  s,  towering  superb  and  magnificent;  the  line  of 
eucalyptus  trees,  behind  which  he  knew  was  the  Los 
Muertos  ranch  house— his  home;  the  watering-tank  the 
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great  iron-hooped  tower  ^f         ^  . 
•ng  of  the  Lower  iani  Zr    '^^  "^  «*  *"«  i^"" 
wind-break  of  poplar  tre?    ^   u°""'^  ^°*'''-  'he  long^ 
'■er-s  saloon  onS  CoS"  ^oad''''  ^^^'^^  walls  of  Cara' 

-ronc^SsSiirroftr^-''-  ^  -- 

yond  Annixter's,  beyond  0^/,    '^*'"=^*«'  details.    Be- 
Road,  beyond  BroSnCrS''"' ^'^""^^  ^''^  Lower 
west,  infinite,  illimitable  "tr^7cht  ""  ""  '''^  ^°"*h  «"d 
sheen  of  the  sunset  for;ver  2/  °"'  ''''^'^  ""'I*'  *»>« 
broken,  a  huge  scroll    "rnir"'*  ^'■*^*''"'  «*''  ^^^t.  un- 
spread  the  JeJ^tZTL^^'^T  ^"^  ''°"--. 
tos,  bare  of  crops   shaverf    /         '^"*'''  °^  L'"'  Muer- 
^W  at  hand  were  hihSntt  '"/'"  '•^'=«"'  harvest, 
only  the  curve  of  het^eare^"  J'^f  t/  f" """"  "--n 
Adjoining  Los  Muertos    '"h       ^     •''*'''''''^  **"=  ^^w! 
opened  the  Brodersorr^ch     ^'fS^  *°  ^"^  west, 
the  northwest  carried  on  the  «-e?f   °''"""'>«  '"'"'ch  to 
ranch  after  ranch.    The„  as  Thl         "'''  °^  '»"d«cape; 
Panded  under  the  stimuli  of  .tV"*^"**'*^"  '^"^'^  «" 
vision,  even  those  greTraLI        ''?'''"^  ""?«  of 
"nto  mere  foregrounTlre  ac       '' -^  ^'''  themselves 
tails.    Beyond  The  fine  Tne  'f  Th^T"'  '"'''''^'''  de- 

curve  of  the  globe,  the  shoulder  of  LT''  "'''  '''" 
ranches,  equally  vast  and  h.      ^  !.     **"'''  were  other 

yond  these,  st«l  others  th?"'"'*'' "*''"*' -"^  be- 
lengthening  out  vaster  aVvL^r'Tf".'""'''^'^'"?- 
s^'eep  of  the  San  JoaquirexofnT^  I  '  '^''°'«  ^8»"tic 
^e  of  the  mind,  flai/lLTSI;  f  "''^.'  "'f'"--  the 
^h.mmeri„g  under  the^un^  J'  '  ^^2;  T^-"^  and 
a  famt  breath  of  wind  out  n(*u  '»"?  intervals, 

over  the  levels  of  the  baked  anH  '°"*  ^^''^  ^>°wly 
-ng  the  silence,  markingoff  T  "T'  '"'"'''  ^"•'"f'at- 
exhale  from  the  land  "fe^f  a  ^  f  ""'•  ^*  ^^«'"'=d  to 
^-'■^e.    It  was  the  sea^on^r  Thrhat"'  "  ''^  '^^^ 

tne  harvest,  and  the 
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great  earth,  the  mother,  after  its  period  of  reproduction 

thefe^^f^f  '  *''"?^''  '''°''«'  '•-«  "0""«ber  of  nations, 
the  feeder  of  an  entire  world. 

Ha!  there  it  was.  his  epic,  his  inspiration,  his  West 

h.s  thundering  progression  of  hexameters.    A  sudSn 

uphft  a  sense  of  exhilaration,  of  physical  exalfat  on  ap" 

peared  abruptly  to  sweep  Presley  from  his  fee^  As 

from  a  pomt  h.gh  above  the  world,  he  seemed  to  do:^^ 

nate  a  um.crse.  a  whole  order  of  things.    He  was  dTz 

z.ed.  stunned  stupefied,  his  morbid  sujersefs  tirmtd 

reehng,  drunk  with  the  intoxication  of  mere  immenTv 

Stupendous  ideas  for  which  there  were  nrnameTd"  ov"^.' 

headlong  through  his  brain.    Terrible.  formleTs  shaoes 

a"SlopX:;ST"- •  '"°-"'^*^°"^'  dis'torted.  whSeTat 
a  gauop  through  his  imagination 

from' the  Vn  ^°'^''^^'^'  ^t"'  '■«  his  dream,  descending 
from  the  hill,  emerging  from  .he  caiion,  and  took  the 

tWgh^he  Wheat  si^^-JL^fXti^S^- 

Never  had  he  so  nearly  grasped  his  inspiration  as  at 
that  moment  on  the  hill-top.    Even  now   though  tif. 
sunset  was  fading  though  th'e  wide  reach  ;f  S  t  wa 
shut  from  sight,  it  still  kept  him  company.    Now  The 
hs  poem^Jh  *''r°"^"^/-''-^he  component  p^rts  o 
h.s  poem,  the  signs  and  symbols  of  the  West.    It  was 

clnTes    De  f'  ""Tl'^f '^  ""''''^  "^"'""-d  reminis- 
cences-De  La  Cuesta,  holding  his  grant  from  the  Soan 
,sh  crown,  with  his  power  of  life  and  death;  the  romance 

.eather  and  silver  bridle  mountings;  the  bull-fights  In  the 
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love;  A„g61e?ariln  Sh  '^'  '^'  '"'«''^y  °^  h"^ 

of  her  violet  eyes   bizlrrr'        P*!^'"'"*  "P^ard  slant 
made  three   oSeX  heVTr    ;  '"  ^'''''  *'''«»'"d 

birth.  It  was  in  vIL^  -  1  !  "°'"*^"t  "'  ''««■  «:WW's 
thestotyor^he  wTJ:>'''  '"*°  ""=  wilderness; 

strenuous.  fierce  life  of  fnrl.7  ?  *'''  '^"«'"*J  t''" 
off.  lost  b;iow  th  tolonf TtL  r^  "''^  t"-'  ^- 
rous  music  of  unfamiHlr  n!      the  southwest;  the  sono- 

nora.  Laredo.  vt':^Z^Ti;:?;tZ\''''^''''  ^°- 
Us  cracked  bells  its  decav^^  ,,*^* '"*"«=  Mission,  with 
its  fountain  and  ^  Sn^'^'J  '  'V'"''''''  ^""  ^ial, 
themselves,  the  pr1e!ts  the  7  '^'  ^•'^'°''  ^^^^^^ 
wheat  and  oil  a„rSet;'!P!^''^\PJ^"t'»&  the  first 
Sacrament-a  tnnirof^e^?  '^  '^^  "''•"^"t^  °^  the 
riseinareligio^rrlte       ^  '*  "**""'''"•  taking  their 

Europe,  solln/i^rtheti  ^  tv  1  nf uj'  r ^^^ 
strange  at  this  end-of-the-centu^  dm'     '  ""'"""'"^  '"^^ 

warl  "  H^  S:rS  fheT  'f "  ^^'^^  '>--d  for- 
-ch.  E.:;Z:::llZ':^  ^.f^e  gulen  Sabe 
out.    There  was  not  a  so„r,J  Tu       I      '*''"  ^^''^  »" 

^«.  still  soundingrm';°;ttrAtl''^*^"^''''- 
the  great  earth  sighed  dreTn^™ S  sle  J  1^^"' 
the  feeling  of  absolute  oeace  /J        /'^^P"    A"  about, 

untroubled  happinesj  a'^  ^"IrslmeVr"'^  ^"'^ 

from  the  stars  like  a  h^n-^-  ?•        ^^^^'^  descending 

"ke  a  benediction.    The  beauty  of  his 
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poem,  its  idyl   came  to  him  like  a  caress;  tliat«lone 

:n':;ntrerr   ^'  "^^  "^  ^^^^  *°  ^^^^•^  "^^  --^ 

Himh'  r.t^'f '^  *•*"'  !''''  ""  '"t"">P«on-  Presley  had 
B  vo„1  r"^'  '•''  "•"''  °^  ^''^  2"'^"  Sabe  ranch. 
r!aroad  W  .'  .^"T°''  ^"'  ''•='^«"  '"e  two  ran  the 
raflroad.  He  had  only  time  to  jump  back  upon  the 
embankment  when,  with  a  quivering  of  all  the  earth  a 
locomotive,  smgle  unattached,  shot  by  him  with  a  roLr,- 

S  fn  ^  '"  ""'^  '^^  '''^  °^  ^°'  °"'  ^°'niting  smoke 
and  sparks;  .ts  enormous  eye.  cyclopean,  red,  throwing 
cotf  ti"  ^^^^-'^^V shooting  by  in  a  sudden  crash  ol 
confused  thunder;  filling  the  night  with  the  terrific 
clamour  of  its  iron  hoofs. 

Abruptly  Presley  remembered.  This  must  be  the 
crack  passenger  engine  of  which  Dyke  had  told  him,  the 
one  delayed  by  the  accident  on  the  Bakersfield  division 

w^y'^oTrtr"""^  '''  '""''  "^  *'^'="  °^^^'  ="•  *•>« 

.   ^'!?'"^  P'^'^y  ^^o^W  recover  from  the  shock  of  the 

still  hi";        r/''  ''"'  "^^  ^*"'  ^'''^^^-^'  *»•«  "«« 
still  humming,  the  engine  was  far  away,  flinging  the  echo 

of  Its  frantic  gallop  over  all  the  valley.    For  I  brief Tn° 

tTneflrthrr?''^J"""  '^"'''  '"^^  P'""^^^  ■"'«  ^  <="t^ 
tmg  farther  on  the  quivering  glare  of  its  fires  losing  it- 

,fhV"  H  ^'5  *'  "'  "'""^"  ^""'P^'y  diminishing  fo  a 
subdued  and  distant  humming.    AH  at  once  this  ceased 

I  he  engine  was  gone. 
But  the  moment  the  noise  of  the  engine  lapsed,  Pres- 

ey-about  to  start  forward  again-was  conscious  of  a 
confusion  of  lamentable  sounds  that  rose  into  the  night 
from  out  the  engine's  wake.  Prolonged  cries  of  agony, 
sobbing  wails  of  infinite  pain,  heart-rending,  pitiful 
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.u  ^^  f.°'*'*  '*'"*  f'*""  *  '"'tie  distance     H.  ««  ^« 
the  twtk.  crossing  the  culvert  ov^rth.  •    .  *  f"" '"o*" 

and  had  wandered  out  upon  the  tracks  A  kV!  J  °J.^''^ 
crossing  Just  at  the  Sn^.Tc^'^t^'^.t  ''"''' 
The  pathos  of  it  was  b,.vnn^  "*^  *  *  passage, 

slaughter,  a  n,assacTo  roL,?"^';;  '*  ""  * 
had  charged  full  into  the  Srir Jf  "  '°°"''*" 
To  the  right  and  left  all  ^r.;  /"*'"'"«'  'nexorable. 

thelittlel.odSlllJbtrCVa^X'f 

pended.    Under  fToHt  ^J  te^Ve     ^u^Z  '""^  *"^- 

winking  in  the  starlilht  T.    7^?        ^''*  '''*"=''  "ood. 

between  the  «e   1  !  ^      T^  ^"^  '"'°  '^^  ^""''«» 

Presley  tu™-H  Prolonged  sucking  murmur. 

sion  for  this  brlte^ony  he  llTor*';-'  ^°"""^- 
sweetness  was  gone  JmThe  eveX  the  sSe'T    ""'^ 

drove  all  thrugh^of  h^s  ^o^ LV hL'^LT ¥h ''^^^ 

He  hurried  on  across  the  Los  Muertos  r^n.u    i 
runmng.  even  putting  his  hands  over  ht  eaTs  tt  h^'* 
out  of  hearing  distance  of  ft,=f    •"=["'«  ears  till  he  was 

Not  until  he  ^^Cnd  eaS^ofdi/h  ""'"  ''^*""- 
back,  listening.  The  nieht  h»H  =w ^  P^"'^'  ^°°^^S 
a  n^oment  ^he^silenc:  :Sr51fd:'uS;:ker  "^    '^ 
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Then  f«nt  and  prolonged,  across  the  levels  of  the 
rand,,  he  heard  the  engine  whistling  for  Bonnevile 
Agam  and  again  at  rapid  intervals  in  if.  flying  Zrse  h 
whistled  for  road  crossings,  for  sharp  curves,  forTrS! 
ominous  notes,  hoarse,  bellowing,  ringing  with  the  aC' 
cents  of  menace  and  defiance;  and  abrfptfy  Presley  saw 
agam  m  h.s  .magination.  the  galloping  moLter,  the  ter 
ror  of  steel  and  steam,  with  its  single  eye,  cydowan  rid 
shootmg  from  horizon  to  horizonf  but'^.aw'^^ X  "'s  the' 
symbol  of  a  vast  power,  huge,  terrible,  flinging  the    1 

h  r/   .1"  °""  "*"  ''''  ^•='''=''"  °f  '^'  vdle^y.  leaving  ' 
blood  and  destruction  in  its  path ;  the  leviathan,  with  ten 
acles  of  steel  clutching  into  the  soil,  the  soulkss  Force 
O^ip.^ "*''  '^°""''  ''•=  ™**''  *''«  Colossus,  the 


II 

hour  later  had  bJ  akfa"  in    hfw^"?  '  ''?'*"  °'  *"* 

house,  preferring7ottrwa^?J„',,^f^^^^^  °'  *'''  ^»"«='> 

theUbleintherfgularZn^ror^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

day  s        ,  ,,,,,  „,  ,.^^  J^^^  anxious  to  be  at,  Jf 

paying  bL::;rc;^Htbrr'  ^^^'-^  •=-*--■ 

therThad  been  a^e^r,!     f"  ''"^"''^  """^  «°'d.  and 
wards  of  a'r„th.Tow  ^^7^ flf  ^"^  ^°'  "»'- 

wheatTad„ot  ev?n  snowrr!?  T  ^"'-    °"  ^^^  '"e 
on  One,  the  Home  ra„T  "'"!  """^"^  ^''^  ^'•°"nd,  while 
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which  prevented  rust  and  smut  appearing  in  the  erin 

ImeittTt''""'''  '=°""  ""•  ^^'^-l^rZr^Z 
n^vl™  find  time  to  go  to  Guadalajara  to  meet  the 
^ve^or  on  the  morning  train.    His 'day  promSd t 

Phflol  tL?"""  *"  *""'"'"«  '"■«  '««  cup  of  coffee 

Se?dr'^''''^"''-'^--''*'>-''-X^He- 

sir  "'he'^id''  "  Tr.t '°  r?  ''°"*  ^'•^  ""'«  ^™™  Four. 
Har^an'n'odded  "''  ''^'"  *  """  ^-^"^  '"  ^et." 

answer  he  a^^^rthetrrIr.i^:rt^s 

m  rne  Duggy.    The  bays,  you  understand." 

of  S^ff      °'!!".'"'**  ^°"''  ""«"  drank  off  the  rest 
of  h.s  coffee,  and.  rising,  passed  through  the  dining-room 

r  oreiuvcr  ^  ^^"-^  -"' » ^'-  -^r 

TTie  oiBce  was  the  nerve-centre  of  the  entire  ten  tJ,«. 
sand  acres  of  Los  Muertos.  but  its  appeSnce  and '"" 
n.shmgs  were  not  in  the  least  suggestive  of  a  farm  T 
was  divided  at  about  its  middle  by  a  wirerSL  •  .  1 
green  and  gold,  and  behind  this^al^  "t/rhth 
desks  where  the  books  were  kept.the  saTe   thl  L. 

curately  p lotted,  hung  against  the  wall  between  the  ^"n 
dows,  while  near  at  hand  by  the  safe  was  the  tM«>l 
But.  no  doubt,  the  most  s^cat  St  ^ tKffic: 
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which  Hamin  and  Mag^u.  Derric"  Jd  h^*^  "^"T ''' 
adopt,  and  after  them  Brodmo"  .n^  O^"  """''  "* 
many  others  of  the  wheat  ^^.ier"  of  Jhe  ^T '  tL' 
offices  of  the  ranches  wer»  »i,...  _  '"'county.  The 
San  Francisco,  and  thZJh  ^^,  "•?" '"\^  '"'  ^"'  ^'h 
Duluth.  Chicago  New  Yoii^d'  /,*■'''  M'""«P<"». 
Portant  of  all,  with  Live™^„^'  ^,  '"''  ""**  "'°»'  '■«- 
of  the  world's  ^Z^ta  a^  ^''7'  "  ""^  """ 
straight  to  the  office  of  L„.  M  '"''^"'  "'""«'» 

Quien  Sabe  to  olrml.     '  ^"*"'"''  *°  ^h"  of  the 

that  year,  which  had  aflectrd  eve^^V  c  t"*^*'  "^ 
market. Harran and  Ma^us  had  JJ^ nef" I^h" f "° 
n.ght  watching  the  strip  of  white  taoeierl-  °^  °"' 

from  the  reel     At  ...m,  '^   Jerlcmg  unsteadily 

their  indivSuality  The  rchT  *''^  "°  '°"^"  '«'' 
of  an  enormous  whole  Mt  LT*  ""''^  *"'  P«" 
tion  of  wheat  lanH  fh.     u  ,  *"*  "*"  agglomera- 

eflects  oTcIuses  t2ous.nt    !  T"  ™""'''  '"«"?  the 

on  the  pr.tZVZZ:L^'Z  tf  T^^  ''™"^'" 
a  frost  on  the  Russian  s^«!  u  *"  P'*""'  °f  India, 
of  the  Argentine  ^"''  *  •""*  *•»«*  «»  ">«  "anos 

Harran  crossed  over  to  th,  ♦-!.  u 
bells,  the  call  for  theXis  on  Jn        "^  ^"'  ''"'^  ""?  ''''' 
most  distant,  the  most  SateH       °"    •*"'•    "  ^^  ^J'' 
situated  at  its  far  southed?    ''°""  °"  ^'  ''«=  ^^nch, 

people  ever  wen    cirtoTr"  T""'™*^'  ^''"^  '- 
'ost  in  the  immenshv  of  tL  ^'""'  ^  **°''  «  ^P«<^''. 

it  was  eleven  mn^s  1  T'"  'u""""^"    ^^  ^"""^  ^ad 
trail  to  Hoove?    and  th?T      "^  *i"  °'^«'  ^"^  ''y  the 

"  How  about  thatle/.  '^7"  ?!:'  ^"  ^^  "'"^ 
had  got  Cutter  on  the  ?„e        ""'''  "^^^'"  -"«>"  he 

The  other  made  excuses  for  an  unavoidable  delay,  and 
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wa.  adding:  that  he  was  on  the  point  of  starting  out.  when 
Harran  cut  in  with; 

"  You  had  better  go  the  trail.    It  will  save  a  little 

Sr'AnTc"ut't  ""?•  """'  ^°"'  ^""^  -""«  h-  • 
W.  „ Ur,  .  .;  u"  /•  •'  y°"  "•  "°°^«"  when  you  go  by 
h.s  pUce  teU  him  I  want  him,  and,  by  the  way   take  a 

r^\T  '"t  °'  *"'  '"'^""^  diich'whenTou  get  to 

rrjh^r  htrn  xr  --*  ^-r '  ^^  t- 

on  Four?  All  rir^*  Vu"    •"''"'«  everything 

Du  1  ..  ■  ■  ^"  "^"*'  'hen.  G  ve  your  seed  tn 
Phelp.  when  you  get  here  if  I  am  not  about.  Tm  goin^ 
to  Guadalajara  to  meet  the  Governor.  He's  «m,W 
down  to-day.    And  that  makes  me  think ;  we  loih! 

t;rZ  ""'"•     V''.^  ':r'  '^°'"  ""^  «-e-r 
up     wS^i^ooHK    ^"'■^"V'"'^-    S.Behrmandidus 

seed     I  Irtotr'  '"''  ''°" '  '°"  '"'y  *''"«  wi'h  that 
seea.    i  want  to  blue-stone  to-day  " 

ovi-'*t'o  ';'"P;°"'"»  Cutter,  Harran  put  on  his  hat,  went 
over  to  the  barns,  and  found  Phelps.     Phelps  had  al 

tbn  of  bir'r  '"""r'  ""•"="  *''''°  contain  the  solu. 
tion  of  blue-stone,  and  was  now  at  work  regradine  the 

sSs     ^T  '":  r'!  '^'"■"''  ''™  -^edThe  roVo 
acks.    Harran  cut  the  fastenings  of  these  and  examined 

each  and  allowing  ,t  to  run  through  his  fingers,  or  nip 
P.ng  the  grams  between  his  nails.  testi„g%heir  hal 

The  seed  was  all  of  the  white  varieties  of  wheat  and 
o  a  ve^  high  grade,  the  berries  Lard  and  heav^  riS 
and  swollen  with  starch.  ^ 

"  Kit  was  all  like  that,  sir,  hey? "  observed  Phelps. 

Harran  put  his  chin  in  the  air. 

"  Bread  would  be  as  good  as  cake,  then,"  he  answered. 
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going  from  sack  to  sack,  inspecting  the  contents  and 
consulting  the  tags  affixed  to  the  mouths. 

"  ^f"**'"  ^^  remarked,  "  here's  a  red  wheat.  Where 
did  this  come  from?" 

"That's  that  red  Clawson  we  sowed  to  the  piece  on 
i'our,  north  the  Mission  Creek,  just  to  see  how  it  would 
do  here.    We  didn't  get  a  very  good  catch." 

"  We  can't  do  better  thap  to  stay  by  White  Sonora  and 
i'ropo,  remarked  Harran.  "  We've  got  our  best  re- 
sults with  that,  and  European  millers  like  it  to  mix  with 
the  Eastern  wheats  that  have  more  gluten  than  ours. 
Ihat  is,  if  we  have  any  wheat  at  all  next  year." 

A  feeling  of  discouragement  for  the  moment  bore 
down  heavily  upon  him.    At  intervals  this  came  to  him 
and  for  the  moment  it  was  overpowering.     The  idea 
of  "  what's-the-use  "  was  upon  occasion  a  veritable  op- 
pression.    Everything  seemed  to  combine  to  lower  the 
price  of  wheat.     The  extension  of  wheat  areas  always 
exceeded  increase  of  population;  competition  was  grow- 
ing fiercer  every  year.    The  farmer's  profits  were  the 
object  of  attack  from  a  score  of  different  quarters     It 
was  a  flock  of  vultures  descending  upon  a  common  prey 
—the  commission  merchant,  the  elevator  combine   the 
mixing-house  ring,  the  banks,  the  warehouse  men,  the 
labouring  man,  and,  above  all,  the  railroad.    Steadily 
the  Liverpool  buyers  cut  and  cut  and  cut.    Everything 
every  element  of  the  world's  markets,  tended  to  force 
down  the  price  to  the  lowest  possible  figure  at  which  it 
could  be  profitably  farmed.    Now  it  was  down  to  eighty- 
seven.    It  was  at  that  figure  the  crop  had  sold  that  year  • 
and  to  think  that  the  Governor  had  seen  wheat  at  two 
dollars  and  five  cents  in  the  year  of  the  Turko-Russian 
War! 

He  turned  back  to  the  house  after  giving  Phelps  final 
directions,  gloomy,  disheartened,  his  hands  deep  in  his 
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iJut  here  he  checked  hims»if     t 

"Kill  or  nis  home  was  cheering-     THp  ra.,^j,  u 
was  set  in  a  oTpaf  ,^^™    r  '"'s-     me  ranch  house 

SCI  in  a  great  grove  of  eucalvDtus  naW  ,„j  » 

i.  .1..  d,y.    This  U™  SkS Xn.","';  *'  T"° 
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view  to  the  southward  expanded  to  infinity.  There  was 
not  so  much  as  a  twig  to  obstruct  the  view.  In  one  leap 
the  eye  reached  the  fine,  delicate  line  where  earth  and 
sky  met,  miles  away.  The  flat  monotony  of  the  land, 
clean  of  fencing,  was  broken  by  one  spot  only,  the  roof 
of  the  Division  Superintendent's  house  on  Three — a  mere 
speck,  just  darker  than  the  ground.  Cutter's  house  on 
Four  was  not  even  in  sight.  That  was  below  the 
horizon. 

As  Harran  came  up  he  saw  his  mother  at  breakfast. 
The  table  had  been  set  on  the  porch  and  Mrs.  Derrick, 
stirring  her  coflfee  with  one  hand,  held  open  with  the 
other  the  pages  of  Walter  Pater's  "  Marius."  At  her 
feet,  Princess  Nathalie,  the  white  Angora  cat,  sleek, 
over-fed,  self-centred,  sat  pn  her  haunches,  industriously 
licking  at  the  white  fur  of  her  breast,  while  near  at  hand, 
by  the  railing  of  the  porch,  Presley  pottered  with  a  new 
bicycle  lamp,  filling  it  with  oil,  adjusting  the  wicks. 

Harran  kissed  his  mother  and  sat  down  in  a  wicker 
chair  on  the  porch,  removing  his  hat,  running  his  fingers 
through  his  yellow  hair. 

Magnus  Derrick's  wife  looked  hardly  old  enough  to 
be  the  mother  of  two  such  big  fellows  as  Harran  and 
Lyman  Derrick.  She  was  not  far  into  the  fifties,  and 
her  brown  hair  still  retained  much  of  its  brightness.  She 
could  yet  be  called  pretty.  Her  eyes  were  large  and 
easily  assumed  a  look  of  inquiry  and  innocence,  such  as 
one  might  expect  to  see  in  ?.  young  girl.  By  disposition 
she  was  retiring;  she  easily  obliterated  herself.  She  was 
not  made  for  the  harshness  of  the  world,  and  yet  she  had 
known  these  harshnesses  in  her  younger  days.  Magnus 
had  married  her  when  she  was  twenty-one  years  old,  at 
a  time  when  she  was  a  graduate  of  some  years'  standing 
from  the  State  Normal  School  and  was  teaching  litera- 
ture, music,  and  penmanship  in  a  seminary  in  the  town 
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with  a  tenacity  borofthlr'?"^'  '"'  '""^"^  '«  '' 
only  means  of  suZn  bJ^uT"'^^'  '""'  ''  *«^  h" 
she  was  dependent's  hetelf  Her^'^  T''  '^-'^'• 
to  see  Italy  and  thVfiav  o    m    .        '^ '""''"'°'' ^«* 

F-."  Raphael's  ^^Madlnt^tr-J'T^  "''"'"^ 
were  her  beau  ideals  nf  i,t.,  *  "  Trovatore  " 

of  Italy.  Romrtp/es  "*"7,»"^''^'-  She  dreamed 
centres."   Ther^  was  '«  h     k.  '^  ^°'''^'*  ^reat  "art- 

loved  any  man  2o^oumII  Tl  ^"^""^  *°"'«1  '"'v* 
droning,  heart-bre^  routine  te"d"  ""'/^  '"' 
room.    She  had  followed  his  W.  '  ^'"'  """^'^ 

First  at  SacramentJ;rig"h:  1^^^^^^ 
career.  later  on  at  Placerv^^!  i„  ll  ,^   °''  °^  •"*  P°'''i'=al 
Derrick  had  i^tere!^Ti^"f'^„°°•■f  r '^°""*^^  ^"" 
group  of  mines,  and  finallvTtrVV      ^'"P"'  ^'"•'*" 
selling  out  h;.   ourth  JnT      .  ^°«  ^uertos.  where,  after 

turned  ranctr  a„d  h^d  " "„!"  ^°^"^  ^''"^*''  ''^  ''»'' 
of  wheat  land  iust  thr«  '"     °"  '''«  "^^  tracts 

;adiivedh:re'rrnrrirrni;^sr  f^ 

a  moment's  coTnt     ^o^!-*'"'  !r'^''  ^^'^  ^^e  known 
pretty,  wideCneyes-SlV''''""  """''  '"'o  her 
of  uneasiness.'^of  Z^^ZZ     '""""^ ^^"^"^ '°°'' 
frightened  her     sSr^i'll^r'?-    ^^  ^uertos 
^rlhood  parsed  on  a  far^S  eastern  oh'"'  °^  '"  '""^ 
acres,  neatly  partitionedTn^o  the  wi^rtTth"  '""'"'^ 
ture,  the  corn  lot.  the  bariey  field  7nA    u    '  ,     ^""^  P^'" 
comfortable,  ho^e-like    ihtl  Ihe  ,    ^^**ff"';<=osey, 
land,  caressing  it  coaxfJv        ^  ["""'"  '°^«d  their 
were  a  thing  aU's^S;  "SS!  '  ^^  *''°"^''  " 
^y  Hand,  and  a  single  two-hoVre'^Jh  ^::^  IJ^ 
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for  the  entire  farm;  where  the  scythe  sufficed  to  cut  the 
harvest  and  the  grain  was  thrashed  with  flails. 

But  this  new  order  of  things — a  ranch  bounded  only 
by  the  horizons,  where,  as  far  as  one  could  see,  to  the 
north,  to  the  east,  to  the  south  and  to  the  west,  was  all 
one  holding,  a  principality  ruled  with  iron  and  steam, 
bullied  into  a  yield  of  three  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
bushels,  where  even  when  the  land  was  resting,  un- 
ploughed,  unharrowed,  and  unsown,  the  wheat  came  up 
— ^troubled  her,  and  even  at  times  filled  her  with  an  un- 
definable  terror.  To  her  mind  there  was  something  in- 
ordinate about  it  all ;  something  almost  unnatural.  The 
direct  brutality  of  ten  thousand  acres  of  wheat,  nothing 
but  wheat  as  far  as  the  eye  could  see,  stunned  her  a  little. 
The  one-time  writing-teacher  of  a  young  ladies'  semi- 
nary, with  her  pretty  deer-like  eyes  and  delicate  fingers, 
shrank  from  it.  She  did  not  want  to  look  at  so  much 
wheat.  There  was  something  vaguely  indecent  in  the 
sight,  this  food  of  the  people,  this  elemental  force,  this 
basic  energy,  weltering  here  under  the  sun  in  ail  the  un- 
conscious nakedness  of  a  sprawling,  primordial  Titan. 

The  Tonotony  of  the  ranch  ate  into  her  heart  hour  by 
hour,  year  by  year.  And  with  it  all,  when  was  she  to  see 
Rome,  Italy,  and  the  Bay  of  Naples  ?  It  was  a  different 
prospect  truly.  Magnus  had  given  her  his  promise  that 
once  the  ranch  was  well  established,  they  two  should 
travel.  But  continually  Is  had  been  obliged  to  put  her 
oflf,  now  for  one  reason,  now  for  another ;  the  machine 
would  not  as  yet  run  of  itself,  he  must  still  feel  his  hand 
upon  the  lever ;  next  year,  perhaps,  when  wheat  should 
go  to  ninety,  or  the  rains  were  good.  She  did  not  insist. 
She  obliterated  herself,  only  allowing,  from  time  to  time, 
her  pretty,  questioning  eyes  to  meet  his.  In  the  mean- 
time she  retired  within  herself.  She  surrounded  herself 
with  books.   Her  taste  was  of  the  delicacy  of  point  lace. 
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Sue  knew  her  Austin  Dobson  by  heart     Sh,  ,    J, 
""•ys,  the  ideas  of  the  ,^m;  f"  "ad  poems, 

f  ing  in  her  mind  "  M^rr  the  F  *'"^^^"'*  P^ 
Essays  of  Eli.,"  "  Sesamfa^d  Uies  -  T^^^^^^^^^  "  ^''^ 
Venice,"  and  the  littU  t„„  "     '      ^"*  Stones  of 

banalit/es  of  th^  £or  Po«T'""'  '""  °'  '''^  "^^^ 
hands.  ■'«>nor  i-oets,   were  continually  in  her 

welToted'KrtlXS^h^r  "^^^^^^  ^^^  '^' 
congenial  spirit.  She  lold  ^.^d  "L*'  '"'  "'^  "^ 
tions  with  the  youne  man  nn  , ,      ™  *°  '°"8:  conversa- 

But  Presley  had^isapSed  ^r'Sr  ''"'  ^"''«- 
his  few  chosen  deitiM_.h     ij  **  he— outside  of 

shocked  her  Syt^w^j' "S,"'!  "«'<^  ^-  "'-ature. 
to  elegant  Enjish^rst  poS  v^lf  oT" ^^  "^*^'^'" 
abuse  and  open  ridicule  of  "he  nlatlv  nhrl"  J^"  "^"^" 
and  sestinas  and  chansonettes  of  the  LdeT  '""^"""'^ 
to  her  mind  a  wanton  anH  «  .       "^^Tazmes  was 

found  his  HomeTS    ?     ""^^"^^-for  cruelty.     She 

and  barbarS  inland  h  ,"^'*"^  »"**  ""^'"""bs 
-d  coarse.  S^ Sdtttf ^Kr "^'  ^^^'^ 
any  poetry  in  the  life  arounH  hi  T  ,  '"^  "-omance, 
that.    His '•  Song  S  the  West  "wh   [^"''f  '°  ''''^  '°' 

herent  and  fierce  he  had  tried  t„  ,  °"'^  °""'  '"'=°- 
tumultous  life   its  truth    J  kv^'^'"  *° '"='•''*«  ^wift, 

Herois^andoCrhXeJot^^^^^^^^^  — -  ^- 

^J;.t.  Presley."  she  had  murmured.":^ that  is  not  lit- 

God^^tCnoe^'  ""^'  '"=^"'""  ••'^  '-^''.  "no.  thank 

wffh  tS^;r^b:y1fo^rt'J™  ''™"^''*  ^'^^  '>«^ 

Harran.  puttTng  on  a  dilr!        ''""'  °'  '""^  P°^<=h,  S 

Himself 'off  to  GuaSa^t        '°'' '"'  ^  "^'^'^  ''»*'  ^o^'' 

The  morning  was  fine .-  there  was  no  cloud  in  the  sky, 
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but  as  Harran's  buggy  drew  away  from  the  grove  of 
trees  about  the  ranch  house,  emerging  into  the  open 
country  on  either  side  of  the  Lower  Road,  he  caught 
himself  looking  sharply  at  the  sky  and  the  faint  line  of 
hills  beyond  the  Quien  Sabe  ranch.  There  was  a  certain 
indefinite  cast  to  the  landscape  that  to  Harran's  eye  was 
not  to  be  mistaken.  Rain,  the  first  of  the  season,  was 
not  far  off. 

"That's  good,"  he  muttered, touching  the  bays  with  the 
whip,  "  we  can't  get  our  ploughs  to  hand  any  too  soon." 

These  ploughs  Magnus  Derrick  had  ordered  from  an 
Eastern  manufacturer  some  months  before,  since  he  was 
dis^tisfied  with  the  results  obtained  from  the  ones  he 
had  used  hitherto,  which  were  of  local  make.  However, 
there  had  been  exasperatinjg  and  unexpected  delays  in 
their  shipment.  Magnus  and  Harran  both  had  counted 
upon  having  the  ploughs  in  their  implement  barns  that 
very  week,  but  a  tracer  sent  after  them  had  only  resulted 
in  locating  them,  still  en  route,  somewhere  between  The 
Needles  and  Bakersfield.  Now  there  was  likelihood  of 
rain  within  the  week.  Ploughing  could  be  undertaken 
immediately  afterward,  so  soon  as  the  ground  was 
softened,  but  there  was  a  fair  chance  that  the  ranch 
would  lie  idle  for  want  of  proper  machinery. 

It  was  ten  minutes  before  train  time  when  Harran 
reached  the  depot  at  Guadalajara.  The  San  Francisco 
papers  of  the  preceding  day  had  arrived  on  an  earlier 
train.  He  bought  a  couple  from  the  station  agent  and 
looked  them  over  till  a  distant  and  prolonged  whistle 
announced  the  approach  of  the  down  train. 

In  one  of  the  four  passengers  that  alighted  from  the 
train,  he  recognised  his  father.  He  half  rose  in  his  seat, 
whistling  shrilly  between  his  teeth,  waving  his  hand,  and 
Magnus  Derrick,  catching  sight  of  him,  came  forward 
quickly.  ^ 
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as  an  officer  of  cavalrv    H.         V    ^''"'  "**"  **  "«<:' 

.".pressing  one  witfa  s^nTr^  "  """''^'"'  '^"P"*' 
certain  pride  of  ace  h!  ^'""^'  °'  ^'^'^^  ^"d  a 
"pped.  with  a  brrad  chif  4„7l  ^'"°<'"'-haven,  thin- 
nose-thecharacten,ticof'thel  T'^u"'"*  ''"*''-«'"= 
bridge,  such  as  one  see  in  he  l/f"  ''""''"'  *"''  ^  ^'^^ 
of  Wellinirton     H;!  n  ■  "  Portraits  of  the  Duke 

hadatendfncytoarltar  '""IV""  ''°"-^^^'  -^ 
of  his  ears.  He  wo  "e  i  "  „  hT^''  ''"■""■°"  J"**  '"  ^ont 
and  a  frock  coa^and  2   '^°^«^^y' ^"''^^ide  brim, 

ivory  head.  '    "  '""""  "  "^^"^  ***»>  a  yellowed 

histSft^li'Sar" '-  -•"•*-"  to  represent- 
Senate.  Calhoti^wL Is  f^^^^^^  *^  United  States 
cessive  c,„p„.^3  he  had  b'le  'dTated  '  Si^  ^"^- 
checked  in  this  direction  h^  J,,^  "^'eated.  His  career 
the  fifties.    He  had  kn„:,      had  come  to  California  in 

frfend  of  sucf  men  Is  S"    Brt  dtlckT  '''  1"™^'^ 
Lick.  Alvarado  Emerirh   r     , '^°''^"ck,  General  Baker, 

unfortunate  atd  m'Sre^td  "^t''^-  ^'v°^  ^"^ 
been  put  forward  as  the  D.^      ^a'ston.    Once  he  had 

emor.  but  failed  of  l\uo„  Tf  L'  '^'h"'"'^''  '^  ^°" 
definitely  abandoned  pol   "cs  and  h  J  ^^"^  '^'^ 

money  in  the  Corous  Chl'^-  '^  'nvested  all  his 

out  his  interest  atTmSpr'T'"";  '''^"  ""'  "^^  -'d 
chance  of  becoming  a  multi^lr^"  '"  "'"'=  *°  """  »""^ 
boonv-and  was  iSn^t  "    •        """  '"  '^'  C°™^t°ck 

when  the  news  £t  "  XthTr'T'^  '"  °''"=^  ««« 
fomia  "  was  oass^rf  fl        ''ad  been  discovered  in  Cali- 
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ter  for  reflection  to  the  thinking  men  of  the  New  West 
Cahfornia  suddenly  leaped  unheralded  into  the  world's 
market  as  a  competitor  in  wheat  production.  In  a  few 
years  her  output  of  wheat  exceeded  the  value  of  her  out- 
put of  go^d.  and  when,  later  on.  the  Pacific  and  South- 

T-^""  ^^''^'^  '•'"*  oP"  to  settlers  the  rich  lands 
of  Tulare  County-conceded  to  the  corporation  by  the 
government  as  a  bonus  for  the  construction  of  the  road 
-Mag|nus  had  been  quick  to  seize  the  opportunity  and 
had  taken  up  the  ten  thousand  acres  of  Los  Muertos. 
Wherever  he  had  gone,  Magnus  had  taken  his  family 
w.th  h.ra.  Lyman  had  been  born  at  Sacramento  during 
the  turmoil  and  excitement  of  Derrick's  campaign  for 
governor,  and  Harran  at  Shingle  Springs,  in  El  Dorado 
bounty,  SIX  years  later. 

But  Magnus  was  in  every  sense  the  "  prominent  man  " 
In  whatever  circle  he  moved  he  was  the  chief  figure    In- 
stmctively  other  men  looked  to  him  as  the  leader     He 
himself  was  proud  of  this  distinction;  he  assumed  the 
grand  manner  very  easily  and  carried  it  well.    As  a  pub- 
lic speaker  he  was  one  of  the  last  of  the  followers  of  the 
old  schoo  of  orators.    He  even  carried  the  diction  and 
manner  of  the  rostrum  into  private  life.    It  was  said  of 
him  that  his  most  colloquial  conversation  could  be  taken 
down  in  shorthand  and  read  off  as  an  admirable  speci- 
men of  pure,  well-chosen  English.  He  loved  to  do  things 
upon  a  grand  scale,  to  preside,  to  dominate.     In  Ws 
good  humour  there  was  something  Jovian.  When  angry 
everybody  around  him  trembled.    But  he  had  not  the 
gemus  for  detail,  was  not  patient.    The  certain  grandi- 
ose lav.shness  of  his  disposition  occupied  itself  more 
with  results  than  with  means.    He  was  always  ready  to 
take  chances,  to  hazard  everything  on  the  hopes  of 
colossal  returns.    In  the  mining  days  at  Placerville  there 
was  no  more  redoubtable  poker  player  in  the  county 
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He  had  been  as  luckv  in  i.;.  _• 
linking  .hafts  and  *«„"'""  "/"  ""  «*•»"'"«. 
theoryandfinding" pl;""i"'"f  '"  ^«"«'on  of  expert 
ins  it.  he  allowed^Clf  To  wS  wr    '^?''"'  ''"°- 
he  was  still  working  hism^nr  Th      T^  '""'='*  "  » 
'49,  hap-hazard.   unscfentTfir       ^  °"''''"*  »Pi"t  <>' 
Everything  was   a  Smblfll'"'""^   '"   •"■»   '"i-d- 
chances  was  most  apf  to  brZ''°   '°°''   *"«   P«"e.t 
idea  of  manuring  Los  Muels  nfl"!"*  *'"""•    ^he 
resources,  he  would  have  scouted  ''"^  •""  ^*»* 

braic,  ungenerous  "'*'*'  *»  niggardly,  He- 

Ha^nTs^riJiThrS^^'-^ 

two  were  immensely  fond  of  «  l      u'  '*'"  ''"'•'•    ^lie 

other.    They  were  constancy  t "  ^k"'*'''  ^^"^  °'  «<=»> 

""  wT  J'^""  his  favSCr '"  *"'  '*»^"*  "^'P' 
Weil,  boy," 

"  Well,  Governor." 

feareVtLZS;rj°"o*=r*  ^°""^"'  "—    I 
was  thoughtful.'-  °°  ''""^  ""d  send  Phelps.    It 

Harran  was  about  to  reply,  but  at  th.. 
nus  caught  sight  of  the  ♦!,,;   a  "*'  moment  Mae- 

s.dmg  above  the  station    klilt  «  '«  remamed  on  the 
and  Harran  checked  SI^  team  ^"*''  °"  '''*  "'"» 

with  a1Sial1row„*:''"HS'  f/''"«^,«'«  machinery 

"ke  our  ploughs.    Drive  ^e/b'""'  '°°'  "■"^'^''>' 
ihe  train  had  by  thi\  Hm^  ' 

-brought  the  te^^X  trtSr;  '^  ^"^  ''"''  «- 

I^erricVLrMuS^:  tlt%rr "-•    "•^»«"- 
Rochester.'    These  ar^    °""*r"^'  from  Ditson  &  Co 
H, .        "*^e  are  ours,  bov "  ' 

Harran  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief. 
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At  Uit,"  he  answered,  "  and  just  in  time,  too.   Well 
have  rain  before  the  week  is  out.    I  think,  now  that  I  am 
here,  I  will  telephone  Phelps  to  send  the  wagon  right 
down  for  these.    I  started  blue-stoning  to-day." 
Magnus  nodded  a  grave  approval. 
"That  was  shrewd,  boy.    As  to  the  rain,  I  think  you 
are  well  informed;  we  wiU  have  an  early  season.    The 
ploughs  have  arrived  at  a  happy  moment." 
"  It  means  money  to  us,  Governor,"  remarked  Harran. 
But  as  he  turned  the  horses  to  allow  his  father  to  get 
into  the  buggy  again,  the  two  were  surprised  to  hear  a 
thick,  throaty  voice  wishing  them  good-morning,  and 
turning  about  were  aware  of  S.  Behrman,  who  had  come 
up  while  they  were  examining  the  ploughs.    Harran's 
eyes  flashed  on  the  instant  and  through  his  nostrils  he 
drew  a  sharp,  quick  breath,  while  a  certain  rigour  of  car- 
riage stiffened  the  set  of  Magnus  Derrick's  shoulders 
and  back.    Magnus  had  not  yet  got  into  the  buggy,  but 
stood  with  the  team  between  him  and  S.  Behrman,  eye- 
ing him  calmly  across  the  horses'  backs.    S.  Behrman 
came  around  to  the  other  side  of  the  buggy  and  faced 
Magnus. 

He- was  a  large,  fat  man,  with  a  great  stomach;  his 
cheek  and  the  upper  part  of  his  thick  neck  ran  together 
to  form  a  great  tremulous  jowl,  shaven  and  blue-grey  in 
colour;  a  roll  of  fat,  sprinkled  with  sparse  hair,  moist 
with  perspiration,  protruded  over  the  back  of  his  coUar. 
He  wore  a  heavy  black  moustache.    On  his  head  was  a 
round-topped  hat  of  stiff  brown  straw,  highly  varnished. 
A  light-brown  linen  vest,  stamped  with  innumerable  in- 
terlocked horseshoes,  covered  his  protuberant  stomach 
upon  which  a  heavy  watch  chain  of  hollow  links  rose 
and  fell  with  his  difficult  breathing,  clinking  against  the 
vest  buttons  of  imitation  mother-of-peari. 
S.  Behrman  was  the  banker  of  Bonneville.    But  be- 
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He  WM  one  of  the  iSS"',  i^  '**'"  '"  mortgage.. 
Portant  than  .U  tL  he  T.  ?  '^"'•'  •*"  """^  «"" 
ftcific  and  Southwestern^^' . ^  representative  of  the 
Tulare  County.  T^e  SoS^iTr  V""*  •*«'*»"  «>' 
P*rt  of  the  country  thItSR  ?  "'!  ■"""■""»  '"  "»' 
fro.  the  consign^^f  J/;^;-^^^^^ 
•nanagement  of  a  damaee  suJ  ^  '*'''"  *°  "»« 

and  maintenance  of  the  Sht  1;        ''",!!  *°  "**  '«P»*r 

when  the  ranchers  of  the  cottjl^^^fie^r""!''''  *""' 
rate  case.  S.  Behrman  ha  "  »!f  T^*'"*^  *''«  P"ain- 

and  about  the  San  Fra„ct;^r. '""'''  '"  ^"''''""  '" 
"f  the  legislature  in  SclVnr  2!^^  '"'  '"'"'^ 
BonneviUe   only  recently    »   J    •  *"*  returned  to 

ranchers  being  foreseen  "^'th/^'^^"  "''^"='-«  '«  the 
the  salary  list  of  the  Sfic  and  ^'T  ^'  "^'"P"'^  °" 
readily  be  defined  for  he  4,  „,.S-^^^^^^^^  could  not 
»enger  agent,  attorney.  rell-estateK  T^  "*^"'*'  P"" 
servant,  though  his  influ  nce/n  ,  ,S%"°'  '""""' 
doubted  and  enormous  nltf  »T  "^^"^  *««  «n- 
about  Bonneville  knew  whom  to',  V''"'  ''''  ""*=""* 
trouble.    There  was  no  I  ^       [°°''  *°  '"  "  *o"rce  of 

-n.  Broderso:.r„r;r^:  ^J- ^^^^^^^     °''- 
the  railroad.  "  derrick.  S.  Behrman  was 

CSS  r."irr  i^r  •-"•-• 
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city  papers  yesterday  that  our  case  had  gone  aninst 
you." 

"I  guess  it  wasn't  any  great  news  to  you,"  commented 
Harran,  his  face  scarlet.  "  I  guess  you  knew  which  way 
Ulsteen  was  going  to  jump  after  you.-  very  first  inter- 
view with  him.  You  don't  lilce  to  be  surjwised  in  this 
sort  of  thing,  S.  Behrman." 

"  Now,  you  know  better  than  that,  Harran."  remon- 
strated S.  Behrman  blandly.    "  I  know  what  you  mean 
to  imply,  but  I  ain't  going  to  let  it  make  me  get  mad. 
I  wanted  to  say  to  your  Governor— I  wanted  to  say  to 
you,  Mr.  Derrick— as  one  man  to  another— letting  alone 
for  the  minute  that  we  were  on  opposite  sides  of  the  case 
— <hat  I'm  sorry  you  didn't  win.    Your  side  made  a  good 
fight,  but  it  was  in  a  mistaken  cause.    That's  the  whole 
trouble.    Why,  you  could  have  figured  out  before  you 
ever  went  into  the  case  that  such  rates  are  confiscation 
of  property.    You  must  allow  us— must  allow  1  e  rail- 
road—a fair  interest  on  the  investment.     You  don't 
want  us  to  go  into  the  receiver's  hands,  do  you  now  Mr 
Derrick  ? "  '       ' 

"  The  Board  of  Railroad  Com-  lissioners  was  bought " 
remarked  Magnus  sharply,  a  keen,  brisk  flash  glintine 
m  his  eye. 

"  It  was  part  of  the  game."  put  in  Harran,  "  for  the 
Railroad  Commission  to  cut  rates  to  a  ridiculous  fig- 
ure, far  below  a  reasonable  figure,  just  so  that  it  would  be 
confiscation.  Whether  Ulsteen  is  a  tool  of  yours  or  not 
he  had  to  put  the  rates  back  to  what  they  were  orie- 
inally."  *" 

"If  you  enforced  those  rates,  Mr.  Harran,"  returned 
b.  Behrman  calmly,  "we  wouldn't  be  able  to  earn  suf- 
ficient money  to  meet  operating  expenses  or  fixed 
charges,  to  say  nothing  of  a  surplus  left  over  to  oav 
dividends "  *^ 
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"Tell  me  when  the  P   and  <;    u/ 
dendf."  '"°  ^-  ^-  «v«r  paid  divi- 

^Evat^tJ^ed^rvr-^--^^^- 
-uchasado^;:^-^-;::;;^:^:'--. 

know  that  the  total  earnings  of  the  P  and  S  W  "'  H^'^" 
mam,  branch  and  leased  lines  for  i7.*  W._the.r 

nineteen  and  twenty  mil  ^s  ofiXr!"  d!"  "''""" 
to  say  that  twenty  milHnn  a^u      r°"""-    ^°  you  mean 
origiL  cost  "Sid"  •■""  "  ""^"  ^'  ""'•  °f  the 
S.Behrman  spread  out  his  hands,  smilinr. 

Btlim.n.  on  which  of  lh«,  *!„  c  *»"<"".  S. 
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That  all  may  show  obstinacy.  Harran,"  observed  S. 
Behnnan  vaguely,  "  but  it  don't  show  common  sense." 

We  are  threshing  out  old  straw,  I  believe,  gentle- 
men remarked  Magnus.  "The  question  w«  thor- 
oughly sifted  in  the  courts." 

.  "Quite  right."  assented  S.Behrman.  "The  best  wav 
.s  that  the  railroad  and  the  farmer  understand  each  other 
and  get  along  peaceably.  We  are  both  dependent  on 
each  other.  Your  ploughs.  I  believe,  Mr  De^ck  " 
a.  Behripan  nodded  toward  the  flat  cars 

*'  They  are  consigned  to  me."  admitted  Magnus. 
It  looks  a  trifle  like  rain."  observed  S.  Behrman 
easmg  h.s  neck  and  jowl  in  his  limp  collar.    "  I  suppose' 
you  will  want  to  begin  ploughing  next  week." 

^^  Possibly,"  said  Magnus. 

♦.,ri' w'"*'^'^*  ^T  P'°"Shs  a'-e  hurried  through  for  you 
hen.  Mr.  Dernck.    We  will  route  them  by  fast  freight 

for  you  and  it  won't  cost  you  anything  extra." 

What  do  you  mean?"  demanded  Harran.     "The 

«S  '7       "•  ^'  ^''''  "°*'''"^  "'^'•^ '«  do  with  the 

S™,' '*"  ^""^*°  '^''^  ""^  -^-^  —  here  this 
"I  am  sorry."  answered  S.  Behrman,  "but  the  cars 

north.    They  have  not  been  to  San  Francisco  yet " 

wh^^r!!!!"  T'^'  */"^''*  movement  of  the  head  as  one 
who  remembers  a  fact  hitherto  forgotten.  But  Harran 
was  as  yet  unenlightened. 

Jrll  ?!?  F^ncisco! "  he  answered,  "we  want  them 
here— what  are  you  talking  about?" 

swerYdt  Th   ''"°'''.°i  ~""*'  '^'  «P"»tions,"  an- 
the  plf  ■         •"''"•      ^'''^^'  °f  '^'^  ''i"^  "^o-ning  from 
our  Sm    "  ''°'"*'  •"*°  *'•"  ^**'^  '""^*  SO  first  to  one  of 
our  common  pomts  and  be  reshipped  from  there." 
Harran  did  remember  now.  but  never  before  had  the 
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my  pocket,  sfe^  the  horstro^tTthlt  ""^  "^'^  °"'  °' 
with  a  shot-gun;  yes  '  stanH  "  !  i  ,  ^""''"'' ''°"  ""  "P 
your  life.'  Here  Srineou/n?  if  ^°"  """"^^  °^ 
your  lines,  but  yTu're  n„r.  '^1°"^''*  ''°'"  *'«=  East  over 

ratebetwe;nEXnpoTnJ:rR  *^*'r'  '°"«-''-' 
to  get  us  under  your^, "L^        u    "'"=^'"'=-    ^ou  want 

Bonneville  and  srFra™  ^S''"^"'  '"'''  ''''*-" 
Here's  a  load  of  sJuffJoTBo  '  ,,  T" "  ^'""'^  "'  '» ' 
Bonneville,  where  ikcnnc-^I^''  "''*  <=""''  ^'^P  ^t 

sanFrandsco?;sr;r;rBi':e?,r^'^s*°^°"'*° 

.  per  ton  and  then  be  resS^H  f  e^'  "*  ^^^^  ""'* 
to  Bonneville  aga.n  at  7.^  ^""  ^'"'""''^^  ''»'=k 

hi'ul  rate.  And  we  L/j^  ""''  P*"  *°«'  ^^e  short- 
Here  are  the  p  Whs  riX  w'^  '•  I"  °^  ^°  "•'''°"*- 

have  got  to  be  usfd  on  th         ' '"  "•**'*  °^  '^^  ^'"^  they 

and  we  can't  Uch  the'n^'^  JT'' "hi"^'  ^^^'^fo^  then.! 

disgust,  "isn't  it  a  pretTy  ^1,    j  T '""'^  '"  **«? 

whole  dirty  business)"  "'  '*  *  ^'''"'  the 

biinkiSiS^l-^-ovjed.  his  little  eyes 
links  clicking  ae-jinst  fhlr^  .  u  ^'"^  '=''*•"  o^  hollow 
as  he  breathfd  "'"'  ''""°''^  °f  his  waistcoat 

he"siL':f  Ltr  ^r' *°  'V^^^^  «•'«=  that,  Harran," 


7» 


The  Octopus 


our  own  ploughs-whafs  your  figure?    Come,  spit  it 

"  I  see  you  are  trying  to  make  me  angry,  Harran," 
returned  S.  Behrman,  "  but  you  won't  succeed.  Better 
give  up  trying,  my  boy.  As  I  said,  the  best  way  is  to 
have  the  railroad  and  the  farmer  get  along  amicably.  It 
IS  the  only  way  we  can  do  business.  Well,  slong.  Gov- 
ernor, I  must  trot  along.  Slong,  Harran."  He  took 
himself  oflf. 

But  before  leaving  Guadalajara  Magnus  dropped  into 
the  towns  small  grocery  store  to  purchase  a  box  of 
ciprs  of  a  certain  Mexican  brand,  unprocurable  else- 
where.   Harran  remained  in  the  buggy. 

While  he  waited,  Dyke  appeared  at  the  end  of  the 
street,  and,  seeing  Derrick's  younger  son.  cam-  over  to 
shake  hands  with  him.  He  explained  his  affair  with  the 
f.  and  b.  W.,  and  asked  the  young  man  what  he  thought 
of  the  expected  rise  in  the  price  of  hops 
''Hops  ought  to  be  a  good  thing,"  Harran  told  him. 
t  he  crop  m  Germany  and  in  New  York  has  been  a  dead 
failure  for  the  last  three  years,  and  so  many  people  have 
gone  out  of  the  business  that  there's  likely  to  be  a 
shortage  and  a  stiff  advance  in  the  price.  They  ought  to 
go  to  a  dollar  next  year.  Sure,  hops  ought  to  be  a  good 
thing.    How's  the  old  lady  and  Sidney,  Dyke  '  " 

"  Why,  fairly  weU,  thank  you,  Harran.    They're  up  to 
bacramento  just  now  to  see  my  brother.    I  was  think- 

n^TuT^^  ""'^^  "^  ^'°^^^'' '""'  *»>■*  hop  business. 
But  I  had  a  letter  from  him  this  morning.  He  may  not 
be  able  to  meet  me  on  this  proposition.  He's  got  other 
business  on  hand.  If  he  pulls  out-and  he  probably  wiU 
-1 11  have  to  go  it  alone,  but  I'll  have  to  borrow.  I  had 
thought  with  his  money  and  mine  we  would  have  enough 
to  pull  off  the  affair  without  mortgaging  anything.  As 
It  IS,  I  guess  ru  have  to  see  S.  Behrman." 
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ni  be  CBTsed  if  I  wmiW »  "        i  • 
"Well,  S.  BehrJnisTL"""^"'^  """''"• 
"«r.  "and  he  is  'railroad 't^'^K  *^'"^''  *•>«  «P- 

black  and  white,  and  this  cfej         ?*  ''^  ^  ™"'"<:t  in 

good  foren«,„  that  knowVall  .h    fu"^"'    ^  '^*"  &«'  « 
if  the  deal  pay^well   T^  "'  ''°P'    "^t  now,  and 

"P  in  San  Sl^^^.l  '  ^"'  '<>  ^«d  Sid  to  .  seminal; 

f^^:^Xl^^^^r.^.^  the 

"SttnV?^?^--^-^^^^^^ 

ter  be  sure  ol  LVhldn'TTf  "'l^'  "  ^"^  ^  ''''d  ''^t- 
^onable,  though."  ^    ^  '"=^''  '^'  'he  rate  is  rea- 

railord^tXuUhrrlt'e  "  H   ""''"^'-''-^  with  the 

When  Magnus  can,e  ouf  ;f  Sr^T""''  ''"• 
more  seated  himself  in  the  h  ,If  u  "^ ''°'"*' ^"^  once 
"Boy.  drive  over  here  to  An!w  >'  '^'^  '°  "^'^^n, 
honie.  I  want  to  ask  h.m  t  '^  '  ^'^°''^  ^^  ^t«rt 
OstermanandBroderson™  t  .  '•^"'^  "^  *°-"'ght. 
should  like  to  have'Hr;;:::^"'  '  ''^"^^^'  ^^  ^ 

-o.ei„soo.te^Ma;^---S;S;S^^ 

happened  during  his  absete"^"  "'''  ^'°"'  "''«*  had 
He  inquired  after  his  wif^  a„j  *u 
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ranch  as  Magnus's  tenant.  It  needed  only  Harran's  rec- 
ommendation that  the  German  should  remain  to  have 
Magnus  consent  upon  the  instant. 

"  You  know  more  about  it  than  I,  boy,"  he  said,  "  and 
whatever  you  think  is  wise  shall  be  done." 

Harran  touched  the  bays  with  the  whip,  urging  them 
to  their  briskest  pace.  They  were  not  yet  at  Annixter's 
and  he  was  anxious  to  get  back  to  the  ranch  house  to 
supervise  the  blue-stoning  of  his  seed. 
^  "By  the  way.  Governor,"  he  demanded  suddenly, 
"  how  is  Lyman  getting  on?  " 

Lyman,  Magnus's  eldest  son,  liad  never  taken  kindly 
toward  ranch  life.    He  resembled  his  mother  more  than 
he  did  Magnus,  and  had  inherited  from  her  a  distaste  for 
agriculture  and  a  tendency  toward  a  profession.    At  a 
time  when  Harran  was  learning  the  rudiments  of  farm- 
ing, Lyman  was  entering  the  State  University,  and, 
graduating  thence,  had  spent  three  years  in  the  study 
of  law.    But  later  on,  traits  that  were  particularly  his 
father's  developed.     Politics  interested  him.     He  told 
himself  he  was  a  born  politician,  was  diplomatic,  ap- 
proachable, had  a  talent  for  intrigue,  a  gift  of  making 
friends  easily  and,  most  indispensable  of  all,  a  veritable 
genius  for  putting  influential  men  under  obligations  to 
himself.    Already  he  had  succeeded  in  gaining  for  him- 
self two  important  offices  in  the  municipal  administration 
of  San  Francisco— where  he  had  his  home— sherifFs  at- 
torney, and,  later  on,  assistant  district  attorney.    But 
with  these  small  achievements  he  was  by  no  means  satis- 
fied.   The  largeness  of  his  father's  character,  modified 
m  Lyman  by  a  counter-influence  of  selfishness,  had  pro- 
duced in  him  an  inordinate  ambition.    Where  his  father 
during  his  political  career  had  considered  himself  only 
as  an  exponent  of  principles  he  strove  to  apply,  Lyman 
saw  but  the  office,  his  own  personal  aggrandisement. 


m:mmM^^i^mh:tL. 
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He  belonged  to  the  new  school      u      • 
attained  not  by  orations  bSre  """  °^'''''  ^^re 

but  by  sessions  of  cZj^tuIs  cT"'  '*"'  "*«="'''«". 
and  expedients.  His  g"S  war.'o  b "T"'  •=°'»P™'n«es 
waj  only  i„  name-governor  I  '"  '''"  *''«  **»?«« 
had  resolved  that  some  day  L  ^f "'  ^'"^  '''"'  t^^th. 
natom,  chair  in  SacSmel  "^     ''""  ""  '"  ">«=  ^'>«- 

i-yman  is  doine  well  "  .« 
wj^h  he  was  n,ore%Tolre:r,f  ^";    "  ^  ""'^ 
^'"■ng  to  compromise,  but  I  belL^. '°"''""°"^'  '«^^« 
and  to  have  a  talent    or  Lv.r.  *°  *"=  "■•"«' 

-•nbition  does  him  credi  and  fr"'  ""^  "''''■  His 
'■«'e  more  with  means  and  ,  v^  f'*'"P'*'^  ''i'"^^"  a 
would,  I  am  sure   be  the  ?/       ''  '""  ''''^  «nds,  he 

porch?"     '  ''"*  *'"*  y°""8^  Annixter  himself  on  the 

Harran  nodded  and  remarked: 
.      "y  *''e  way,  Governor,  I  wcMn'f 
■nyourinvitationtoAnnix  er     H        ,1'*""  "^  ™^*al 
I  know,  but  if  you  seem   o  want?'  ""  ^^^  ^'"'' '°  ^'""e, 
'■ke  his  confounded  ob^t  nalv  t„       J°°  '""^''' ''  «  i"" 
„"There  is  something   "t^. "f''  objections." 
Harran  drew  up  at  the  por  h  of  th^T''  ^"8»"^'  ^'^ 
queer,  cross-grained  fellow  butt,  "'"■     "  "«=  '"'  ^ 

Annixter  was  lying  i„th^' k"*  '"  "l^^^  ways  sterling." 
"''ely  as  Presley  had  "unH  J  T"'  °"  "'^  P°«h.  Pre- 
"  David  CopperfieW  .'Td  nT'  ^  ''^^-''  -^d'ng 
Prunes.  WhenherecoSLdM"''  ^'T"  ^■"'  ^^ried 
"P.  though  careful  to  g^S^  videt  '^^L^'^^^^'''-'  •>«  ?°t 
''-comfort.  HeexplS„:dh?;2°^'"°''*P°->^"' 
P-tingthathisstlacSt----;^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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bag.    Would  Magnus  and  Harran  get  down  and  have 
a  drink?    There  was  whiskey  somewhere  about. 

Magnus,  however,  declined.  He  stated  his  errand, 
asking  Annixter  to  come  over  to  Los  Muertos  that  even- 
ing for  seven  o'clock  dinner.  Osterman  and  Broderson 
would  be  there. 

At  once  Annixter,  even  to  Harran's  surprise,  put  his 
chin  in  the  air,  making  excuses,  fearing  to  compromise 
himself  if  he  accepted  too  readily.  No,  he  did  not  think 
he  could  get  around — was  sure  of  it,  in  fact.  There  were 
certain  businesses  he  had  on  hand  that  evening.  He 
had  practically  made  an  appointment  with  a  man  at 
Bonneville;  then,  too,  he  was  thinking  of  going  up  to 
San  Francisco  to-morrow  and  needed  his  sleep;  would 
go  to  bed  early;  and  besides  all  that,  he  was  a  very  sick 
man;  his  stomach  was  out  of  whack;  if  he  moved  about 
it  brought  the  gripes  back.  No,  they  must  get  along 
without  him. 

Magnus,  knowing  with  whom  he  had  to  deal,  did  not 
urge  the  point,  being  convinced  that  Annixter  would 
argue  over  the  affair  the  rest  of  the  morning.  He  re- 
settled himself  in  the  buggy  and  Harran  gathered  up 
the  reins. 

"  Well,"  he  observed,  "  you  know  your  business  best. 
Come  if  you  can.    We  dine  at  seven." 

"  I  hear  you  are  going  to  farm  the  whole  of  Los  Muer- 
tos this  season,"  remarked  Annixter,  with  a  certain  note 
of  challenge  in  his  voice. 

"  We  are  thinking  of  it,"  replied  Magnus. 

Annixter  grunted  scornfully. 

"  Did  you  get  the  message  I  sent  you  by  Presley? " 
he  began. 

Tactless,  blunt,  and  direct,  Annixter  was  quite  capable 
of  calling  even  Magnus  a  fool  to  his  face.  But  before 
he  could  proceed,  S.  Behrman  in  his  single  buggy  turned 
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«rl  er  in  the  day.    "  Mr  A„„fw      u  "'^  "°*  »«"  them 

."What  in  hen  do^  S^'H^*'^«yo«do?'' 
wlth  a  stare.  ^  ^""     demanded  Annixter 

ovfr  Stwrco'r"^'^'  ^"■^'^"^  -<>  P-ed  a  fat  hand 

i^oS:f^;h;tsr;ttt%^"^^^^^^^^^  ^^^  -p">d. 

■but  I  will  haveVS«  *  i?"^ '■""'='•'"='«'«' voice 
Annixter,  i„  the  matter  of  L^  "^"'"'"  y°"'  Mr 
repair.  The  sheep  "ei  all  n^'"^^''"'"  ''"*=  f"«=«  '» 
this  side  the  Long  Trrste  aid  t'"  *^  '''•='  '"'  "'^ht. 
ousi^  disturbed  L  bl  la^t  at'^th  ""' *'^^ ''^^'^  "^^^^^ 
road-can't  fence  along  our  S  T"'  ^^'''^  ••«■'- 
have  the  prescriptive  righ"  of  SL    '^"'-    '^he  farmers 

;;  Go  to  the  devill "      ^  '  '^""'"•'^'ng  tranquilly: 
-fetyoltrepTbtiirr--  '»*-"*  as  to  ours  that  the 

edge  of  the  porch;  his 31?/^",'  ^"^  «-"«  »«  the 
h;s  stiff  yellow  hair.  He  IrusTr^,.^  • '  '°  '^'  '""^s  of 
clenching  his  teeth.  °"* '"'  J''^  aggressively, 

I'""."  he  vociferated   "III  ♦.ii 
You're  a-a-a  pipf      '     "'  *«="  ^o"  what  you  are 

p«nec  at  his  command. 
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" "«y  »•«>*  obstinacy,"  pursued  S.  Behrman,  bent 

upon  finishing  the  phrase,  "  but  it  don't  show  common 
sense." 

"I'll  mend  my  fence,  and  then,  again,  maybe  I 
won  f  mend  my  fence."  shouted  Annixter.  "  I  know 
what  you  mean— that  wild  engine  last  night.  Well 
you've  no  right  to  run  at  that  speed  in  the  town  lim- 
its." 

"  How  the  towv  limits?  The  sheep  were  this  side  the 
Long  Trestle." 

"^  Well,  that's  in     .  •  town  limits  of  Guadalajara." 

"  Why,  Mr.  A:,r  .ter,  the  Long  Trestle  is  a  good  two 
miles  out  of  Gut :  alajara. 

Annixter  squared  himself,  leaping  to  the  chance  of  an 
argument. 

"Two  miles!  It's  not  a  mile  and  a  quarter.  No,  it's 
not  a  mile.    I'll  leave  it  to  Magnus  here." 

"  Oh,  I  know  nothing  about  it,"  declared  Magnus,  re- 
fusing to  be  involved. 

"  Yes,  you  do.  Yes,  you  do,  too.  Any  fool  knows 
how  far  it  is  from  Guadalajara  to  the  Long  Trestle.  It's 
about  five-eighths  of  a  mile." 

"  From  the  depot  of  the  town,"  remarked  S.  Behrman 
placidly,  "  to  the  head  of  the  Long  Trestle  is  about  two 
miles." 

"  That's  a  lie  and  you  know  it's  a  lie,"  shouted  the 
other,  furious  at  S.  Behrman's  calmness,  "and  I  cati 
prove  it's  a  lie.  I've  walked  that  distance  on  the  Upper 
Road,  and  I  know  just  how  fast  I  walk,  and  if  I  can  walk 
four  miles  in  one  hour " 

Magnus  and  Harran  drove  on,  leaving  Annixter  try- 
ing to  draw  S.  Behrman  into  a  wrangle. 

When  at  length  S.  Behrman  as  well  took  himself  away, 
Annixter  returned  to  his  hammock,  finished  the  rest  of 
his  prunes  and  read  another  chapter  of  "  Copperfield." 
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Th«.  he  put  the  book.  open,  over  his  f,ce  .„d  went  ^ 

wot  hXnXTlr:;  "':  ''-"  ^-^«<=  -rin, 
«nd  blinking  at  the  Z'i.h"  Ther'e  ""'  ^  k""'"^  "»  f*" 
mouth  from  sleepingwS  :.  ^7  *"  " ''"''  **"« '"  ^is 
the  dining-room  of  fhehlseT^^P*"'  v  '  ^^'''"^  '"'° 
of  whiskey  and  soda  «nrf        .,       ^'"^  '"'"''«"  »  drink 

^•ps.  H^  told  Mt^Z7'z:i:: ",  *':"  ^-^^^ 

hungry,  and  pressed  an  electri^  J'' "°'.°"'y  better  but 

«hc  sideboard' three  tTmelr  et  r^hch'''^  "''"  ""^ 
'n  a  separate  building  near  th»  «n  k  u  "~"*"^*«d 

he  was  ready  for  .is^d"nner  Arh.H  7'""""°''  "'" 
-rred  to  him.  He  wondered  if  ^11%'"  ''"^*  °"=- 
bnng  up  his  dinner  and  J,Y»  ^  *  ^""^  would 
ate  it.  "  '"**  **"  °"  the  table  while  he 

farm  oTaTeXt,\Se""t'  ^""■■'^'''  ""  >  dairy 
and  cheese  Jthe  c^s^ri  '  ^  "V"^'  *^"°"^''  »'"«" 
Old  man  Tree,  his  Sfe  "Z  u  ^  '^!  """='"'''  ^^«'""«-'- 
after  the  dairy     BuTttre  '^"^'^'^  ""■"«  'oo^ed 

to  keep  the  tLe'^/theTrupTdtd^ir  ^"°"^'' 
made  herself  useful  in  other  3  Ts  o^  "'  " 
lent  a  hand  in  the  kitchen  »„h  f  f     '*"  ^^  ""^  she 

^he  took  her  mothertlce  t 7°  ^'  *''T  *''""  *  ^"^ 
house,  njaking  the  bed  LT.  .!"^  "''"  ^"""''^^'^ 
bringing  his  mea's  up t;mT"!>  .'  '°°'"  *°  "^''^^• 
summer  she  had  bee^  awav  v.!t  '^T'  ^°'  '^'  '^^t 
of  the  towns  on  the  coaJt"^  Cfh""'  "u**""  '"  -^ 
this  she  had  returned  and  An"i^^     t  Z''^  ^''^'°^'  'o 

suddenly  one  day  irtheSairtS"    "t  '"""^  "P°"  •>" 
of  her  crisp  blue  sWrtw.T;^  "5  ">""■*''«  ^'^^ves 

shoulders.    Ann"xterhad?,       .    "'•  ^""'^  '°  ^^'  very 

cut  recollection  She-  smol'T  "'''' ''''"  ^  '^'->- 

bare  to  the  shoulder  vervror^       T*"'"  ^"^^  °^  hers, 

"laer,  very  round  and  cool  and  fresh.    He 
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would  not  have  believed  that  a  girl  so  young  .hould 

ound  h.m.elf  thinking  of  her  after  he  had  gone  to  bed 
^at  n,ght,  and  in  the  morning  when  he  woke  he  w^s 

H^',V°    k"°"  ^"""^  ***  "«"  dreamed  ab^ 
Hilma  .  fine  white  arms  over  night.    Then  abruptly  he 

the  s'ub  e^  ""  ^'^  l-r""  '°^  being  so  occupied  with 
«^e  subject,  rag.ng  and  furious  with  all  the  breed  of  fee- 

r,Jt:\  *  *'^  ^°'  "  «"*"  '°  >^"te  his  time.  He 
had  had  h,s  experience  with  the  timid  little  creature  in 
the  glove-cleaning  establishment  in  Sacramento  That 
was  enough.    Feemales!    RotI    None  of  them  in  *J 

tne  dairy     Aha,  he  saw  through  her  I    She  was  trvinc- 

WaftiS   '    '  °?™'  *"'  =""'    ""^  wouldThoX^ 
her  LU  u""  '^'"^    "'^  ^•'"'d  send  her  about 

her  business  m  a  hurry.    He  resolved  upon  a  terrible 

shoTr;;"  *'*'  "'"*"'='  °^  *»«=  dairy  VrlH^e 
show  of  mdifiference,  a  fierce  masculine  nonchalance^nd 
when  the  next  morning,  she  brought  him  his  br"  ak'f't 
he  had  been  smitten  dumb  as  soon  as  she  entered  the 
room  glueing  his  eyes  upon  his  plate,  his  elbows  close 
to  h»  side,  awkward,  clumsy,  overwhelmed  with  co" 

While  true  to  his  convictions  as  a  woman-hater  »„H 

f™rii  frl".^  "'""^  '°''  -  ^  girirdtanTn- 
fenor,  the  idea  of  her  worried  him.  Most  of  all  he  was 
angry  with  himself  because  of  his  inane  sheepishn« 

he  wa:';f:o7notT,  "ir  '"*  "^"^ '°'' ''™-''" 

Wh  1  .  f  "  ^^  *"•'  *°  'gno'-e  her  existence  as 
h^her^o.  and  then  that  he  was  a  greater  fool  not  to  take 
advantage  of  his  position.    Certainly  he  had  not  the 

looT  t"  T^'  '"'  '"'"*'°"'  ""'  Hilma  was  a  fin 
looking  g,rl     He  imagined  an  aflfair  with  her 
As  he  reflected  .upon  the  matter  now.  scowling  ab- 
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to^y  w..  butter-makin^  T  '  ^'  '*™«n">«red  that 
wouldbeoccupJ;„XX^  "-  that  f*"  ^'" 
woald  take  her  place     hIZ'^  I      ™*'"*  *•»*  Hilma 

watched,  he  saw  Hilma  come  '    tT  ''"'''«  '»•    As  he 
and  hurry  across  to^rSTh.  .     1"""  ""  cook-house 
wasgoi„gtosee.bo„7hJ^;*„.'^'»«=^3--    ^t"'"'"''  «"« 
he  artesian  well,  she  met  youneDeJn!     ""^ """''  ''^ 
er's  hands,  coming  up  the  traH  hv  f.  ^'  °""  °^  ^nnix- 
'«di„g  his  horse  towaSthfstaV''''"*"""^  *'"'=''• 
barbed  wire  in  his  gloved  haL       f'  "  «^'**  <=""  of 
thrust  into  his  belt.    No  It  Je  Sad  h  ''""  **'  "'^P*" 
break  in  the  line  fence  b/the  w  T      "  •"'"'^'"Sthe 
»aw  him  take  off  his  wide^brimmfw  h  ?"?'•    ^""«'*'- 
and  the  two  stood  there  for  Tn^    ""  **  '"'  "«*  H'l'na. 
aether.   Annixter  even  helrd  H.T^  "?°'"I"*''  '""''''?  '- 
at  something  Delaney  wa! '  '  W   lh     *^"^  ^''^  S^^'^ 
neck  affectionately,  and  DeS  ^h*' "'"*'"'«  h°««'» 
Jom  his  belt,  made  as  if  to  pS  1^'"*^  ^"^  "'PP-^ 
She  caught  at  his  wrist  and  pu  hed  5^'™  '^"'  '"*'»• 
agam.    To  Annixter's  mind  th.  .  *''''^'  ''"S^'""? 

ingly  intimate.    BrusquTlv  Ji        P""/"=^'"^d  ^tonish! 
Ah,  that  was  it,  w2  it?^  Zu^''  "^'^''l  "P- 

6  '***''^    °«'««y  and  Hilma  had  an 
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understanding  between  themselves.  They  carried  on 
their  affair  right  out  there  in  the  open,  under  his  very 
eyes.  It  was  absolutely  disgusting.  Had  they  no  sense 
of  decency,  those  two?  Well,  this  ended  it.  He  would 
stop  that  sort  of  thing  short  off;  none  of  that  on  his  ranch 
»  he  knew  It.  No,  sir.  He  would  pack  that  girl  off  be- 
fore he  was  a  day  older.  He  wouldn't  have  that  kind 
about  the  place.  Not  much!  She'd  have  to  get  out 
He  would  talk  to  old  man  Tree  about  it  this  afternoon 
Whatever  happened,  he  insisted  upon  morality. 

"  And  my  dinner !  "  he  suddenly  exclaimed.  "  I've  got 
to  wait  and  go  hungry— and  maybe  get  sick  again— 
while  they  carry  on  their  disgusting  love-making." 

He  turned  about  on  the  instant,  and  striding  over  to 
the  electric  bell,  rang  it  again  with  all  his  might. 

"  When  that  feemale  gets  up  here,"  he  declared  "  I'll 
just  find  out  why  I've  got  to  wait  like  this.  I'll  take  her 
down,  to  the  Queen's  taste.  I'm  lenient  enough,  Lord 
knows,  but  I  don't  propose  to  be  imposed  upon  all  the 
time." 

A  few  moments  later,  while  Annixter  was  pretending 
to  read  the  county  newspaper  by  the  window  in  the 
dining-room,  Hilma  came  in  to  set  the  table  At  the 
time  Annixter  had  his  feet  cocked  on  the  window  ledge 
and  was  smoking  a  cigar,  but  as  soon  as  she  entered  the 
room  he— without  premeditation— brought  his  feet 
down  to  the  floor  and  crushed  out  the  lighted  tip  of  his 
cigar  under  the  window  ledge.  Over  the  top  of  the 
paper  he  glanced  at  her  covertly  from  time  to  time. 

Though  Hilma  was  only  nineteen  years  old,  she  was 
a  large  girl  with  all  the  development  of  a  much  older 
woman.  There  was  a  certain  generous  amplitude  to  the 
full,  round  curves  of  her  hips  and  shoulders  that  sug- 
gested the  precocious  maturity  of  a  healthy,  vigorous 
animal  life  passed  under  the  hot  southern  sun  of  a  half- 
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tropical  countrv     «;h«  ^ 

Wooded.  m-bloo^^S:::  '"•^^  ^*  «  ^'-ce.  warm- 
str"'""^"'-  «-  "  c^;;;-;  -mfortable  Lala„« 
shoulders,  with  full,  beautif,,.  ^^'  ""'^  ^'oped  to  her 

and  under  her  ears  heflesl    '"'^"'  ^"^  '-"""er  her  chL 
flo-  satin,  shading  etustr':  "'  ^'"''^  ^^^  ''■nooth  as 
-  her  nape  at  thefoots  o  L^w  '  'T  '^^""''^  "-w" 
to  meet  her  chin  and  cheel       .u    '    ^"  ^^roat  rounded 
*'"ted  pale  amber  in  the 'hado      V°''  ^^^"  «'  »S„' 
perceptible  gradations  to  thtr'     "  "'"'''"^  "^^  "are  y' 
'^''eek.    This  colour  on  h ^  ,e     f '  ^'"^  «"^h  of  her 
-  h  a  certain  blueness  whe/e  S    .  "^^  ^'"^^  ^''-'^'S 

E---rt£T^Strr 

;Ks  w,th  a  fine,  thini  ne  "^iT;^  *'"<='^  «"d  rimmed  her 
'he  hps  shut  tight  and  n„.  V     "'°""'  ^^^  rather  lar^! 
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of  a  bitumen  brownness,  but  in  the  sunlight  it  vibrated 
with  a  sheen  like  tarnished  gold. 

Like  most  large  girls,  her  movements  were  not  hur- 
ried, and  this  indefinite  deliberateness  of  gesture,  this 
slow  grace,  this  certain  ease  of  attitude,  was  a  charm 
that  was  all  her  own. 

But  Hilma's  greatest  charm  of  all  was  her  simplicity— 
a  simplicity  that  was  not  only  in  the  calm  regularity  of 
her  face,  with  its  statuesque  evenness  of  contour,  its 
broud  surface  of  cheek  and  forehead  and  the  masses  of 
her  straight  smooth  hair,  but  was  apparent  as  well  in 
the  long  line  of  her  carriage,  from  her  foot  to  her  waist 
and  the  single  deep  swell  from  her  waist  to  her  shoulder. 
Almost  unconsciously  she  dressed  in  harmony  with  thii! 
note  of  simplicity,  and  on  this  occasion  wore  a  skirt  of 
plain  dark  blue  calico  and  a  white  shirt  waist  crisp  from 
the  laundry. 

And  yet,  for  all  the  dignity  of  this  rigourous  simplicity, 
there  were  about  Hilma  small  contradictory  suggestions 
of  feminine  daintiness,  charming  beyond  words.  Even 
Annixter  could  not  help  noticing  that  her  feet  were 
narrow  and  slender,  and  that  the  little  steel  buckles  of 
her  low  shoes  were  polished  bright,  and  that  her  finger- 
tips and  nails  were  of  a  fine  rosy  pink. 

He  found  himself  wondering  how  it  was  that  a  girl  in 
Hilma's  position  should  be  able  to  keep  herself  so  pretty. 
so  trim,  so  clean  and  feminine,  but  he  reflected  that  her 
work  was  chiefly  in  the  dairy,  and  even  there  of  the  light- 
est order.  She  was  on  the  ranch  more  for  the  sake  of 
being  with  her  parents  than  from  any  necessity  of  em- 
ployment. Vaguely  he  :-emed  to  understand  that  in 
that  great  new  land  of  the  West,  in  the  open-air,  healthy 
life  of  the  ranches,  where  the  conditions  of  earning  a  live- 
lihood were  of  the  easiest,  refinement  among  the 
younger  women  was  easily  to  be  found— not  the  refine- 
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out  by  the  sordid  rn^;^°.^^  'f  "^fi'-d  and  crushed 
'ated  districts.  It  was  th.".  -  "^^''  °^  °^"-Popu- 
delicacy  of  an  ele«  tSce  '  T""''  ^"'^  -'«-' 
to  life,  close  to  the  great  kS  T  '°  "''*"'-^'  "^'o^e 
As  Hil        1  -J      »*'"''  •^ioaly  earth. 

their  widerreach!the'whUeS'  ^"  "■"'  °P^"«'<'  to 
of  reflected  !;^ht  inderlath  th  t'"'"^  "  ""'«  ^"^'en 
in  his  place  uneasily  ""  '^^  '='''"'  ^nnixter  stirred 

^eS;:^.-:^-^^^^^-- he  remarked,  for 
do  you  do.?"  ^"        ^ood-morning.     How 

"  Good-mornine  sir  "  d,^ 

ingfora„,ome„t^;„h;routso"reL"''/  '°°'""^  "P'  ^«t- 
are  better."  ^"^  ^"'spread  palms.    "  I  hope  you 

Her  voice  was  low  in  pitch  and  of  ,      , 
seeming  to  come  more  from  ^       u  ""'^"'^ ''"^'''ness, 
throat.  °'^  ^'°"'  f'"  chest  than  from  her 

him  a  plate  of  bread  ""^  P'""  '''°"&ht  to  give 

^e^;?:u:;it'SSir— Hedo,  ... 
h>^dog.  But  to-day  ifseeld/vf""-  ^' ^^^  "ot 
subject  rest.  For  no  easoTttf ,  ^"  '""'^  "°*  '^'  ^he 
to  himself,  he  recurredTo  .  "  """''^  "P'ain  even 

Mmami„„tei;Tatrdr"^^  He  questioned 

How  old  did  she  think  he  was?    n?.  ^^^^  "^"'^d  him? 
was  sick.?     Where  h,^  T         ^''^ '^e  imagine  the  doe 

-wledofrto'^Jesomelht'lr:"-      """''^  '^  ^' 

ject  all  through  the  meal    In  I"'""'''^  *°  'he  sub- 

S    we  meal,  apparently,  he  could  talk  of 
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nothing  else,  and  as  she  finally  went  away  after  clearing 
oflf  the  table,  he  went  onto  the  porch  and  called  after 
her: 

"  Say,  Miss  Hilma." 
"  Yes,  sir." 

"  If  that  dog  turns  up  again  you  let  me  know." 

"  Very  well,  sir." 

Annixter  returned  to  the  dining-room  and  sat  down 
in  the  chair  he  had  just  vacated. 

"  To  hell  with  the  dog!  "  he  muttered,  enraged,  he 
could  not  tell  ivhy. 

When  at  length  he  allowed  his  attention  to  wander 
from  Hilma  Tree,  he  found  that  he  had  been  staring 
fixedly  at  a  thermometer  upon  the  wall  opposite,  and 
this  made  him  think  that  it  had  long  been  his  intention 
to  buy  a  fine  barometer,  an  instrument  that  could  be 
accurately  depended  on.     But  the  barometer  suggested 
the  present  condition  of  the  weather  and  the  likelihood  of 
ram.     In  such  case,  much  was  to  be  done  in  the  wav  of 
getting  the  seed  ready  and  overhauling  his  ploughs  and 
drills.     He  had  not  been  away  from  the  house  in  two 
days.     It  was  time  to  be  up  and  doing.     He  determined 
to  put  in  the  afternoon  "  taking  a  look  around,"  and  have 
a  late  supper.     He  would  not  go  to  Los  Muertos;  he 
would  Ignore  Magnus  Derrick's  invitation.      Possibly 
though,  it  might  be  well  to  run  over  and  see  what  was 
up. 

"If  I  do  "  he  said  to  himself,  "  I'll  ride  the  buckskin." 
I  he  buckskin  was  a  i:alf-broken  broncho  that  fought 
hke  a  hend  under  the  saddle  until  the  quirt  and  spur 
brought  her  to  her  senses.  But  Annixter  remembered 
that  the  Trees'  cottage,  next  the  dairy-house,  looked  out 
upon  the  stables,  and  perhaps  Hilma  would  see  him  while 
he  was  mounting  the  horse  and  be  impressed  with  his 
courage. 
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By 

That's  what /•</ like  to  set""         ^       ''"''  *''»'  '"•°nch. 

""  the  sky;  the  suuUgh?ZlVo"lu'  "  ^'"^  ''"«'  °ver 
coolness  in  the  air;  the  wHtL^  ""^  *  '''="^«  of 

golden  trotting  horse  52"!'"'  °"  "'^  ''""-^  fine 
«as  veering  i„  a  southwesf T  7""' """"^  «"d  t'"'- 
Pccted  rain  was  dose  at  hand  '    ^"''"'"''y  '^e  ex- 

Annixter  crossed  o 
;-  conld  ride  the  buckTki^o  H,f  ^'^^  ?'''='=''"^  '"at 
'ell  Hilma  that  he  would  not  be  h  ""   '°"'^«  ^"^' 

conference  at  Los  Muertos  woL  h"'  '"  '"PP""    The 
cuse  for  this,  and  t,po„  the  spot  h,       '?  '"•"''''""^  "" 
to  the  Derrick  ranch  house  Tela  i     "''''  *°  ^°  -" 
As  he  passed  the  T       ',     '"^ii. 

satisfaction  that  Hilma  was  eSlT'  ''!  "''^^--ed  with 
-■-■  ^  If  he  busted  t^e  b«cSi„°  '"'Z™  '"  ^'^  f^°nt 
fhe  stable  she  could  not  heln  h. .  '"  *''"  >'"'l  before 
'he  stableman  in  the  back  o^he  h  ''"  ^""'"^^  f°"nd 
of  the  buggy,  and  ordered li^  .  "  ^''"''"^  *he  axles 
!>..ckskin.  "^'^'^  '"'"  to  put  the  saddle  on  the 

"  Why,  I  don't  think  <h^'    u 
^tahleman.  glancing  i„t  thesttr  f{  ^"^'^"^^  the 
"°w.     Delaney  toL  £r  o„t  t'^     *  No,  I  remember 
°'her  horse  went  lame  and  hi  Cn.'!"'  ''""""•      «- 
the  Long  Trestle  to  me^d  th.  f  ''  '°  ^°  ^^o^"  by 

h"t  had  to  come  back^  '  ^""'"-    ««  ^'a«ed  out 

■■?es,'^f"g:/r^''^'<'he?" 
"-  right  enough      WherrL"'''  ''^'  ''"'  '^^  "-'ed 

«n  wipe  the  eye  of  any  "0'°'^  ^^  '°''''  ''"'""'^y 
fuess."  '"^  cow-puncher  in  the  county.  I 

"  ^^  *=»".  can  he?  "  observ^H  a     • 

observed  Anmxter.    Then  after 
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a  silence,  "  Well,  all  right,  Billy;  put  my  saddle  on  i  hat- 
ever  you've  got  here.  I'm  going  over  to  Los  Muertos 
this  afternoon." 

"  Want  to  look  out  for  the  rain,  Mr.  Annixter,"  re- 
marked Billy.    "  Guess  w^  .1  have  rain  before  night." 

"  I'll  take  a  rubber  coat,"  answered  Annixter.   "  Bring 
the  horse  up  to  the  ranch  house  when  you're  ready." 

Annixter  returned  to  the  house  to  look  for  his  rubber 
coat  m  deep  disgust,  not  permitting  himself  to  glance 
toward  the  dairy-house  and  the  Trees'  cottage       But 
as  he  reached  the  porch  he  heard  the  telephone  ringing 
his  call.    It  was  Presley,  who  rang  up  from  Los  Muer- 
tos.    He  had  heard  from  Harran  that  Annixter  was 
perhaps,  coming  over  that  evening.    If  he  came,  would 
he  mmd  bringing  over  his— Presley's— bicycle.     He  had 
left  it  at  the  Quien  Sabe  ranch  the  day  before  and  had 
forgotten  to  come  back  that  way  for  it. 
"  Well,"  objected  Annixter,  a  surly  note  in  his  voice, 
I  was  going  to  ride  over." 

"  Oh,  never  mind,  then,  "  returned  Presley  easily  "  I 
was  to  blame  for  forgetting  it.  Don't  bother  aLout  it. 
I II  come  over  some  of  these  days  and  get  it  myself." 

Annixter  hung  up  the  transmitter  with  a  vehement 
wrench  and  stamped  out  of  the  room,  banging  the  door 
He  found  his  rubber  coat  hanging  in  the  hallway  and 
swung  mto  it  with  a  fierce  movement  of  the  shoulders  that 
all  but  started  the  seams.  Everything  seemed  to  con- 
spire to  thwart  him.  It  was  just  like  that  absent-minded, 
crazy  poet,  Presley,  to  forget  his  wheel.  Well,  he  could 
come  after  it  himself.  He,  Annixter,  would  ride  some 
horse,  anyhow.  When  he  came  out  upon  the  porch  he 
saw  the  wheel  leaning  against  the  fence  where  Presley 
had  left  It.  If  it  stayed  there  much  longer  the  rain  would 
catch  It.  Annixter  ripped  out  an  oath.  At  every  mo- 
ment his  ill-humour  was  increasing.    Yet,  for  all  that,  he 
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went  back  to  the  of  =M  .  "  ^ 

and  CO     e,,„3„^;;^^'e,  P-  '",  th    b^cyCe  before  hi.. 

to  get    he  buggy  ready.     m'htT^  '"'  ^'''"^•"''n 
Presley's  bicycle  under  the  seat  en  '"'^'""y  ^'^^ved 

Wh.  e  he  was  doing  th  s  thr.fM   ^    *'°^'=''- 
clamation  and  paused  in  Ih      ''^^'^'^''"  uttered  an  ex- 

'"'°  the  shafts.  Lig;?HaT.°r  '"'^'"^  "-  "°  f: 
F^om  the  hollow  roof  of  thX'  "''"'■"^' 

-'vet-.ikepaddingof  d  St  ove,   r  "'  '"^  "'^  »'^-'^ 
from  among  the  leaves  of  thZ  ^'"""^  o"tside  and 

there  came  a  vast,  mono  i'^  rm"." ^'^  '""  ^^  P^-"' 
«ue  from  all  quavers  of  the  hT  •"""'"  *''^'  ^^^'"''d  to 

There's  your  rain  "  . 
fi^/ of  the  season"    '   '""°""«^  "'«  stableman.    "The 
And  I  got  to  be  out  in  if  "  t 

^:r-« --....«;,/::- -..-,;- 

When  the  buggy  was  f5„=.  II 
">«t,  climbed  i  J^nd  wS2  wa'?'  '?"'  °"  ''"^  -hber 
°  ra.se  the  top.  drove  out  into7h    ^"?  '°''  ^''^  ^'^'"«'»-n 
yeeth.    As  he  passed  the  datir'  '  T'"''  ^^'^^^ '" 
standmg  ,n  the  doonvav  hoM    ^      "'*''  ''^  ^aw  Hilma 
2  'r  '^"^^  '--7  «"r"?-  ''and  to  tTe 
="nused  and  interested  Tf  Tv    r    "'"^   *he  grey   skv 

.     She  did  it  on  purnose  "  a     ■ 
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till  the  next  day.  Travelling  in  the  buggy  as  he  did,  he 
must  keep  to  the  road  which  led  to  Derrick's,  in  very 
roundabout  fashion,  by  way  of  Guadalajara.  This  rain 
would  reduce  the  thick  dust  of  the  road  to  two  feet  of 
viscid  mud.  It  would  take  him  quite  three  hours  to 
reach  the  ranch  house  on  Los  Muertos.  He  thought  of 
Uclaney  and  the  buckskin  and  ground  his  teeth.  And 
all  this  trouble,  it  you  please,  because  of  a  fool  fi  'male 
girl.  A  line  way  for  him  to  waste  his  time.  Well,  now 
he  was  done  with  it.  His  decision  was  taken  now.  She 
should  pack. 

Steadily  the  rain  increased.  There  was  no  wind.  The 
thick  veil  of  wet  descended  straight  from  sky  to  eartli, 
blurring  distant  outlines,  spreading  a  vast  sheen  of  grey 
over  all  the  landscape.  Its  volume  became  greater,  the 
prolonged  murmuring  note  took  on  a  deeper  tone.  At 
the  gate  to  the  road  which  led  across  Dyke's  hop-fields 
toward  Guadalajara,  Annixter  was  obliged  to  descend 
and  raise  the  top  of  the  buggy.  In  doing  so  he  caught 
the  flesh  of  his  hand  in  the  joint  of  the  iron  elbow  that 
supported  the  top  and  pinched  it  cruelly.  It  was  the  last 
misery,  the  culmination  of  a  long  train  of  wretchedness. 
On  the  instant  he  hated  Hilma  Tree  so  fiercely  that  his 
sharply  set  teeth  all  but  bit  his  cigar  in  two. 

While  he  was  grabbing  and  wrenching  at  the  buggy- 
top,  the  water  from  his  hat  brim  dripping  down  upon  his 
nose,  the  horse,  restive  under  the  drench  of  the  rain, 
moved  uneasily. 

"  Yah-h-h  you!  "  he  shouted,  inarticulate  with  exas- 
peration. "  You— you— Gor-r-r,  wait  till  I  get  hold  of 
you.     I'Vhoa,  you!  " 

^  But  there  was  an  interruption.  Delaney,  riding  the 
buckskin,  came  around  a  bend  in  the  road  at  a  slow 
trot  and  Annixter,  getting  into  the  buggy  again,  found 
himself  face  to  face  with  him. 
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'"otion  of  his  head  .:S  thetZtd"^^'^"^^'  ^■"'  "^ 
break  ,„  the  fence  by  the  Lon  J  T  '^'  '°  '^'="d  '^at 
-'■"e  I  was  about  it  I'd  folZ  d  "',""''  '  ""'"^ht 
'oward  Guadalajara  to  see  if, h  J  ''"  "'''"^  'he  fence 
B'^  I  guess  ifs  all  right  "  *""  "'^^  "'"^-^  breaks. 

"-tSJCgE  ieth!'  "''''  '°  ^°"'  "  ""--^d  A„- 
'he  t^utulen?rV^''I;'„;"'";.^  '^'  °'h",  bewildered  at 

morning,  I  have,  and  who  toW  vo         "^ '°' ^°"  ""  '^e 
""■ckskin?    And  the  step  were    i^"  '°"'''  ^'"^^  '"at 

way  last  night  because  of  hat  brLk     "7u  ""=  "^'"  °f 
P'P.  S.  Behrman,  comes  dolu        "    ''''■''''"' fi'*hy 

:antstomaketroub"Lr"  SuJ'':  T"'"^  -^ 
What  do  I  feed  you  for?    What  dn  J'lT  '  '''  '"''^  °"'' 

here  for?  Think  ifs  just  to  faV^.  ""^"P  >'°"  »^°"nd 

"  Why,  Mr.  Annixter^"  I'"  "^  ^°"^  "■■"«.  hey?  - 
"  And  don't  /aft  to  me^^    ^^'"  °"'^"*'y- 

'"-e>f  with  his'tir;o,r//-'f^^  '"^  °"'-'  e--.-. 

'"*  even  to  apologise     If  iL       ,"  '  ^°"  "^^  »  wr .  _^ 
'^-^-k,  I?ve  s?:L  fi"yirs'""  '°^-  once  about 

But,  say,  look  here ."  "^'anioured  Annixter. 
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taking  that  buckskin  against  my  express  orders.  I 
won't  have  your  kind  about  the  place,  not  much.  I'm 
easy-going  enough,  Lord  knows,  but  I  don't  propose  to 
be  imposed  on  all  the  time.  Pack  off,  you  understand, 
and  do  it  lively.  Go  to  the  foreman  and  tell  him  I  told 
him  to  pay  you  off  and  then  clear  out.  And,  you  hear 
me,"  he  concluded,  with  a  menacing  outthrust  of  his 
lower  jaw,  "  you  hear  me,  if  I  catch  you  hanging  around 
the  ranch  house  after  this,  or  if  I  so  much  as  see  you  on 
Quien  Sabe,  I'll  show  you  the  way  off  of  it,  my  friend,  at 
the  loe  of  my  boot.  Now,  then,  get  out  of  the  way  and 
let  me  pass." 

Angry  beyond  the  power  of  retort,  Delaney  drove  the 
spurs  in  o  the  buckskin  and  passed  the  buggy  in  a  single 
bound.  Annixter  gathered  up  the  reins  and  drove  on, 
muttering  to  himself,  and  occasionally  looking  back  to 
observe  the  buckskin  flying  toward  the  ranch  house  in 
a  spattering  shower  of  mud,  Delaney  urging  her  on,  his 
head  bent  down  against  the  falling  rain. 

"  Huh,"  grunted  Annixter  with  grim  satisfaction,  a 
certain  sense  of  good  humour  at  length  returning  to  him, 
"  that  just  about  takes  the  saleratus  out  of  your  doueh 
my  friend."  '  ' 

A  little  farther  on,  Annixter  got  out  of  the  buggy  a 
second  time  to  open  another  gate  that  let  hiir  DUt  upon 
the  Upper  Road,  not  far  distant  from  Guadalajara.  It 
was  the  road  that  connected  that  town  with  Bonneville, 
and  that  ran  parallel  with  the  railroad  tracks.  On  the 
other  side  of  the  track  he  could  see  the  infinite  extension 
of  the  brown,  bare  land  of  Los  Muertos,  tumi.ig  now  to 
a  soft,  moist  welter  of  fertility  under  the  insistent  caress- 
ing of  the  rain.  The  hard,  sun-baked  clods  were  de- 
composing, the  crevices  between  drinking  the  wet  with 
an  eager,  sucking  noise.  But  the  prospect  was  dreary; 
the  distant  horizons  were  blotted  under  drifting  mists 
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«  «ngie  variation  from  its  ml    f  ."I""'""''  ^''^out 
hand  the  wires  between  he  M^'u^  ""'""'•    Near  « 
a  Wnt  humming  un"rthi''fr'""''"^^''^''' 
the  myriad  of  fflling  droj    Ttrl'  „?"""'  '^"^"'"^  «' 
dripping  off  steadily  from  ont         *  ''T"^  *''*'"  «"d 
themselves  were  dark  a„d  To.  eVa^n'T"    """^  P°'" 
wet,  while  the  little  cones  of  l"      ".''  ^hstening  with 
reflected  the  dull  grey  Hght  f'h?"  ^'^''''"'^"^*^  ''"s 
As  Annixter  wfs  IS \J  J^-  ""^  °^  '"^  ^''""oon. 
passed,  coming  from  SLu;     "'  °"'  "  ''"'^^^  t«in 
ward  Bonnevill,  F^lsno  anlTs  '' T'"^  "°'"'^»'-''  Oo- 
long train,  moving  s  owly  method"  ',?"''^'^°-     ^'  ^^^  « 
coughing  of  its  lof  omotrv;rd  °S  ''  "'"  ^  '""''"'^'' 
'rucks  over  the  interstices  of  .h    ^^  "''""«  °f ''" 

of  the  flat  cars  nearTts  end  Ann'  ?\    °"  '^°  °^  ^^ree 
Derrick's  ploughs.  SightToati^^^        T  "^^^""^ 

sra=--^---="n:iir:j-- 

of  the  first  rain^  when  ^Tl^  mk"; ''  ''  ^''^  ^"^  *™« 
watched  it,  silent,  tho„ght7u°  1h  -T  ""^''^-  "« 
comment.  Even  after  if  f  J  .^  '^'*''°"'  articulate 
ti-e,  watching  "t  lose  tseirf  '',  ^^.'  '"  '"'^  P'«"  «  '""g 
prolonged  rum^bleZnSlr^  ."^^  *"«=  «l»tance,  it! 

^-e„,nes::SS'^--~L£S 

irnpr«2n7ttrora'nLTstlTcr  T'^'  "'"^  '*  ^^at 
Presley's  imagination  the  nStbrre'^t^''  ^°  ^'"■'"ed 

--  ^odies^he  e;£?:-->:^--rio.„g 
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mournful  veil,  leaving  a  sense  of  melancholy  in  its  wake, 
moving  past  there,  lugubrious,  lamentable,  infinitely  sad. 
under  the  grey  sky  and  under  the  grey  mist  of  rain  which 
continued  to  fall  with  a  subdued,  rustling  sound,  steady, 
persistent,  a  vast  monotonous  murmur  that  seemed  to 
come  from  all  quarters  of  the  horizon  at  once. 


Ill 

When  Annixter  arrived  at  fh*  t  «    »» 
house  that  same  eveninr^    /       ,  ^  '  ^"''*°*  •"»•'<:»' 
assembled  inThe  dS  '  „        J  '  ""'"^  ^°"P  ^'^^«dy 

chair.  Prei;  l"i:d  oS/T  °"'"  '''^  """  ''f  »•» 
high  laced  boo's.  sSn^lXu^'  ^"  T^^^T  ^"'^ 
on  his  folded  arms  at  one  corner  of  .h  ^;°^"^°"  '^«"«d 
Genslinger.  editor  and  proprietor  oHh  ^'"'"^ '^"'='  ^"^ 
paper  of  the  countv  f t,.  °  i  ^^  pnncipal  news- 

As  Annixter  entered  he  hearH  r«„oi- 
"  I'll  have  a  leader  in  the  '  Mercurv  .?"'''"^"'"  "^'^'^'^  = 
interest  you  people   rLr  '         ^   to-morrow  that  will 
lands  being Sdl^M!.-""""  *""^  °^  y""-"  ^-n^h   ' 
will  all  buy  P  "  ''"'""  '^''  ^'"'^'•-    I  suppose  you 

th;:t:e"j^ro;:t;tr^^^^^^^^^^^^  '^^  -t'  -^^  ''^'" 

'he  moment's  silence  thr/,,       "J"""-    '^""''^'"  ''^ke 

"Well    if!  Vh     f   ^      ''"°'^''*  ^'t''  the  remark- 
their!:"  '  ''°"*  ^""'^  ^''^y  ^-ded  these  lands  of 

and  Guadalaja  a     NeitWM '"'^'■'A''^""''  ^°""«-'"e 
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which  they  worked.  As  yet,  the  vast  majority  of  these 
wheat  lands  were  the  property  of  the  P.  and  S.  W.  The 
explanation  of  this  condition  of  affairs  went  back  to  the 
early  history  of  the  Pacific  and  Southwestern,  when,  as 
a  bonus  for  the  construction  of  the  road,  the  national 
government  had  granted  to  the  company  the  odd  num- 
bered sections  of  land  on  either  side  of  the  proposed 
Ime  of  route  for  a  distance  of  twenty  miles.  Indisputably 
these  sections  belonged  to  the  P.  and  S.  W.  The  even- 
numbered  sections  being  government  property  could 
be  and  had  been  taken  up  by  the  ranchers,  but  the  rail- 
road sections,  or,  as  they  were  called,  the  "  alternate  sec- 
tions," would  have  to  be  purchased  direct  from  the  rail- 
road itself. 

But  this  had  not  prevented  the  farmers  from  "coming 
m  "  upon  that  part  of  the  San  Joaquin.    Long  before  this 
the  railroad  had  thrown  open  these  lands,  and,  by  means 
of  circulars,  distributed  broadcast  throughout  the  State 
had  expressly  invited  settlement  thereon.    At  that  time' 
patents  had  not  been  issued  to  the  railroad  for  their  odd- 
numbered  sections,  but  as  soon  as  the  land  was  patented 
the  railroad  would  grade  it  in  value  and  offer  it  for  sale 
.  the  first  occupants  having  the  first  chance  of  purchase' 
The  price  of  these  lands  was  to  be  fixed  by  the  price  the 
government  put  upon  its  own  adjoining  lands— about 
two  dollars  and  a  half  per  acre. 

With  cultivation  and  improvement  the  ranches  must 
inevitably  appreciate  in  value.  There  was  every  chance 
to  make  fortunes.  When  the  railroad  lands  about 
Bonneville  had  been  thrown  open,  there  had  been  almost 
a  rush  in  the  matter  of  settlement,  and  Broderson  An- 
nixter.  Derrick,  and  Osterman,  being  foremost  with 
their  claims,  had  secured  the  pick  of  the  country.  But 
the  land  once  settled  upon,  the  P.  and  S.  W.  seemed  to  be 
m  no  hurry  as  to  fixing  exactly  the  value  of  its  sections 
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forgotten  for  mont^geSTer^r/T  ^y^^*"' "'' 
mind  on  such  occasions  afthi!  ^'"8,°"'^  •'^^"ght  to 
that  the  General  Offir?  k  '  *'"'"  '''*  ''""«'"'  ^Pread 
in  the  affab  "  ''"''  "''°"*  *°  "^^^  definite  action 

quadrupled  in  valu^  nfber  T  t  ^^'  '""'^  '^"^ 
rowfor«tee„dona;sa„  ere  a„di??r"  'l  1°™ 
--or  two  and  a  half  an  a^Cfhl^^^.^ ilT^^^^ 

-%.easthat.do.our;tVetrX^;J-£ 

ran.'^Tat'thVSrdr'  T'""''''''  ^"^-^^  Har- 
theseland  .   TheyS^  T  "''^"  ^^^^  «?'=-'» 

S.  W.  couldn't  brrk^uSXttlhaf  Y  ^'^  ^^  ^"' 

we  improve  the  land  nr  iT  u  •    ^"^^  ''°^  ""ich 

they  have  got  to  st"ck  bv^h  "  '""^"^*^^  '"  ^^'««. 

two-fiftv  pfr  acre      H      ^"  ^«^«"'^"t ««  the  basis  o 

^f-'f^:::.rySsLz^-  -'»-  ^^^  p.  .„d 

Genshnger  frowned,  perplexed. 
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that  proposition.  The  presence  of  the  railroad  has 
helped  increase  the  value  of  your  ranches  quite  as  much 
as  your  improvements.  Why  should  you  get  all  the  bene- 
fit of  the  rise  in  value  and  the  railroad  nothing?  The 
fair  way  would  be  to  share  it  between  you." 

..  ^u  ^°"'' ""  *">'*'''"?  about  that,"  declared  ^nnixter. 
1  hey  agreed  to  charge  but  two-fifty,  and  they've  eot  to 
itick  to  it." 

.u  "  ^«!'''' '""•••nured  Genslinger,  "  from  what  I  know  of 
the  aflair.  I  don't  believe  the  P.  and  S.  W.  intends  to  sell 
for  two-fifty  an  acre,  at  all.  The  managers  of  the  road 
want  the  best  price  they  can  get  for  everything  in  these 
hard  times." 

"Times  aren't  ever  very  hard  for  the  railroad,"  haz- 
ards, old  Broderson. 

Broderson  was  the  oldest  man  in  the  room.  He  was 
about  sixty-five  years  of  age,  venerable,  with  a  white 
beard,  his  figure  bent  earthwards  with  hard  work 

He  was  a  narrow-minded  man.  painfuUy  conscientious 
m  his  statements  lest  he  should  be  unjust  to  somebody 
a  slow  thinker,  unable  to  let  a  subject  drop  when  once 
he  had  started  upon  it.  He  had.no  sooner  uttered 
his  remark  about  hard  times  than  he  was  moved  to 
qualify  it. 

.  "  ?^" .  '•""'"  he  repeated,  a  troubled,  perplexed  note 
m  h.s  voice;  "well,  yes-yes.  I  suppose  the  road  does 
have  hard  times,  maybe.  Everybody  does-of  course. 
I  didn  t  mean  that  exactly.  I  believe  in  being  just  and 
air  to  everybody.  I  mean  that  we've  got  to  use  their 
ines  and  pay  their  charges  good  years  and  bad  years, 
the  P.  and  S.  W.  being  the  only  road  in  the  State.  That 
.s--well  when  I  say  the  only  road-no,  I  won't  say  the 

^V  :,  .?  '°1'"'  "'""  ^'"  °^^^'  "''d^-  There's  the 
D.  P.  and  M.  and  the  San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific 
that  runs  up  to  Ukiah.    I  got  a  brother-in-law  in  Ukiah' 
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thouU?h;r^;J^^;hea^^  round  Ukiah. 

But  I  guess  it's  too  far  noTh     w,^  '  ''°'"^  *°  ""■"''• 
isn't  m,^H.    Perhaps  sTxtvtr-     ^*"'  "^  ~"»e  there 

maybe  it's  nearer  forty  thous^^d      l\  ' '°"''  ''"°'^  = 

^r!;ut^trTv^"-°"^— ^^^^ 

c-.i^..er.cirs;t:trh^o?d^^^^^^^^^^^^  --«•  - 

«^y/'h;;wL°"^eT;  '''-^"-^wi,,  -»  at  two- 
are  protected."  '"o"' to  them.    Be  sure  that  vou 

changing  the  subject  as  if  r'T         ^""^t".  abruptly 
"Isn't   that   goa     OsteL'an      '"°'^'^'-*'''^'^'="««ion 
night.?"  ^         ^Jsterman   coming  down   here   to- 

mI^:.  '''-''''''"'  ''™'  ''^^"•^  you.  Presley  >  "  i„,„.v,, 

-X  wt:?:L"^^^^^^^^^^  "Pon  his  .„e, 

beatitude,  had  clf  ed  her  eTe's  tn  /      T'  ^'"P'*^'^  ^''h 

-ft'y  at  the  corduroy  of  Presev'sTr"  """•  ^'^^^"^      - 
nate  paws,  •  ■ '^'^^ «  trousers  ^th  ajter. 
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here^"'  ^"'"  '■''"'"*'^  ^'""'"'y-    "  ^^  *a'<l  he  would  be 
And  as  he  spoke,  young  Osterman  arrived. 
He  was  a  young  fellow,  but  singularly  inclined  to  bald- 
ness.   His  ears,  very  red  and  large,  stuck  out  at  right 
angles  from  either  side  of  his  head,  and  his  mouth,  too 
was  arge-a  great  horizontal  slit  beneath  his  nose.   His' 
cheeks  were  of  a  brownish  red,  the  cheek  bones  a  little 
salient.    His  face  was  that  of  a  comic  actor,  a  singer  of 
songs,  a  man  never  at  a  loss  for  an  answer,  continually 
striving  to  make  a  laugh.    But  he  took  no  great  interest 
m  ranching  and  left  the  management  of  his  land  to  his 
superintendents   and   foremen,   he,   himself,   living  in 
Bonneville.   He  was  a  poser,  a  wearer  of  clothes,  forever 
acting  a  part,  striving  to  create  an  impression,  to  draw 
attention  to  himself.     He  was  not  w.^hout  a  certain 
energy  but  he  devoted  it  to  small  ends,  to  perfecting 
himself  m  little  accomplishments,  continually  running 
after  some  new  thing,  incapable  of  persisting  long  in  anv 
one  course.   At  one  moment  his  mania  would  be  fencing- 
the  next,  sleight-of-hand  tricks ;  the  next,  archery     For 
upwards  of  one  month  he  had  devoted  himself  to  learn- 
ing how  to  play  two  banjos  simultaneously,  then  aban- 
doning this  had  developed  a  sudden  passion  for  stamped 
leather  work  and  had  made  a  quantity  of  purses,  tennis 
belts,  and  hat  bands,  which  he  presented  to  young  ladies 
of  his  acquaintance.    It  was  his  policy  never  to  make  an 
enemy.    He  was  liked  far  better  than  he  was  respected 
People  spoke  of  him  as  "  that  goat  Osterman,"  or  "  that 
fool  Osterman  kid,"  and  invited  him  to  dinner.    He  was 
of  the  sort  who  somehow  cannot  be  ignored.    If  only  be- 
cause of  his  clamour  he  made  himself  important.    If  he 
had  one  abiding  trait,  it  was  his  desire  of  astonishing 
people,  and  in  some  way,  best  known  to  himself,  man- 
aged to  cause  the  circulation  of  the  most  extraordinary 
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Ji^^^^'d^s^nr*"'^"''^--  Hew., 

stories,  a  cracker  JS;,''""""''  *  '*"«'  °^  '"""y 

;^i^s^^ns::;s;^S'"^-!.^-arHed 

fore  S.  Behrman  had  ."W  mortl  '"?"■  ^'"^  y*"  be- 
h.s  crop  and  had  sq„ee«?  W^^"-  '°'  '""^  «  ^^ird  of 
B«t  for  all  that.  Os^man  annVn?*'^  ^"^  '"^'^^^t- 
tnually  seen  arm-iJa^'on  thl  '"""'"  ^'^^'^  '=°"- 
v|lle.  Osterman  was  acTustoI.H  ?"'?  '*'"'  °^  ^onne- 
h's  fat  back,  declaring  ""^  '°  ^'^P  «•  Behrman  on 

As^'SlTr^^StSeTW^^^^^  ^^*"  ^".  hey?  " 

his  cavalry  poncho  and!  ^^  ^°"'^'  ""w  hanrine 
M«.  Derrick  appealed  fnT"/  '".""  ^""^  -^"^  -"S 
dining-roon,  i„f^  the  glTs  tofeJ  I'^f  "'"="^''  ^^^  ««= 
Osterman  saluted  her  S  eff«!  '•""^^^  i"st  beyond, 
■ngratiating  blandness  ""^'  '^^''^'^''V  ««d  with 

anythingandtosai^howdtyrd,"^  "'^  "  ^<'"  -»"'«d 

^he   began  talking  to  old   R,^^ 
qu.nes  as  to  his  wife  who  hlrf  ^       ^"°"'  ""^Wng  in- 
«nd  Osterman  turned  L  the     '""  "*='  *'^  '^^*  ^"I^. 
- -nd.  keeping  up  Jt^Z^^^^ 

man  A„„i^ter.     Hello,  bS      Whl '?'"'""'*  that 
Kmd  of  dusty  out  to-nighf"  ^*  ^°  y°"  ''"ow? 

-"•onbythecaseofs^rCSi-:^:^ 
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fused,  while  Mrs.  Derrick  was  present,  standing  rigidly 
on  both  feet,  his  elbows  close  to  his  sides.  But  he  was 
angry  with  Osterman,  muttering  imprecations  to  him- 
self, horribly  vexed  that  the  young  fellow  should  call  him 
Buck  "  before  Magnus's  wife.  This  goat  Osterman! 
Hadn't  he  any  sense,  that  fool?  Couldn't  he  ever  learn 
,  how  to  behave  before  a  feemale?  Calling  him  "  Buck  " 
like  that  while  Mrs.  Derrick  was  there.  Why  a  stable- 
boy  would  know  better;  a  hired  man  would  have  better 
manners. 

All  through  the  dinner  that  followed  Annixter  was  out 
of  sorts,  sulking  in  his  place,  refusing  to  eat  by  way  of 
vindicating  his  self-respect,  resolving  to  bring  Osterman 
up  with  a  sharp  turn  if  he  caMed  him  "  Buck  "  again. 

The  Chinaman  had  made  a  certain  kind  of  plum  pud- 
ding for  dessert,  and  Annixter,  who  remembered  other 
dinners  at  the  Derrick's,  had  been  saving  himself  for 
this,  and  had  meditated  upon  it  all  through  the  meal. 
No  doubt,  it  would  restore  all  his  good  humour,  and  he 
believed  his  stomach  was  so  far  recovered  as  to  be  able 
to  stand  it. 

But,  unfortunately,  the  pudding  was  served  with  a 
sauce  that  he  abhorred— a  thick,  gruel-like,  colourless 
mixture,  made  from  plain  water  and  sugar.  Before  he 
could  interfere,  the  Chinaman  had  poured  a  quantity  of 
it  upon  his  plate. 

"  Faugh!  "  exclaimed  Annixter.  "  It  makes  me  sick. 
Such— such  sloop.  Take  it  away.  I'll  have  mine  straight, 
if  you  don't  mind.'  * 

"That's  good  for  your  stomach,  Buck,"  observed 
young  Osterman;  "makes  it  go  down  kind  of  sort  of 
slick ;  dor 't  you  see  ?   Sloop,  hey  ?    That's  a  good  name." 

"  Look  here,  don't  you  call  me  Buck.  You  don't  seem 
to  have  any  sense,  and,  besides,  it  isn't  good  for  my 
stomach.    I  know  better.    What  do  yo«  know  about  ray 
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bottle  and  the  synhon  „f      !         ''**"•    ^''*  ^''"''ey 

men  eased  themsefves  in  h        7"'"  reappeared.    The 

'he  table.  lightTne  S    c  tl'  *'"?."'  P"'*""^  ''*<=''  ''«•" 

of  the  rai^s  an^L  prospfr;  a  r  °'  'l'^  '^^'""'"^ 
erson  began  an  elalmr,!  ,      ^  '"  '*'''^»'-    B^od- 

-ttle  in  Wri  the  r^act  dTt^  o  r '"•'''""'  '^^'"^  '° 
Osterman  did  skrlSLnHrr ''''•'' *°  ^'^'"''' *"*« 
B..t  Princess  NathSl   the  1,  *'"'  '''"''  P"'*" 

was  occupying  her  own  „'  r  '  T*  u""'-^'  ^"  '«'" 
slept  eyery  „"fh  Sh!  "^m  "'"  '''^'''  '"  ^^ich  she 
"i  hin,'c"oSn„^f;  :S,':°*  f  '«  ^'«P.  ""t  spied 
withher  lambent, elL^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

attitude. "  Well,  X^:;:^^!:,::;;:"^'''':'^ 

mv  case  ajrainst  tf,»  ,,i  j  7  °"*^rvecl,  I  have  lost 
st«n  decfd^d  al ?nst  ^  °  :,'''  ^''"■^""'  '=^^'=-  Ul- 
the  effect  that  rft "  oTthe?  "r"  '  ^^^  ^""'°""  *« 
adyanced."  '''"  '"'"''"S:  of  grain  are  to  be 

^net:\al^^^:L;eifte^''  '""^  ^^^  ^  ~'^ 
titude  of  attenUon  an  .n  et  t'TwaTn '^'"'"^'''^  ^'- 
spoke.  ""crest,    tt  was  Harran  who  first 

"S.Behrman  manipulated  the  whole  affair    Th      ■ 
b'g  deal  of  some  kind  in  the  air  and  if  Vh  '  '  ^ 

know  who  is  back  nf  a-  •  c  d  \.      '  '^  ^^^'^^  '«'  we  all 

back  of  hlm.^i\°s;d'g;fm^'^'"^"'°^«=°"-'''"' who's 

.ion.  Preg„arSlra^;.Sr„'3^V^      -^^- 
^oup  who  was  not  iafw  ^^  note^.r  t^I 
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matter,  in  the  county,  the  State,  the  whole  reach  of  the 
West.  »he  entire  Union, that  did  not  entertain  convictions 
as  to  the  man  who  carried  it ;  a  giant  figure  in  the  end-of- 
the-century  finance,  a  product  of  circumstance,  an  inevit- 
able result  of  conditions,  characteristic,  typical,  symbolic 
of  ungovernable  forces.  In  the  New  Movement,  the  New 
Finance,  the  reorganisation  of  capital,  the  amalgamation 
of  powers,  the  consolidation  of  enchroous  enterprises- 
no  one  individual  was  more  constantly  in  the  eye  of  the 
world;  no  one  was  more  hated,  more  dreaded,  no  one 
more  compelling  of  unwilling  tribute  to  his  command- 
ing genius,  to  the  colossal  intellect  operating  the  width 
of  an  entire  continent  than  the  president  and  owner  of 
the  Pacific  and  Southwestern; 

"I  don't  think,  however,  he  has  moved  yet,"  said 
Magnus. 

"  The  thing  for  us,  then,"  exclaimed  Oiterman,   '  is 
to  stand  from  under  before  he  does." 

"Moved  yet!"  snorted  Annixter.     "He's  probably 
moved  so  long  ago  that  we've  never  noticed  it." 

"  In  any  case,"  hazarded  Magnus,  "  it  it  scarcely  prob- 
able that  the  deal— whatever  it  is  to  be— has  been  con- 
s^^imated.    If  we  act  quickly,  there  may  be  a  chance." 
'Act  quickly!    How  ?"  demanded  Annixter.    "Good 
Lord!  what  can  you  do?.  We're  cinched  already.    It 
,    all  amounts  to  just  this :  You  can't  buck  against  the  rail- 
road.   We've  tried  it  and  tried  it,  and  we  are  stuck  every 
time.    You,  yourself,  Derrick,  have  just  lost  your  grain- 
rate  case.    S.  Behrman  did  you  up.    Shelgrim  owns  the 
courts.    He's  got  men  like  Ulsteen  in  his  pocket.    He's 
got  the  Railroad  Commission  in  his  pocket.    He's  got 
the  Governor  of  the  State  in  his  pocket.    K."  k-eps  a 
million-dollar  lobby  at  Sacramento  every  minute  of  the 
time  the  legislature  is  in  session;  he's  got  his  own  ii.en 
on  the  floor  of  the  United  States  Senate.    He  has  the 


A  Stoiy  of  California 


whole  thing  °* 

you  going  to  do?   He  ,  ,'n^-  "'7  ™T»-    What  are 
•"f  P-lls  the  .tring.  and  w^vt    °  t"  J"  ''"  """•=»» 
But—well— but  "  (,...!  .  F* '°  tJance." 

;"«  Interstate  S^e  cTt^J''^^"' "  ^"' '»'-•« 
'ong-haul  rates  they— 1"  ^°"""»"on.     At  least  o„ 

Hoh,  yes,  the  InterstaM  r 
'housed  Annixter.  sC     fy'^^^Z""  ^'''"--'on," 
The  greatest  Punch  and  Judv.'h  «^"''  «•"''  't? 

"good  as  the  Railroad  S 'f^  °"  T"""  ^''''  """ost 
«nd  there  never  will  be  a  SS  p  •.  ^''"'^  "«=^"  was 
"' it  iM?t?  °'  ""^  P  a?d  S  5?>'™"'^  Comn^ission 
marked' Ma'X!!'"'ihat  "iTTT'  "^^^^heles.."  re- 
'ookforrehef.  That  is  o„  o„,S'  "'.*"•=  ^'''*«'  -"'t 
"•■"'oners  who  would  be  Wal  t'^/;    O"'^^  elect  Com- 

who^system  of  excessive  rSa«sn'.r°'"^'  '"^'^  «>« 
Well,  why  not  Aat,^  ,  r1!?/  i  ^  ''"'  P-ound." 

-"•f  "?...„,,,„,;- f-^^^^^^^^^  o,  ,„, 

Because  it  can't  be  don.  "  ^  0»terman. 

organise  the  farmers  inTh^J"^  '/  ^"°".'=°"'''  ^O"  can't 
once,  and  it  was  enough  to  turn  •^°*''"'"-  ^«  '"^d  Jt 
^oad  quietly  bought  ddega  "  "t  hT'  fe^^'''  ^he  rail- 
Ad  us  up."  <=gates  through  S.  Behrman  and 

'  Well,  that's  the  e-am«  .      . 
c'-Vely,  "  buy  delega£^.    *°  "'''''"  ''-d  O^ternian  de- 

^^:^nZX'  ''""  ''-'  --^  '«  -n,"  admitted 
Or  ever  u^ii  ,■,;„  »        .  . 

;-'e-e„t  seemir'toTaS'r'  °^*'"-'"-'  ^  -dden 
face-the  face  of  a  comic  a''^''"''''^"  °^  ^in,.  His 
•"outh  and  stifT,  red  earr-wem:h '''*',  ""  ^^=*  ««*  o 

"Look  here,"  he  cried  ''11"?"^  P'"''- 
P^-te.    We've  fought  and  fought  t'Z  "  ^^"""^  ^«- 
"gnt  m  the  courts  and  out 
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and  we've  tried  -<gitBtion  and— and  all  the  reit  of  it  and 
S.  Behrman  >.  .,vs  ut  every  time.  Now  comet  the  time 
when  there's  a  prospect  of  a  big  crop ;  we've  had  no  rain 
for  two  year*  and  the  land  hat  had  a  long  rrtt.  If  there 
it  any  rain  at  all  this  winter,  we'll  have  a  bonanza  year, 
and  just  at  this  very  moment  when  we've  got  our  chance 
— a  chance  to  pay  off  our  mortg^get  and  get  clear  of 
debt  and  make  a  ttrike — here  it  Shelgrim  makit  g  a  deal 
to  cinch  us  and  put  up  rates.  And  now  here'i  the  pri- 
maries coming  off  and  a  new  Railroad  Commission  go- 
ing in.  That's  why  Shelgrim  chose  this  time  to  make 
his  deal.  If  we  wait  till  Shelgrim  pulls  it  off,  we're  done 
for,  that's  flat.  I  tell  you  we're  in  a  fix  if  we  don't  keep 
an  eye  open.  Things  are  getting  desperate.  Magnus 
has  just  said  that  the  key  to  the  whole  thing  is  the  Rail- 
road Commission.  Well,  why  not  have  a  Commission  of 
our  own  ?  Never  mind  how  we  get  it,  let's  get  it  If  it's 
got  to  be  bought,  let's  buy  it  and  put  our  own  men  on  it 
and  dictate  what  the  rates  will  be.  Suppose  it  costs 
a  hundred  thousand  dollars.  Well,  we'll  get  back  more 
than  that  in  cheap  rates." 

"  Mr.  Osterman,"  said  Magnus,  fixing  the  young  man 
with  a  swift  glance,  "  Mr.  Osterman,  you  are  proposing 
a  scheme  of  bribery,  sir." 

"  I  am  proposing,"  repeated  Osterman,  "  a  scheme  of 
bribery.    Exactly  so." 

"And  a  crazy,  wild-eyed  scheme  at  that,"  said  An- 
nixter  gruffly.  "  Even  supposing  you  bought  a  Railroad 
Commission  and  got  your  schedule  of  low  rates,  what 
happens  ?  The  P.  and  S.  W.  crowd  get  out  an  injunction 
and  tie  you  up." 

"  They  would  tie  themselves  up,  too.  Hauling  at  low 
rates  is  better  than  no  hauling  at  all.  The  wheat  has 
got  to  be  moved." 

"  Oh,  rot  1 "  cried  Annixter.    "  Aren't  you  ever  going 
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to  learn  any  tense?    DonV 

porfation  would  benefit  th??i„°* ."!"  '=''"?  '«"»- 
u»?  Can't  it  be  fed  ^Syou.iT'^^  ^''^'"  «"*«  "°t 
«»*  railroad?  When %«  ' ''t"  T  "  «  ''"^''  ''f''"" 
miMioner.  don't  you  .ee  th«  v^  ^^u  '  ^*'"''  "^  Com- 
•be  railroad,  bid  ag^i* «  1^"  ^  "  ^"^  '°  "*«  'Kainst 
out  million,  to  o„rTou«„dTn  """  *''"  «=»"  "=""«='' 
bid  against  the  P.  and  S  w  ?*        °  '""'  *'""''  ^o"  "" 

"  The  railroad  don't  nepH  >„  l 
against  them  till  we've  got  „t  "l"""  ""^  ""  '"  "•«  «*n,e 

"  And  when  you've  lotlhZ  T'^'^" 

.he  corporation  buylf.  ,1m  n^     '  ""^'^  '"  P-"-^"' 
"  "  we've  got  the  rifh/ 1     ,^,  '  °''"  y"""-  head  ?  " 

be  bought  tha  wi;  '-tt :;':;' » '"  '"^^  -"''» -t 

know  but  what  there's  .1^^  ""■■""•  "^  d°"t 
->»•  We'd  have  T  ^^^.IJf  Jf^-  -"at  Osterman 
we  d  name  honest  men  "  ^'  amission  and 

'ake  chances,  risk  a  bl  stfke  to       T'"!:  ^'^'^'^  ^°*  *» 
"^f  ""ter  than  surefailure  -'  '  '  ''^  ^"•"'^'  ''"^ 

""?  of  severity  i„  his  voie     "  r  .^^       '^.    -^^''^"«.  a 
I  >-  Should  even  broach  the  subUHr^^hlaV^'..^'        ■ 
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"  And,"  cried  Annixter,  "  it  can't  be  done." 
"  I  don't  know,"  muttered  Harran,  "  maybe  it  just 
wants  a  little  spark  like  this  to  fire  the  whole  train." 

Magnus  glanced  at  his  son  in  considerable  surprise. 
He  had  not  expected  this  of  Harran.    But  so  great  was 
his  affection  for  his  son,  so  accustomed  had  he  become 
to  listening  to  his  advice,  to  respecting  his  opinions,  ' 
that,  for  the  moment,  after  the  first  shock  of  surprise 
and  disappointment,  he  was  influenced  to  give  a  certain 
degree  of  attention  to  this  new  proposition.    He  in  no 
way  countenanced  it.    At  any  moment  he  was  prepared 
to  rise  in  his  place  and  denounce  it  and  Osterman  both. 
It  was  trickery  of  the  most  contemptible  order,  a  thing 
he  believed  to  be  unknown  to  the  old  school  of  politics 
and  statesmanship  to  which  he  was  proud  to  belong; 
but  since  Harran,  even  for  one  moment,  considered  it, 
he,  Magnus,  who  trusted  Harran  implicitly,  would  do 
likewise— if  it  was  only  to  oppose  and  defeat  it  in  its 
very  beginnings. 

And  abruptly  the  discussion  began.  Gradually  Oster- 
man, by  dint  of  his  clamour,  his  strident  reiteration,  the 
plausibility  of  his  glib,  ready  assertions,  the  ease  with 
which  he  extricated  himself  when  apparently  driven  to  a 
corner,  completely  won  over  old  Broderson  to  his  way 
of  thinking.  Osterman  bewildered  him  with  his  volu- 
bility, the  lightning  rapidity  with  which  he  leaped  from 
one  subject  to  another,  garrulous,  witty,  flamboyant, 
terrifying  the  old  man  with  pictures  of  the  swift  ap- 
proach of  ruin,  the  imminence  of  danger. 

Annixter,  who  led  the  ;.rcrument  against  him— loving 
argument  though  he  did— appeared  to  poor  advantage, 
unable  to  present  his  side  effectively.  He  called  Oster- 
man a  fool,  a  goat,  a  senseless,  crazy-headed  jackass,  but 
was  unable  to  refute  his  assertions.  His  debate  was  the 
clumsy  heaving  of  brickbats,  brutal,  direct.     He  con- 
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absolutely  inconsistent  InHK'  *^*'^'"«'°n''  that  were 

who  does  the  bargainine-     Tf  *»,»,•  Behrman 

it  is  S.  Behnnan  who^ndle^ttLrerTtSr^e"'^'' 
election  to  be  jobbed  it  is  S  R-k,  ^V  ^"^^  "^  *" 
1.-    If.  B*J„  hie  1"/B.t™  .;?e°  TtST 

">k  it,  bald  (orehL  LT  .r    ■.^""°-"™'«'. 
.™  for  you,.."    ■JTSS,*!"''  ""  "•  "'"»■ 
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I  know  you've  got  sand  all  through  you,  and  I  know  if 
I  showed  you  how  we  could  put  our  deal  through  and 
seat  a  Commission  of  our  own,  you  wouldn't  hang  back. 
Governor,  you're  a  brave  man.  You  know  the  advan- 
tage of  prompt  and  fearless  action.  You  are  not  the 
sort  to  shrink  from  taking  chances.  To  play  for  big 
stakes  is  just  your  game— to  stake  a  fortune  on  the  turn 
of  a  card.  You  didn't  get  the  reputation  of  being  tho 
strongest  poker  player  in  El  Dorado  County  for  noth- 
mg.  Now,  here's  the  biggest  gamble  that  ever  came 
your  way.  If  we  stand  up  to  it  like  men  with  guts  in  us, 
we'll  win  out.    If  we  hesitate,  we're  lost." 

"  I  don't  suppose  you  can  help  playing  the  goat,  Oster- 
man,"  remarked  Annixter,'  "but  what's  your  idea? 
What  do  you  think  we  can  do?  I'm  not  saying,"  he 
hastened  to  interpose,  "  that  you've  anyways  convinced 
me  by  all  this  cackling.  I  know  as  well  as  you  that  we 
are  in  a  hole.  But  I  knew  that  before  I  came  here  to- 
night. You've  not  done  anything  to  make  me  change 
my  mind.  But  just  what  do  you  propose?  Let's 
hear  it." 

"  Well,  I  say  the  first  thing  to  do  is  to  see  Disbrow. 
He's  the  political  boss  of  the  Denver,  Pueblo,  and  Mo- 
jave  road.  We  will  have  to  get  in  with  the  machine 
some  way  and  that's  particularly  why  I  want  Magr.  s 
with  us.  He  knows  politics  better  than  any  of  us  and  if 
we  don't  want  to  get  sold  again  we  will  have  to  have 
some  one  that's  in  the  know  to  steer  us." 

"  The  only  politics  I  understand,  Mr.  Osterman,"  an- 
swered Magnus  sternly,  "  are  honest  politics.  You  must 
look  elsewhere  for  your  political  manager.  I  refuse  to 
have  any  part  in  this  matter.  If  the  Railroad  Commis- 
sion can  be  nominated  legitimately,  if  your  arrangements 
can  be  made  without  bribery,  I  am  with  you  to  the  last 
iota  of  my  ability." 
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He  was  quick  to  see  that  if  h'  IT'"'^'  ''"'''  '"'^  P'^''"- 
Annbcter  in  an  a™.^!  a  '°"'''  '"^°'^'  ^«^"«  and 
contention?  wo„f  oppose  thTr^'  '°'  '"^  ""«  '°-  ^^ 

5:;^n.it..o„.eo=.!:::eSt--ii-- 

This  was  precisely  what  hapor   ed      Tn  ,  * 
Annixter  was  declaring  ^TT  I"  »  few  moments 

mortgage  the  cr^p  oT^u  n^g  J'"  '''^  -"-diness  to 
sake  of  •'  busting  S.  Behrman  "  H  "' m"""^'  ^°'  '''' 
obstacle  in  the  wav  of  rZ  ,r  "1*=°"'^  ««e  no  great 
vention  so  far  alTecurin;  h°e  ""^  •'•=  ""'"'"^^-g  con- 
Commissioners   was    c"^^^^^^^^^^^^^  °f  *-  Railroad 

needed.  Probably  it  Jrcostonir  Yo'u  dl.;''^ 
something  for  nothino-     Tf  """^X-     Jioudidntget 

deal  morf  if  they  sat  , ike  .  '°''  '^'"^  ""  ^  g°°d 

™™'l""e  i"  "Penditures  .||  .long  ,1°  line     H.7  v 

S"orDSrp»^.'f-r°'  •'  ^"" »"  •'- 

act  as  a  unit   either     T^  ''^'''''^'^  '^'^"'^  always 

himse'lf  S  beini  kSerbv"s"R  ^'  ""  ''"^  °^  ^^'^^ 
P^  turned  up  o'„  "SMct  ttttX  tf  Si'  ^ 
about  his  own  line  fence?  Next  ZJJuu  .  ,f^  ^'" 
what  kind  of  clothes  he  ought  S  wear     H  u"^.'"'" 
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Now  you  are  talking  something  like  sense,"  observed 
Osterman.  "  I  thought  you  would  see  it  like  that  when 
you  got  my  idea." 

"  Your  idea,  your  ideal  "  cried  Annixter.    "  Why,  I've 
had  this  idea  myself  for  over  three  years." 

"  What  about  Disbrow?  "  asked  Harran,  hastening  to 
mterrupt.    "  Why  do  we  want  to  see  Disbrow?  " 

"  Disbrow  is  the  political  man  for  the  Denver,  Pueblo 
and  Mojave,"  answered  Osterman,  "  and  you  see  it's  like 
this:  the  Mojave  road  don't  run  up  into  the  valley  at  all 
Their  terminus  is  way  to  the  south  of  us,  and  they  don't 
care  anything  about  grain  rates  through  the  San  Joaquin 
They  don't  care  how  anti-railroad  the  Commission  is 
because  the  Commission's  rulings  can't  affect  them  But 
they  divide  traffic  with  the  P.  and  S.  W.  in  the  southern 
part  of  the  State  and  they  have  a  good  deal  of  influence 
with  that  road.  I  want  to  get  the  Mojave  road,  through 
Disbrow,  to  recommend  a  Commissioner  of  ourchoosing 
to  the  P.  and  S.  W.  and  have  the  P.  and  S.  W.  adopt  him 
as  their  own." 

"Who,  for  instance?" 

"^  Darrell,  that  Los  Angeles  man— remember?  " 
"  Well,  Darrell  is  no  particular  friend  of  Disbrow 
said  Annixter.    "  Why  should  Disbrow  take  him  up?'" 
"  Pree-dsely,"  cried  Osterman.     "  We  make  it  worth 
Disbrow's  while  to  do  it.     We  go  to  him  and  say,  '  Mr 
Disbrow,  you  manage  the  politics  for  the  Mojave  rail- 
road, and  what  you  say  goes  with  your  Board  of  Direc- 
tors.    We  want  you  to  adopt  our  candidate  for  Railroad 
Commissioner  for  the  third  district.     How  much  do  you 
want  for  doing  it  ? '    I  know  we  can  buy  Disbrow.    That 
gives  us  one  Commissioner.    We  need  not  bother  about 
that  any  more.     In  the  first  district  we  don't  make  any 
move  at  all.    We  let  the  political  managers  of  the  P  and 
S.  W.  nonnnate  whoever  they  like.     Then  we  concen- 
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"  I  see  nerf^nfi        m  '"^  ^ghf  will  come." 

observe   C'  "  b  tt^/""  '"'^.^"'  ^'-  ^sterman/' 

attitude  in  thHusiness     You"l'""*'''='  ^'^'  ^^  *°  "V 
it  entirely."  ^°"  ""ay  count  me  as  out  of 

a.r:arLSTd,7„rHi':sS  1"  ^-r  !r  '^""="'-'^' 
posed  undertakincrr  "5  "'  involved  in  the  pro- 

for  hauling  gir'  jjI^:^'  ^  "'"  ^"'  ^*=*  ^°-  '"'« 

yourself  .■-Lrdont;our?/:^;;'r,r:her  ^r-: 

lower  rates  withoi-,  «»,„•  *  *"*  benefit  of 

secure  them.    No  nor  aTv^of  Th  °'  '"^  "^''^  "^  ^^''^  '« 

you  won't  dirty  y^^^fi'n^eTswitJlT"'"''  "^''•^^-    N°' 
through,  but  you  won"t  h.  "'"^  "'  P"*  *»•'«  d«l 

-es  to  shares  T  t^^ -^;^^^^-^-  -hen  it 

facepalerihanever  '*'"^'  '"^  ^-"ooth-shaven 

"  Stop  right  where  you  are  sir  "  i,-  «    i  ■       . 
forget  yourself,  Mr  Annixter      P.        ^^     '""''■    "  Y°" 
I  tolerate  such  words  as^ouL  ^'="^^""'^"^'«nd  that 
■"ake  use  of  from  no  man  Lt       ''T'''"^  y°""«"  *« 
3hall  ask  you  to  apo^  "'    ""  '^^^  "^  ^«*-    ^ 

In  an  mstant  he  dominated  the  entire  ^rn.,^  • 
a  respect  that  was  as  much  hlrlT^r-^  ^^'  ™P°^'"g 
made  response.     For  the  mo'     .^'""■'"°"-     ^o  one 
again,  the  Leader      Lit  T  ^'  ^"^  '^^  ^^''» 

boys,  the  others  cower  dM^h"  "7"^"^  ^^''°°'- 
confusion,  unable  to  find  .f,!  '  ^"'^'"^<^'  P"'  to 
instant  of  silence  foS,!  '°"«^""''-    I"  t^at  brief 

-""e  he  heS  hemTbiri'';^"""^^"''"--"^ 
fabric  of  their  scheme  of        ^"^^^^-mastered,  the 

trembledtoitsb  st     ItwasXrr  '"'  '*'^''°"^^'^ 

School,  risinir  un  th^«  •  Z  ^'*  P™*^^*  of  the  Old 

.  n«ng  up  there  m  denunciation  of  the  new  order 
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of  things,  the  statesman  opposed  to  the  politician;  hon- 
esty, rectitude,  uncompromising  integrity,  prevailing  for 
the  last  time  against  the  devious  manoeuvring,  the  evil 
communications,  the  rotten  expediency  of  a  corrupted 
institution. 

For  a  few  seconds  no  one  answered.    Then,  Annixter, 
moving  abruptly  and  uneasily  in  his  place,  muttered: 

"  I  spoke  upon  provocation.    If  you  like,  we'll  con- 
sider it  unsaid.    /  don't  know  what's  going  to  become  of  • 
us — go  out  of  business,  I  presume." 

"I  understand  Magnus  all  right,"  put  in  Osterman. 
"  He  don't  have  to  go  into  this  thing,  if  it's  against  his 
conscience.  That's  all  right.  Magnus  can  stay  out  if  he 
wants  to,  but  that  won't  prevent  us  going  ahead  and  see- 
ing what  we  can  do.  Only  there's  this  about  it."  He 
turned  again  to  Magnus,  speaking  with  every  degree  of 
earnestness,  every  appearance  of  conviction.  "I  did 
not  deny,  Governor,  from  the  very  start  that  this  would 
mean  bribery.  But  you  don't  suppose  that  /  like  the  idea 
either.  If  there  was  one  legitimate  hope  that  was  yet 
left  untried,  no  matter  how  forlorn  it  was,  I  would  try  it. 
But  there's  not  It  is  literally  and  soberly  true  that 
every  means  of  help— every  honest  means— has  been 
attempted.  Shelgriin  is  going  to  cinch  us.  Grain  rates 
are  increasing,  while,  on  the  other  hand,  the  price  of 
wheat  is  sagging  lower  and  lower  all  the  time.  If  we 
don't  do  something  we  are  ruined." 

Osterman  paused  for  a  moment,  allowing  precisely  the 
right  number  of  seconds  to  elapse,  then  altering  and 
lowering  his  voice,  added: 

"  I  respec*  the  Governor's  principles.  I  admire  them. 
They  do  him  every  degree  ot  credit."  Then,  turning  di- 
rectly to  Magnus,  he  concluded  with,  "  But  I  only  want 
you  to  a.-;k  yourself,  sir,  if,  at  such  a  crisis,  one  ought  to 
think  of  oneself,  to  consider  purely  personal  motives  in 
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fortably  nZctirlt\Tl  "^"^^""ly  and  uncom- 

troubled  fnd  u'ea  V    olr"'"''-f  ^*"'"^'  '^'^'^^-d 
the  face  of  a  ZsTc  h^.P  u-  '"'*''  '"'^  •=°'"«dy  face. 

^y  His  ,.i:  r^'^jf  3-  ^Jrs^^'r  -v 

erackinethe  kn.,rti»  '   ""'"«  "^^^k  'n  his  place,  softy 
close  to  h  s  elSw  W,      '  u'"^"^'"'  ""^'  '^^*  «'  «»  -"d 

.  young,  strong,  courageous,  full  of  the  prom- 
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ise  of  the  future  years.  His  blue  eyes  looked  straight 
into  his  father's  with  what  Magnus  could  fancy  a  glance 
of  appeal.  Magnus  could  see  that  expression  in  the 
faces  of  the  oihers  very  plainly.  They  looked  to  him  as 
their  natural  leader,  their  chief  who  was  to  bring  them 
out  from  this  abominable  trouble  which  was  closing  in 
upon  them,  and  in  them  all  he  saw  many  types.  They 
—these  men  around  his  table  on  that  night  of  the  first 
rain  of  a  coming  season— seemed  to  stand  in  his  imagi- 
nation for  many  others— all  the  farmers,  ranchers,  and 
wheat  growers  of  the  great  San  Joaquin.  Their  words 
were  the  words  of  a  whole  community;  their  distress, 
the  distress  of  an  entire  State,  harried  beyond  the  bounds 
of  endurance,  driven  to  the  wall,  coerced,  exploited, 
harassed  to  the  limits  of  exas])eration. 

"  I  will  think  of  it,"  he  said,  then  hastened  to  add,  "  but 
I  can  tell  you  beforehand  that  you  may  expect  only  a 
refusal." 

After  Magnus  had  spoken,  there  was  a  prolonged  si- 
lence. The  conference  seemed  of  itself  to  have  come  to 
an  end  for  that  evening.  Presley  lighted  another  cigar- 
ette from  the  butt  of  the  one  he  had  been  smoking,  and 
the  cat,  Princess  Nathalie  disturbed  by  his  movement 
and  by  a  whiflF  of  drifting  smoke,  jumped  from  his  knee 
to  the  floor  and  picking  her  way  across  the  room  to  An- 
nixter,  rubbed  gently  against  his  legs,  her  tail  in  the  air. 
her  back  delicately  arched.  No  doubt  she  thought  it 
time  to  settle  herself  for  the  night,  and  as  Annixter  gave 
no  indication  of  vacating  his  chair,  she  chose  this  way  of 
cajoling  him  into  ceding  his  place  to  her.  But  Annixter 
was  irritated  at  the  Princess's  attentions,  misunderstand- 
ing their  motive. 

"  Get  out ! "  he  exclaimed,  lifting  his  feet  to  the  rung 
of  the  chair.  "  Lord  love  me,  but  I  sure  do  hate  a 
cat." 
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slings  by'' h^*!;;.?;'!":'  °^'"'"'"'  "'  P""*"  in- 
here? "  ^      "  ^  ""'  '"  '°-"'«ht.    Had  he  been 

c-ose^rpWrS Ji^^^^  ^«PP^"^^  and  L„. 

of "  "e'it^hLJ^'^e^  ^7.^.^'^^'''  '^---^  °"t  one 
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Tl'tJ  "Z"""'^  '*'  ««'•'  •/  ***  l"^,  "V  improve. 

will  net  it  ta*en  tnic  contidtration,  ntithtr  will  thi  trite  it 
tna-tastdtn  conu^enc.  tkerecf.  .  .  .  SettUrs  are  ihu, 
»n^r^  ,^t  ,„  addition  to  ieing  accorded  the  firU  privilege  of 
/«».  .te,  at  the  graded  price,  they  will  also  ie  protected  in 
'^''':^Pr'vements.'  And  here,"  he  commented,  "in  Sec- 
tion IX.  .t  read.,  •  The  lands  are  not  uniform  in  price,  iut 
""off^^-'f  at  vanous  figures  from  l^.jo  upward  per  acre. 

^T^''"t'''''''''^'''''^'''"'''^'"^''<'<^%S.'>o per  acre, 
»W  that  w,th  p,n,  at  |,o.oo.     Most  is  for  sale  at  ^..o  and 

"  Wlien  you  come  to  read  that  carefully,"  hazarded  old 
Broderson,  •' ,t-it's  not  so  very  reassuring.    'Most  is 
for  sale  at  two-iifty  an  acre.'  it  says.    That  don't  mean 
fl//,  that  only  means  smxe.    I  wish  now  that  I  had  se- 
cured a  more  iron-clad  agreement  from  the  P.  and  S  W 
when  I  took  up  its  sections  on  my  ranch,  and-and  Gen- 
slmger  is  in  a  position  to  know  the  intentions  of  the  rail- 
road.   At  least,  he-he-he  is  in  *<«<fA  with  them.    All 
newspaper  men  are^    Those,  I  mean,  who  are  subsidised 
KM-    TV^   °'^"-    ^"*'  P'^haps,  GensHnger  isn't 
perha  I^"  "°'*'    ^~^  *"  ""' *"^«=-    ^aybe- 

"Oh,  you  don't  know  and  you  do  know,  and  maybe 
and  perhaps,  and  you're  not  so  sure,"  vociferated  An- 
nixter  How  about  ignoring  the  value  of  our  improve- 
ments ?  Nothmg  hazy  about  that  statement,  I  guess  It 
says  m  so  many  words  that  any  improvements  we  make 
W.1   not  be  considered  when  the  land  is  appraised  and 

worth  .  "T  '"^' ''"''  ''■  '^^^  "niniproved  land  is 
worth  two-fifty  an  acre;  only  timber  land  is  worth  more 
and  there  s  none  too  much  timber  about  here  " 

"Well,  one  thing  at  a  time,"  said  Harran.    "The  thine 
for  us  now  is  to  get  into  this  primary  election  and  the 
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pretty  „«r  midnight  "  '^^  "'*''""«  »'°»«-v*  !''» 

abruptly  realsed  thJr^K    i    "  ''''^"'="'  ""'=''".  they 

fields  and  roads  were  verLh.,  ^    '"'"'"»•    T*" 

night  absolutely  Xk-dal'    ''"  °'  '""^  """>•  f^^ 
which  to  venture  out      M  ''^^^^  "°'  '^  "'Kht  in 

ranchers  should  putl  .^ZV"'''''''  »'^^'  »"«=  '"ree 
cepted  at  once  Ann.v.        ,     ^"''*°''-     O^'erman  ac- 

injf  as  though  granting  a  favZ    1  H        ""'  "'"P*" 
that  his  wife,  w^o  was  not  weH  wo2  "u^'°*"'*='' 

t-n  that  night  and  would  n^'doub^Te^T/h^H-:,"  "' 
appear.     Furthermore  »,-  •     .,°^'  '^et  "  he  did  not 

of  the  ConZZTZie^R::^  ''T  ''^'  ^*  ^''^  i"-tion 
head  and  '^    -M^r,  ^-    "*=  P"'  ^  "c^  over  his 

...a  »b„„*?srs  titfr-^r  "■■■  <"■ 

markine  that  h-  h,^       i  '      °  hurried  away,  re- 

be  up  and  abo„  a  CtheTr  °"  '"^  ^^"^"^  -<»  ^  to 
to  work.  "^^  *'''  "^^'  ""^i"?  to  put  his  men 

.0^":°°' lmaX"w"""^*"  ""^^  ''"=  •''^  -"  "ad 
om  a  foreman^"       ™""^  '  '■'"^''  "'^  ^'«  of  his  with- 

we?Sl$:-^-:^--^A2- Where  t^^ 
ward  retired.  iviagnus  soon  after- 

nix°?™d  "«"?  "  '^™"  '°^  ^'"■"^  '°  »'^<1-  but  An- 

'cr  ana  Harran  remained  in  the  Ivor's  r„ 
"a^e  of  blue  tobacco  smoke,  ta/ktg,^^^"  B^ra^ 
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length,  at  the  end  of  all  argument,  Annixter  got  ud 
remarking:  "^ 

"  Well,  I'm  going  to  turn  in.    It's  nearly  two  o'clock  " 

He  went  to  his  room,  closing  the  door,  and  Harran, 

opemng  his  window  to  clear  out  the  tobacco  smoke, 

looked  out  for  a  moment  across  the  country  toward  the 

south. 

The  darkness  was  profound,  impenetrable;  the  rain 
fell  with  an  uninterrupted  roar.  Near  at  hand  one 
could  hear  the  sound  of  dripping  eaves  and  foliage  and 
the  eager,  sucking  sound  of  the  drinking  earth,  and 
abruptly  while  Harran  stood  looking  out,  one  hand  upon 
the  upraised  sash,  a  great  puflF  of  the  outside  air  invaded 
the  room,  odourous  with  the  reek  of  the  soaking  earth 
redolent  with  fertility,  pungent,  heavy,  tepid.  He  closed 
the  window  again  and  sat  for  a  few  moments  on  the  edge 
of  the  bed,  one  shoe  in  his  hand,  thoughtful  and  ab- 
sorbed, wondering  if  his  father  would  involve  himself 
m  this  new  scheme,  wondering  if,  after  all,  he  wanted 
him  to. 

But  suddenly  he  was  aware  of  a  commotion,  issuing 
from  the  direction  of  Annixter's  room,  and  the  voice  of 
Annixter  hinself  upraised  in  expostulation  and  exas- 
peration. The  door  of  the  room  to  which  Annixter  had 
been  assigned  opened  with  a  violent  wrench  and  an 
angry  voice  exclaimed  to  anybody  who  would  listen  : 

"  Oh,  yes,  funny,  isn't  it?  In  a  way,  it's  funny,  and 
then,  again,  in  a  way  it  isn't." 

The  door  banged  to  so  that  all  the  windows  of  the 
house  rattled  in  their  frames. 

Harran  hurried  out  into  the  dining-room  and  there 
met  Presley  and  his  father,  who  had  been  aroused  as  well 
by  Annixter's  clamour.  Osterman  was  there,  too,  his 
bald  head  gleaming  like  a  bulb  of  ivory  in  the  light  of  the 
lamp  that  Magnus  carried. 
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"  Whoever 


Confused  ;„?eSr  *''•'/"*=''•" 

grievance,  broken  by  expio.lf  !      **1  monologue  of 
noise  of  some  one  in  "f  °"°"»  «'  wrath  and  the  varue 
before  Harran  ha'd  a  chanceT  t""^.    ^"  "  -"  •»" 
Ijixter  fJung  it  open     H'^face  tT^^ ""  '''"  ''°^''  A»- 
his  outthrust  lio  mor,  J       "     '*  '''*""«  with  aneer 
.-"ow  hair  inlarra"  TeTfr'  'T  '^^^^^  "■"  ^^-' 
straight  into  the  air  hke'the  „!/   °!1  u'''  ""'*"  «'«•""? 
hound.     Evidently  h    had  been  7  '''"  "•'  ""  »"«'^ 

-nost  headlong  rapidity  he  h^"""*^  '""'^'="  ^"hfhe 
ani  vest,  but  far  fed  S;m  over  T  '"^^  P"*  °"  ""'^  -«» 
disengaged  hand  he  kept  hhchi  ."""'  *•"'«  ^i""  hi* 
his  shoulders  with  a  pe  s.sten  "^^'l '"^'^"'''»  «-" 

Without  a  moment's  pE  he  «ve  ^"""""'^  ^"*-«- 
t'on  in  a  torrent  of  words  ^       """*  '°  •"»  'ndigna- 

p"t  i;' t£ .•'  r wim  tr^'  r'" '  ^  ''"^^^  ''>«  --  who 

•hat  man  is  ;  pil  ^p?'  |S:::«^/  ^sterman.  "and 
heard  me  say  /didn'tTk  it  Slr^l'l^'"'^^  y^" 
omeatdinner-andjustforth^V  ^'""^  P*«««l  ** 

hed.  and  I  stick  my  fje"  ntl  >  .  '?"  ^°"  P"' ''  i"  n,y 
isn't  it?  c:  ves  ton  f  ^ '^'"'"  ^ '""-n  in.  Funnv 
'■«'e  louder  it  f^ks  /ou?"'  '°'  ^"^  "-•    ^'^  '-^h  a 

f"  ^  Anntte;:;  C^^Crot''^  ''  T'"^  *"* 
for "  '^°"  -'  "«  P>ing  home  just 
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out  in  a  night  like  this.  No,  I  won't  stay.  ,Some  things 
are  funny,  and  then,  again,  there  are  so'  ne  things  that  are 
not.  Ah,  yes,  sloop!  Well,  that's  all  right.  I  can  be 
funny,  too,  when  you  come  to  that.  You  don't  get  a 
cent  of  money  out  of  me.  You  can  do  your  dirty  bribery 
in  your  own  dirty  way.  I  won't  come  into  this  scheme 
at  all.  I.  wash  my  hands  of  the  whole  business.  It's 
rotten  and  it's  wild-eyed ;  it's  dirt  from  start  to  finish ; 
and  you'll  all  land  in  State's  prison.  You  can  count  me 
out." 

"  But,  Buck,  look  here,  you  crazy  fool,"  cried  Harran, 
"  I  don't  know  who  put  that  stuff  in  your  bed,  but  I'm 
not  going  to  let  you  go  back  to  Quien  Sabe  in  a  rain  like 
this." 

"  /  know  who  put  ii.  in,"  clamoured  the  other,  shaking 
his  fists,  "  and  don't  call  me  Buck  and  I'll  do  as  I  please. 
I  will  go  back  home.  I'll  get  plumb  out  of  here.  Sorry 
I  came.  Sorry  I  ever  lent  myself  to  such  a  disgusting, 
dishonest,  dirty  bribery  game  as  this  all  to-night.  I  won't 
put  a  dime  into  it,  no,  not  a  penny." 

He  stormed  to  the  door  leading  out  upon  the  porch, 
deaf  to  all  reason.  Harran  and  Presley  followed  him, 
trying  to  dissuade  him  from  going  home  at  that  time  of 
night  and  in  such  a  storm,  but  Annixter  was  not  to  be 
placated.  He  stamped  across  to  the  barn  where  his 
horse  and  buggy  had  been  stabled,  splashing  through  the 
puddles  under  foot,  going  out  of  his  way  to  drench  him- 
self, refusing  even  to  allow  Presley  and  Harran  to  help 
him  harness  the  horse. 

"  What's  the  use  of  making  a  fool  of  yourself,  Annix- 
ter?" remonstrated  Presley,  as  Annixter  backed  the 
horse  from  the  stall.  "  You  act  just  like  a  ten-year-old 
boy.  If  Osterman  wants  to  play  the  goat,  why  should 
you  help  him  out  ?  " 

"  He's  a  pip,"  vociferated  Annixter.     "  You  don't 
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understand,  Preslev     Tf  t-.,„c  • 

thing  stick;.  iSt's  .V "h '"  7  ^""""y  '°  ''^'^  ^"y- 
"ke  to  get  into  b  d  t^:  i^the?'"  •  "°"  "^""^  ^- 
feet  down  into  a  slinky  n^^s  "ke  hTt /"'of  '"^  ^"■^.  -^'"-- 

;HaJc.ng'the  STZt':i^S^'j'^;\^^^  ->m. 
talked  over  to-night-I'n, cUolir^,'  „  """''  ^« 
««frf  dishonest."  '""'"of"-     Its  yellow.     It's  too 

He  cut  the  horse  across  the  back  ^»\^h  ft,       u- 
drove  out  into  the  pehing  rain      In  T  '"'"P  ^"-^ 

sound  of  his  buggy  wheel!  w;^"'.    .  ■      ^  '"^"''^  ""= 
of  the  downpour  '°'*  '"  "'^  "'"ffled  roar 

the^Tsrsfelt^Sg^h^'rl  ^''^  "-  -d  -turned  to 
"•age  cover.  Se  fn  Se  Ha^  ""'"  '  ^^--P^"""  <=- 
with  Oster^an,  who  was  sHll Tn"  T'  '°  '"^-•^"^trate 
^e^^d.     The  house  hadlS' ."^^t  agS"" ^  ''^'^  ^-" 

own^:^rSLT^tr  :e?r  J^^^^^^  '^^  -^  -  His 
paused  for  a  moment  InT  u'^  °^  *''"  »'°"^-.  he 
%ht  of  the  loCriarn,'"f.''°"i '■■'"•  ^"  ^''^  dull 
the  room  showed  a  iark  ^r  '■''^°°'  P"«"-"&  °f 
with  blood.     On  the  ml!  "1'°"  ^'  *H°"&h  stained 

half-emptied  glasses  and  b'Ttl  °'  ^  '^''"'"^  ^^'"^  the 
fusion  in  whifh  the"  h  d  be  TeftTfl  ''°"*  '"  '"^  '^°"- 
deep  into  the  polished  wood  ./  ,  ""''"^^  themselves 
of  stuffed  birds  was  a  subd'ed^  V  '°°"  °'  '""^  ^'^ 
coloured  Navajo  blanket  nv.r.t  """""'  '^^  ™«ny- 
Patch  of  brown  °^^'  '^^  '^""^'^  ^^med  a  mere 

^'--nceofaS-^SS^lr^-^: 
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still.  Only  on  the  cushions  of  the  chair  that  Annixter 
had  occupied,  the  cat,  Princess  Nathalie,  at  last  comfort- 
ably settled  in  her  accustomed  place,  dozed  complacently, 
her  paws  tucked  under  her  breast,  filling  the  deserted 
room  with  the  subdued  murmur  of  her  contented  purr. 


IV 

ma„  holding,  Vanamee  1,  f  ''''' "'  ^"""^  '^^  Oster- 
P'ough  to  ih  he  had  be  '"""""^  '"^  ''°"^^  t°  '^- 
a  stable-boy  from  the  divf        1"^"'''  '^°  ^''^^  before. 

Promptl/disi  g  d  frorthr"  'f ''"^  '•'"• 
raisers  after  the  lament.T  *''" -7?'°^  °f  the  sheep- 
Trestle,  Vanamee  had  ^Id'h'"^  '""^  Long 
ing  for  employment     The  ?.         ^"'^^  *°  "^'■'■^"'  ^^k- 
Je  ranches' wo'.k  ^as  bd„V  e^meT  tT" "''"^^  °"  ^" 
'he  ground  into  admirable  rnntlTr  ^^  '■^'"  ''^^  P"* 
Annixter,  Broderso"  a„  JSrm"  '?,7'°"^hi„g,  and 
at  work.    Thus   Van.rT    "'^^^lan  a"  had  their  gangs 
Los  MuertI  id,;,^^^T;;j-.;-tIy  tffin'd 

«ng  in  the  shade  ofThe  JSt  ''"'V'''  -"- 
house,  smoking  dozin.r  n,       •  ''""^■h°"se  and  eating- 
arms  dangling'^'   Z%oX7  ""u"^'^  ^^°"''  '^eh- 
Harran  were  waiting  i„'iftf;j°^  "'"^''  M^^"«  and 
-rived,  and  since  trn.:I:^J,:ZlTJ''  "°*  ^^* 
counted  upon  having  these  ifh^nH  ,      \°l^«^'-'«s  had 
no  provision  had  bef,  mal  for  t       "^  ^'J°''  '^''  ''"^. 
repair;  many  of  these  oTdnl^"'"^  '^^  °'<1  ''°^^  in 
and  out  of  order   some  had  h         T/'  "^^'^^='  ''^^'^^n, 
-id  definitely  wherthe  „ew  nio'"  l"'^'     ^'  ^°"'^  "°'  ^e 
-n  had  decided  to  wait  orwefk  7°"'' "■■"^-   """ 
«se  of  their  non-appearance  Tk     ^^"^  """^  "'^"'  '" 
fhe  old  stvle  of  ploS  frl     °   ^  ,^  ^consignment  of 
He  could  afford  foI!e  the  mo^     k""'  '"  ^°""-'"- 
afford  to  lose  the  season  ^  '''""  *''""  ^'  <=o"'d 
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Failing  of  work  on  Los  Muertos,  Vanamee  had  gone 
to  Quien  Sabe.  Annixter,  whom  he  had  spoken  to  first, 
had  sent  him  across  the  ranch  to  one  of  his  division 
superintendents,  and  this  latter,  after  assuring  himseh' 
of  Vanamee's  familiarity  with  horses  and  his  previous 
experience— even  though  somewhat  remote— on  Los 
Muertos,  had  taken  him  on  as  a  driver  of  one  of  the 
gang  ploughs,  then  at  work  on  his  division. 

The  evening  before,  when  the  foreman  had  blown  his 
whistle  at  six  o'clock,  the  long  line  of  ploughs  had  halted 
upon  the  instant,  and  the  drivers,  unharnessing  their 
teams,  had  taken  them  back  to  the  division  barns — leav- 
ing the  ploughs  as  they  were  in  the  furrows.  But  an  hour 
after  daylight  the  next  morning  the  work  was  resumed. 
After  breakfast,  Vanamee,  riding  one  horse  and  leading 
the  others,  had  returned  to  the  line  of  ploughs  together 
with  the  other  drivers.  Now  he  was  busy  harnessing 
the  team.  At  the  division  blacksmith  shop — tempora- 
rily put  up— he  had  been  obliged  to  wait  while  one  of  his 
lead  horses  was  shod,  and  he  had  thus  been  delayed  quite 
five  minutes.  Nearly  all  the  other  teams  were  har- 
nessed, the  drivers  on  their  seats,  waiting  for  the  fore- 
man's signal. 

"  All  ready  here?  "  inquired  the  foreman,  driving  up  to 
Vanamee's'  team  in  his  buggy. 

"  All  ready,  sir,"  answered  Vanamee,  buckling  the  last 
strap. 

He  climbed  to  his  seat,  shaking  out  the  reins,  and  turn- 
ing about,  looked  back  along  the  line,  then  all  around 
him  at  the  landscape  inundated  with  the  brilliant  glow  of 
the  early  morning. 

The  day  was  fine.  Since  the  first  rain  of  the  season, 
there  had  been  no  other.  Now  the  sky  was  without  a 
cloud,  pale  blue,  delicate,  luminous,  scintillating  with 
morning.    The  great  brown  earth  turned  a  huge  flank  to 
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It,  exhaling  the  moisture  of  the  early  dew     Th.  ,^ 

.ns.ste„t,  eager,  imperious.     Dimly  o"e  fel    the' h"^'' 
seated  trouble  of  the  earth    tf,<.  .       ^  *^®^P- 

so  that  whin  ;h..n?  "'  P'°"^''^  ''^'d  fi^«  shears, 

drcd  a„^  Lve  '  V  fi  '  r""'"^  ^"^  ■■" '"°''°"'  «"«  hf  „- 
instant  ir  7:  '  ^""""^^  ^"^*=  ""^^e  at  the  same 
■nstant.    At  a  distance,  the  ploughs  resembled  a  ^reat 
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column  of  field  artillery.  Each  driver  was  in  his  place, 
his  glance  alternating  between  his  horses  and  the  fore- 
man nearest  at  hand.  Other  foremen,  in  their  buggies 
or  buckboards,  were  at  intervals  along  the  line,  like 
battery  lieutenants.  Annixter  himself,  on  horseback,  in 
boots  and  campaign  hat,  a  cigar  in  his  teeth,  overlooked 
the  scene. 

The  division  superintendent,  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  line,  galloped  past  to  a  position  at  the  head.  For  a 
long  moment  there  was  a  silence.  A  sense  of  prepared- 
ness ran  from  end  to  end  of  the  column.  All  things  were 
ready,  each  man  in  his  place.  The  day's  work  was  about 
to  begin. 

Suddenly,  from  a  distance  at  the  head  of  the  line  came 
the  shrill  trilling  of  a  whistle.  ,  At  once  the  foreman  near- 
est Vanamee  repeated  it,  at  the  same  time  turning  down 
the  line,  and  waving  one  arm.  The  signal  was  repeated, 
whistle  answering  whistle,  till  the  sounds  lost  themselves 
in  the  distance.  At  once  the  line  of  ploughs  lost  its  im- 
mobility, moving  forward,  getting  slowly  under  way,  the 
horses  straining  in  the  traces.  A  prolonged  movement 
rippled  from  team  to  team,  disengaging  in  its  passage  a 
multitude  of  sounds— the  click  of  buckles,  the  creak  of 
straining  leather,  the  subdued  clash  of  machinery,  the 
cracking  of  whips,  the  deep  breathing  of  nearly  four  hun- 
dred horses,  the  abrupt  commands  and  cries  of  the  driv- 
ers, and,  last  of  all,  the  prolonged,  soothing  murmur  of 
the  thick  brown  earth  turning  steadily  from  the  multi- 
tude of  advancing  shears. 

The  ploughing  thus  commenced,  continued.  The  sun 
rose  higher.  Steadily  the  hundred  iron  hands  kneaded 
and  furrowed  and  stroked  the  brown,  humid  earth,  the 
hundred  iron  teeth  bit  deep  into  the  Titan's  flesh. 
Perched  on  his  seat,  the  moist  living  reins  slipping  and 
tugging  in  his  hands,  Vanamee,  in  the  midst  of  this 
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steady  confusion  of  constantiv  v=.,  • 
interrupted  by  sound  sou  ,d  Snll  """^l""'"*'""'  ''^^^ 
swaying,  vibrating  ta^i^^^"^  ^'"'  ''^^''  °n  'his 
thrill  of  the  earth^nsedtn"'"^,^'"'  '^'  P'-°'°"g<=d 
in  a  sense.  hypno;ised  bv  th'  '"'  "'  ^'^'^'"^  ""-bness. 
which  he  fo/:fd  hii  Uol^T'Sr"  H-  *''"^^  '" 
an  even,  regular  pait    m,    V  "P  ^is  team  at 

to  run  his  fifrrows  r  lloT  "^  '^"^  P'-"'^^  '"'^--val, 

-de  by  the  P^ugrin  f  'nt-t'hi^f '^.^  ''"^  ^'^^^^>' 
the  entire  sum  of  his  dut  es  B„  v,  '  '"°"''"'  ^^^ 
brain,  alert  and  watchful  fn  u  ^'''  °"'  P^^'  °f  his 
ters,  all  the  greater  par  wlH  ,,'?""'""  °f  "''^^^  ""^t- 
iong  monotfny  of  the  alTal         '  '"'  ^'"P^*^^*^  "'"'  'he 

va^t^ii^^CIlt/^lSj^-opedhimina 
was  the  jarring   iokinJ  ^     V*'""^'-     Underneath  him 
was  turn  d,  nof an  Sac     ^    ^"^  "''''"^'  "°'  ^  "^'"d 
receive  the  swit  "mnrf       ""=°""t"ed,  that  he  did  not 
'he  very  fric^on  oftZT  °'  ''  ""■°"^''  ^"  his  body, 
;rom  th^  shi^rsurtfof'^shellf  "^'""-^-'^ 
duce  itself  in  his  finger-tins  Lh    1    '      T^'^  '°  '"P'°- 
head.     He  heard  the  hor  e  ho^f,  h    ?f  "^^  ''^"^'^  °f  ^'^ 
inR  down  easily,  deeply   ,nto  1     !  *''"  '"^"'"'^^  ""^h- 
chnking  of  trace  ch^n^'  T    ^  '°^"''  *''^  Prolonged 
brown  fanksiXha^'ss^h  "r'""^  °^  '""^  ^-°o'h 
the  champing  of  b^  tt'  tk  ^ft °' T'^" ''^'"^^• 
pebbles,  the  brittle  stubbt  nf  VT  "  '''°"  ^^^'n^' 

'in.  and  snappin/af  h  '  u  ott  \ZT,  T" "'  ^^^'='^- 
^teady  breaths  wrenched  from^li  ^^l  *''^  sonorous, 
strap-bound,  shining  wki:™!'';  anT'  f  T""^  "''''''' 
'he  voices  of  the  men  trikwTr.l'  u  '"  "'""^^  '^'  ""« 
there  were  visio^roft  n!  ^ ''°''"^-  Everywhere 
heaving,  swollen  ^"h  S,!  fe-T  '"'^'  ^*^^'"'"^- 
specks  of  froth,  broad    cuf .h      .  u''  '"""^''^^d  ^'^h 

h-wn  loam.  m'enWace:^;  'S    a^^bl'"^^  ^'"^ 
9  "  *"'"  'an.  blue  overalls 
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spotted  with  axle-grease;  muscled  hands,  the  knuckles 
whitened  in  their  grip  on  the  reins,  and  through  it  all 
the  ammoniacal  smell  of  the  horses,  the  bitter  reek  of 
perspiration  of  beasts  and  men,  the  aroma  of  warm 
leather,  the  scent  of  dead  stubble— and  stronger  and 
more  penetrating  than  everything  else,  the  heavy,  ener- 
vating odour  of  the  upturned,  living  earth. 

At  intervals,  from  the  tops  of  one  of  the  rare,  low 
swells  of  the  land,  Vanamee  overlooked  a  wider  horizon. 
On  the  other  divisions  of  Quien  Sabe  the  same  work  was 
in  progress.  Occasionally  he  could  see  another  column 
of  ploughs  in  the  adjoining  division— sometimes  so  close 
at  hand  that  the  subdued  murmur  of  its  movements 
reached  his  ear;  sometimes  so  distant  that  it  resolved  it- 
self into  a  long,  brown  sti;eak  upon  the  grey  of  the 
ground.  Farther  off  to  the  west  on  the  Osterman  ranch 
other  columns  came  and  went,  and,  once,  from  the  crest 
of  the  highest  swell  on  his  division,  Vanamee  caught  a 
distant  glimpse  of  the  Broderson  ranch.  There,  too, 
moving  specks  indicated  that  the  ploughing  was  under 
way.  And  farther  away  still,  far  off  there  beyond  the 
fine  line  of  the  horizons,  over  the  curve  of  the  globe,  the 
shoulder  of  the  earth,  he  knew  were  other  ranches,'and 
beyond  these  others,  and  beyond  these  still  others,  the 
immensities  multiplying  to  infinity. 

Everywhere  throughout  the  great  San  Joaquin,  unseen 
and  unheard,  a  thousand  ploughs  up-stirred  the  land, 
tens  of  thousands  of  shears  clutched  deep  into  the  warm, 
moist  soil. 

It  was  the  long  stroking  caress,  vigorous,  male, 
powerful,  for  which  the  Earth  seemed  panting.  The 
heroic  embrace  of  a  multitude  of  iron  hands,  gripping 
deep  into  the  brown,  warm  flesh  of  the  land  that  quivered 
responsive  and  passionate  under  this  rude  advance,  so 
robust  as  to  be  almost  an  assault,  so  violent  as  to  be 
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gan,  the  vast  pr-nal  passt '  'uT'"^  °^  '^'  "T''""  «>»- 
elemental  Male  7„d  KC"'  j!. '7.  ^-'^-'orces,  the 
brace,  at  grapples  i„  the  th^el  oTaVinfi  '°'r'  *"" 
once  terrible  and  divine  kno!^L  ,  "''"'  '  ''**'^«'  «' 
age,  natural,  sublime     '  ^  "°  '"*'  ""'*'»«>d.  sav- 

JeTolT°  SaV  fr?rf '"  "*'''=''  ^  --«  worked 
horses  came  to  a  standsUll  th?"  °'  °^"^"'--  ^^e 
work  lapsed  away  Then  th  "^^^  ''"'"°"^  °f  the 
whole  work  hung  suspLded  Al^r'^H  T'^''  '^^ 
one  demanded  what  had  happenCJ  "P/"d  ^own  the  line 
■ntendent  galloped  past,  peSd  J„^? '''^■^'O"  «"Per- 
the  moment,  one  of  the  oloZlTj  ^"'"°"'-    ^°'- 

had  slipped,  a  lever  refuslH!  "^  °"'  °^  °"^'''  => ''°" 

become 'immobilLednSvygru^;^  ^  "l^"'""''  "^^ 
lamed  himself.  Once  e ven  t n  ^  '  °'  ^  ''°""  ''^^ 
plough  was  taken  outV.h'r^''''  "°°"'  ="  «"'ire 
messenger  had  lo  be  sem  to  "eV-  '"'  ?'  ^'^^'-  ^''^^  » 
mon  the  machinist.  ''''""°"  ^°'S^  ^°  sum- 

Annixter  had  disappeared  He  h=.M  •  >j  , 
on  to  the  other  divisions  of  his  ranch  to  '"'rj'"''^^' 
■n  progress  there.  At  twelvl  o'h'I  ^'"'^  """  ^"^"^ 
orders,  all  the  division  sunerir  h  '  ^''°''''"^  *°  ^is 
in  communication  i"  S^b^rarofT tT'^^ 
wires  that  connected  each  of  thlT^  !  ^  telephone 
ing  the  condition  of  the  work  the  1'"°^  '^°"^"'  '^P^^*" 
ered,  the  prospects  of  erh  nl  u  '"''""  "' '»""  <=ov- 
averageof  tweS?mnes         '^'°"^'  *"^"^'"^  ''^  daily 

ers'ltttr,S7;  TheTS  th'  *'?^  ^"*  ^^  ^''^  ''">- 
been  distributed"  o    hem  th.  '•*'"  ^"'=''^*^  ^^^i"? 

But  in  the  evenine  the  roll"    ""TT^  ''^'''  ^^^^l^f^^t 

repeated,  and  Va^k^^  unt'       ''*=  P*"^^''""^  ''^^  ^^ 
a  vanamee,  unharnessmg  his  team,  riding 
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one  horse  and  leading  the  others,  returned  to  the  division 
barns  and  bunk-house. 

It  was  between  six  and  seven  o'clock.  The  half  hun- 
dred men  of  the  gang  threw  then  selves  upon  the  supper 
the  Chinese  cooks  had  set  out  in  the  shed  of  the  eating- 
house,  long  as  a  bowling  alley,  unpainted  crude,  the 
seats  benches,  the  table  covered  with  oil  cloth.  Over- 
head a  half-dozen  kerosene  lamps  flared  and  smoked 

The  table  was  taken  as  if  by  assault;  the  clatter  of  iron 
knives  upon  the  tin  plates  was  us  the  reverberation  of 
had  upon  a  metal  roof.     The  ploughmen  rinsed  their 
throats  with  great  draughts  of  wine.  and.  their  elbows 
wide,  their  foreheads  flushed,  resumed  the  attack  upon 
the  beef  and  bread,  eating  as  though  they  would  never 
have  enough.     All  up  and  down  the  long  table,  where 
the  kerosene  lamps  reflected  themselves  deep  in  the  oil- 
cloth cover,  one  heard  the  incessan*  sounds  of  mastica- 
tion, and  saw  the  uninterrupted  movement  of  great  jaws     , 
At  every  moment  one  or  another  of  the  men  demanded 
a  fresh  portion  of  beef,  another  pint  of  wine,  another 
half-loaf  of  bread.     For  upwards  of  an  hour  the  gang 
ate.     It  was  no  longer  a  supper.     It  was  a  veritable 
barbecue,   a   crude   and   primitive    feasting,    barbaric 
homeric.  ' 

But  in  all  this  scene  Vanamee  saw  nothing  repulsive 
Presley  would  have  abhorred  it— this  feeding  of  the 
People,  this  gorging  of  the  human  animal,  eager  for  its 
meat.  Vanampe,  simple,  uncomplicated,  living  so  close 
to  nature  and  the  rudim^tary  life,  understood  its  sig- 
nificance. He  knew  very  well  that  within  a  short  half- 
hour  after  this  meal  the  men  would  throw  themselves 
down  in  their  bunks  to  sleep  without  moving,  inert  and 
stupefied  with  fatigue,  till  the  morning.  Work,  food 
and  sleep,  all  life  reduced  to  its  bare  essentials,  uncom- 
plex,  honest,  healthy.     They  were  strong,  these  men, 
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smoke.    On  a  corner  ofTh.H-  *^''"'  '°*'"'=~ 

of  poker  was  be^J  OnToiZT°°'"  ''"''  '  ^*'"' 
•luced  an  accord^n    ,  *  ''"^"'''  *  Swede,  pro- 

house  listened  :.thahe°"^°"  "'  ^"^^^  °'  ^"^  ^''"'- 
'an.h.e..  .o  tJ;  aTnoi;:S%f;S^S,;;of  fh^"^  °' 
Bt't  soon  the  men  began  to  ti.rnTn  ,  u     *  ^''"S^- 

selves  at  full  length  on  the  hor  ^M  u  '''"'<='""?  'hem- 
b'mks.  The  soimds  nf.,  u  ""''**'  '"  *''«=  '"''•^klike 
-■>y.  lights  were  put  ^ut   a'nd  h7"""?  '""^'''*''  ^»-^- 

fine^Ta^mTt  e^Tkriiiri"^"  ^•^''^  ^"^  --^ht  was 
by  there  w;uld  be  a  moot^ir  T.'^  ^'"''^''»-  %  and 
twilight,  a  faint  puff  ^  hr^'  ^'  ''"'  ^**<^''  """  the 
From  all  aroTnd  "he  heavv?  T'-'"''  °"'  °'  "'^  ''°"th. 
t-rned  earth  exhiw  rS^.^Tn^^Sf  71"  °'''' "^^- 
a  while,  when  the  moon  came  uThe  .  m  "'"•  ^''" 
brown  breast  of  the  earth.  f '  °"''^  "^'^  ">«  vast 
•ant  objects  came  into  vi""  VT"' *'  ""^^  '"^'  ''- 
Hooven's  ranch  house  near  Th.  *^^"'  "^"^  ''^'  a* 

Muertos,  the  skeleton  wu.         "-"^atrng  ditch  on  Los 

nixter-s  uZlrtnTi^T"'"  f  ^'^  "'"'''""'  «"  An- 
^on  Creek  cIoleTotheXT  trJ'lTd  1 'Tf'";?''^^- 

=iSt^s:r^---"a:rr^tS: 
^^"r^di:Si..!srLi;-it^--'^ 

-aininghise.es,peeSn„tl:S^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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V«namee  fancied  he  could  almost  see  the  line  of  vener- 
able pear  trees  in  whose  shadow  she  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  wait  for  him.    On  many  such  a  night  as  this 
he  had  crossed  the  ranches  to  find  her  there.    His  mind 
went  back  to  that  wonderful  time  of  his  life  sixteen 
years  before  this,  when  Angile  was  alive,  when  they  two 
were  mvolved  in  the  sweet  intricacies  of  a  love  so  fine, 
so  t>ure,  so  marvellous  that  it  seemed  to  them  a  miracle, 
a  manifestation,  a  thing  veritably  divine,  put  into  the  life 
of  them  and  the  hearts  of  them  by  God  Himself.    To 
that  they  had  been  born.    For  this  love's  sake  they  had 
come  into  the  world,  and  the  mingling  of  their  lives  was 
to  be  the  Perfect  Life,  the  intended,  ordained  union  of 
the  soul  of  man  with  the  soul  of  woman,  indissoluble, 
harmonious  as  music,  beautiful  beyond  all  thought,  a 
foretaste  of  Heaven,  a  hostage  of  immortality. 

No,  he,  Vanamee,  could  never,  never  forget;  never  was 
the  edge  of  his  grief  to  lose  its  sharpness;  never  would 
the  lapse  of  time  blunt  the  tooth  of  his  pain.    Once 
more,  as  he  sat  there,  looking  ofT  across  the  ranches,  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  ancient  campanile  of  the  Mission 
church,  the  anguish  that  would  not  die  leaped  at  his 
throat,  tearing  at  his  heart,  shaking  him  and  rending 
him  with  a  violence  as  fierce  and  as  profound  as  if  it  all  ' 
had  been  but  yesterday.    The  ache  returned  to  his  heart 
a  physical  keen  pain;  his  hands  gripped  tight  together' 
twisting,  interlocked,  his  eyes  filled  with  tears,  his  whole 
body  shaken  and  riven  from  head  to  heel. 

He  had  lost  her.  God  had  not  meant  it,  after  all  The 
whole  matter  had  been  a  mistake.  That  vast,  wonderful 
love  that  had  come  upon  them  had  been  only  the  flimsiest 
mockery.  Abruptly  Vanamee  rose.  He  knew  the  night 
that  was  before  him.  At  intervals  throughout  the  course 
of  his  prolonged  wanderings,  in  the  desert,  on  the  mesa, 
deep  in  the  canon,  lost  and  forgotten  on  the  flanks  of 


A  Story  of  California 


»35 
unnamed  mountains,  alone  under  the  stars  anH      a 
the  moon's  white  eve    the.,  i,  "**  ""''*'■ 

.rief  recoiling  upon'h'im  Se  the"  'T/°  '"'"•  "'» 
terrible  engine  Then  h  "•*;««"  »'  a  vast  and 
wrestling  w^ith  his  sorr':  ""wff*"  ^"'.""^  "*»". 

:rtas---'--"-^"^s 

ries,  his  imagination  ffsauh '5  .5  ■  °''"  ^'"'  '"^'"«- 
happiness.  If  thisTro'  L  „f  ""°"'  °'  "  ^^"'^"ed 
again  that  night,  there  "a  but  """7  "'^  *°  ''"'^"  ^'"' 
He  would  go  to  the  Mission  I  '  ^ ^^  '°'  ''''"  '«  '•«^- 
"•a;  he  would  pa  s  th?n  STn  :h"°:"'  "^  ^^"^^^  •^- 
a.ed  pear  tree^  <„  .^  ^  ^  ^^^^^-P  shadow  of  the 

an  alS'ler  Wn^r  ff  ^'  '"■^"^''"'  "'^  '^  ^^ 
Mission  church  n  abo "t  J-l^  ^\  '''  '°-"d  the 
crossed  the  road  that  leH  u       "•"  '"   "'^^•^hed   and 

toward  the  Seed  ra„  h  'nd""  nT'  ''■°'"  Guadalajara 
liroderson  Creek  where  it  «  " ''"'\f"ther  on,  forded 
Mission  land  H^  cHmh  T.uT^^  °"'  '^°'-""  °f  'he 
breath  from  his  Ss^wa,';. '"' r''  ''^"^'''  °"»  °f 
of  the  Mission  itseW  ^'  """^  °^  *'"=  colonnade 

.oi::rSis':rar„jhrSntre"°'  ^--^^^^  "■•'--" 

Aytime  visit  with  Pr  fley  h^  had  T'^T  ""''^ ''"^ 
before  the  twilight  had  seHn  not  H  T'^  ^^"^  ^^'=" 

to  face  the  crowdinrohl.n  u"*""^  ^°'"  "'^  '"«'"«"* 
fiiled  the  Mission  gfrSerS  il '%'''  r^"^''°" 
the  place  had  seeme^d  s'^nge ^  him  No  '.  ^'^"^''*' 
ciations  with  the  old  h„iM  ^™"    ^°"*  °^  ""^  asso- 

[Hose  Of  sunlit;:  aid  b  g  t-s  Whe"„r"t^-  ^"^ 
'ong  sojourns  in  the  wilderness  of  tl^r  1'''  ^"""^  ^' 
-edupthepictureinth/^ZrSilt^SX;;: 
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appeared  to  him  in  the  dim  mystery  of  moonless  nights, 
the  venerable  pear  trees  black  with  shadow,  the  fountain 
a  thing  to  be  heard  rather  than  seen. 

But  as  yet  he  had  not  entered  the  garden.  That  lay 
on  the  other  side  of  the  Mission.  Vanamee  passed  down 
the  colonnade,  with  its  uneven  pavement  of  worn  red 
bricks,  to  the  last  door  by  the  belfry  tower,  and  rang  the 
little  bell  '  J  pulling  the  leather  thong  that  hung  from  a 
hole  m  the  door  above  the  knob. 

But  the  maid-servant,  who,  after  a  long  interval, 
opened  the  door,  blinking  and  confused  at  being  roused 
from  her  sleep,  told  Vanamee  that  Sarria  was  not  in  his 
room.  Vanamee,  however,  was  known  to  her  as  the 
priest's  protege  and  great  friend,  and  she  allowed  him  to 
enter,  telling  him  that,  no  doubt,  he  would  find  Sarria  in 
the  church  itself.  The  servant  led  the  way  down  the  cool 
adobe  passage  to  a  larger  room  that  occupied  the  entire 
width  of  the  bottom  of  the  belfry  tower,  and  whence  a 
flight  of  aged  steps  led  upward  into  the  dark.  At  the 
foot  of  the  stairs  was  a  door  opening  into  the  church. 
The  servant  admitted  Vanamee,  closing  the  door  behind 
her. 

The  interior  of  the  Mission,  a  great  oblong  of  white- 
washed adobe  with  a  fiat  ceiling,  was  lighted  dimly  by 
the  sanctuary  lamp  that  hung  from  three  long  chains 
just  over  the  chancel  rail  at  the  far  end  of  the  church,  and 
by  two  or  three  cheap  kerosene  lamps  in  brackets  of  imi- 
tation bronze.    All  around  the  walls  was  the  inevitable 
series  of  pictures  representing  the  Stations  of  the  Cross. 
They  were  of  a  hideous  crudity  of  design  and  composi- 
tion, yet  were  wrought  out  with  an  innocent,  unquestion- 
ing sincerity  that  was  not  without  its  charm.     Each  pic- 
ture framed  alike  in  gilt,  bore  its  suitable  inscription  in 
staring  black  letters.      "  Simon.  The  Cyrenean,  Helps 
Jesus  to  Carry  His  Cross."    "  Saint  Veronica  Wipes  the 
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began,  coanAikh^JiJrbSllT  t"?  ""^  P«*^ 
years  of  friction,  each  with  it,  rf  ..'"''  '^'''^S  from 

built  out  fron,  tie  waU  wt     he      I  ""^"^  °'''  '^'"'-  »«d 

gilt  ^ounding-boarraboT^it  L'e  th  •  "  ''i'''  '""'^"'^^ 
great  hat-box.  Between  thV^'  '"^''^'^  "=°v"  of  a 

vern,iIion  of  a  stri^o  inta^n!''"  '^' ->«'  '"e  violent 

Farther  on  were  the  steis^theX  ZT"  '!"'  '''■ 
worm-riddled  oak,  the  hi^h  lu  ^"^'^' *''«  "^^ancel  rail  of 

the  bargain  count  r  of  a  t„  Sn""'  ''^  "^^"^  ^'^^ 
sive  silver  candlesticks  eachl?'°  ''°'^'  *''•=  ">»"- 
"ft.  the  gift  of  a  dead  Spanth  n^"'^  ''  T  '"*"  «=°»'d 
tares  of  the  chancel,  the  vT'„''^r"'  ^"'''  >-*,  the  pic- 
agony  on  the  cross  and  s/  r  ^  ^  ^'°''y'  *  Christ  in 
-int  of  the  MissTo^  the  San^'r  "p  ^''"''''  *"*>  P^'^on 
days,  a  gaunt  grey^re  L  i  "  ^""''**"'  "^  '^e  early 
in  the  gesture  of  beSSion  '  '*°  ^"^"'  "P^«'«d 

witl'le'LfsweyiremT  tT'^""  '^"'^-  -'^  "^y 
of  a  vault-likeSneTs  a^dth?  ',""""  ^'"°''^-  ^^  -« 
hind  Vana.ee  reSchTedi'^o  ^rT^  ^'^  '°°'  •'^- 
Pro^onged  reverberation  of  thunder  °"'''"  *'"'  * 

ing  about  into  the  chaceL  o^  r^^?  °^  '^^  '''^'«'  '^^l^- 
B«t  the  building  wa  'd  e^d  ''Thf '^f*'^-''^'''^^'- 
'here  recently,  nevertheless  for  thi  I ''"f*  ^"'^  ^^«" 
■n  disarray,  as  though  he  L  k  '"  '""''"^«  ^as 

nioment  before.    On  both  sWe/T  ^ '^"'^"^  "  t*"'  '^ 
way  up  their  length  the  waJ,  ^'  "'''"■*=''  ^"'l  ^alf- 

-ays.  in  which  t;el"S'7^'-^r''^--'d  by  low  arch- 
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patch  of  vegetables — beets,  radishes,  and  lettuce — to  the 
rear  of  the  building  that  had  once  contained  the  cloisters, 
and  through  an  open  window  saw  Father  Sarria  dili- 
gently polishing  the  silver  crucifix  that  usually  stood  on 
the  high  altar.  Vanamee  did  not  call  to  the  priest.  Put- 
ting a  finger  to  either  temple,  he  fixed  his  eyes  steadily 
upon  him  for  a  moment  as  he  moved  about  at  his  work. 
In  a  few  seconds  he  closed  his  eyes,  but  only  part  way. 
The  pupils  contracted ;  his  forehead  lowered  to  an  ex- 
pression of  poignant  intensity.  Soon  afterward  he  saw 
the  priest  pause  abruptly  in  the  act  of  drawing  the  cover 
over  the  crucifix,  looking  about  him  from  side  to  side. 
He  turned  again  to  his  work,  and  again  came  to  a  stop, 
perplexed,  curious.  With  uncertain  steps,  and  evidently 
wondering  why  he  did  so,  he  came  to  the  door  of  the 
room  and  opened  it,  looking  out  into  the  night.  Van- 
amee, hidden  in  the  deep  shadow  of  the  archway,  did  not 
move,  but  his  eyes  closed,  and  the  intense  expression 
deepened  on  his  face.  The  priest  hesitated,  moved  for- 
ward a  step,  turned  back,  paused  again,  then  came 
straight  across  the  garden  patch,  bru.-.quely  colliding 
with  Vanamee,  still  motionless  in  the  re<:ess  of  the  arch- 
way. 

Sarria  gave  a  great  start,  catching  his  breath. 

"  Oh — oh,  it's  you.  Was  it  you  I  heard  calling?  No, 
1  could  not  have  heard — I  remember  now.  What  a 
strange  power !  I  am  not  sure  that  it  is  right  to  do  this 
thing,  Vanamee.  I — I  had  to  come.  I  do  not  know  why. 
It  is  a  great  force — a  power — I  don't  like  it.  Vanamee, 
sometimes  it  frightens  me." 

Vanamee  put  his  chin  in  the  air. 

"  If  I  had  wanted  to,  sir,  I  could  have  made  you  come 
to  me  from  back  there  in  the  Quien  Sabe  ranch." 

The  priest  shook  his  head. 

"  It  troubles  me,"  he  said,  "  to  think  that  my  own  will 
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Suppose  I  had  been  asle'^now,  •'  '"''  "°"'^''  ''• 

It  would  have  been  all  the  ea,mr» 
amee.  "  I  understand  as  little  of  ttf?.-  ^"'^""'^  ^^"- 
I  think  if  you  had  been  a  lee V  vn  "^'  ^'  y°"-  ^ut 

would  have  been  so  much  the  'or^  ''T'  °'  ''''''"""'^ 

"PerhapsIshouldnotitverkeTSha"  r   . 
have  come  to  you  in  my  sleep  "  ^^  ^  '''°"''' 

"  Perhaps." 

Sarria  crossed  himself     "  r*  • 
"No;  I  do  not  iCtuJiir^Y  '^  ''^^"^^^• 
on  Vanamee-s  shoulder.  "don'ti^aT^e^H  T  ''^  "^"'^ 
promise.     See,"  he  held  ouV^tZ   l^' """^  ^^^'^ ' 
tremble.     There    w«  .  ^'"''     ^  am  all  of  a 

'or  me  a  moment."  j  C' oTt  °'  "  ^"''•-  ^^'^ 
place,  and  a  fresh  altar  cloth  ^P"*  *''^  "°««  i"  its 
morrow  is  the  ie^stotrtHo^^r  ''"  '  ^"^  '°"^-  ^O" 
ing  against  it.  The  nijht  is  fine  w"'  'n'  '  *""  ^^^P^^" 
in  the  cloister  garden  "  ^^  '^'"  ''"°''«  ^  ^igar 

the'x^r  rh?c  wH  •'^^^^'^  °"  °^  '"^  <^-  - 

>djustingasilkskullcapo?h.-^r'"'  '''  P"'P'*'  Sarria 
his  cassock  now,  and  was  far  "I°"!r ?^'''-  "^  --<^ 
Pearance  than  when'Cm LTnd  ^st  had"^"  \^P- 
on  a  former  occasion.  Presley  had  seen  him 

They  were  nbw  in  the  cloister  garden     Th»    . 
charmmg.    Evervwhf>r^  „^        ^  garaen.    The  place  was 

nolia  trees.    aTI^ZL^         '"^^'  ^'P^'*"^  -"d  mag- 

'^ellis  in  one  aS  oTth    """"u  ""'"""^  °'d'  occupied  a 

;  garden  on  two  Ses  IZ^T't  ^~ded  the 
^""'ch  itself,  while  the  fomh  '  *'"'"'*  ^'"^^  ^««  the 
m,mbled  away,  its  site  mlrJ  7'  ?'"'  *''^  ^='"  having 

,^-t    pear    tr;es    ^  Lretfn  Th' '-\^  "^  ^^ -^''^ 
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the  pear  trees,  in  the  south  wall  of  the  garden,  was  a 
round,  arched  portal,  whose  gate  giving  upon  the  espla- 
nade in  front  of  the  Mission  was  always  closed.  Small 
gravelled  walks,  well  kept,  bordered  with  mignonette, 
twisted  about  among  the  flower  beds,  and  underneath 
the  magnolia  trees.  In  the  centre  was  a  little  fountain 
in  a  stone  basin  green  with  moss,  while  just  beyond, 
between  the  fountain  and  the  pear  trees,  stood  what  was 
left  of  a  sun  dial,  the  bronze  gnomon,  green  with  the 
beatings  of  the  weather,  the  figures  on  the  half-circle 
of  the  dial  worn  away,  illegible. 

But  on  the  other  side  of  the  fountain,  and  directly  op- 
posite the  door  of  the  Mission,  ranged  against  the  wall, 
were  nine  graves — three  with  headstones,  the  rest  with 
slabs.  Two  of  Sarria's  predecessors  were  buried  here; 
three  of  the  graves- were  those  of  Mission  Indians.  One 
was  thought  to  contain  a  former  alcalde  of  Guadalajara ; 
two  more  held  the  bodies  of  De  La  Cuesta  and  his  young 
wife  (taking  with  her  to  the  g^ave  the  illusion  of  her 
husband's  love),  and  the  last  one,  the  ninth,  at  the  end  of 
the  line,  nearest  the  pear  trees,  was  marked  by  a  little 
headstone,  the  smallest  of  any,  on  which,  together  with 
the  proper  dates— only  sixteen  years  apart — ^was  cut  the 
name  "Ang^le  Varian." 

But  the  quiet,  the  repose,  the  isolation  of  the  little 
cloister  garden  was  infinitely  delicious.  It  was  a  tiny 
corner  of  the  great  valley  that  stretched  in  all  directions 
around  it — shut  oflf,  discreet,  romantic,  a  garden  of 
dreams,  of  enchantments,  of  illusions.  Outside  there, 
far  ofT,  the  great  g^im  world  went  clashing  through  its 
grooves,  but  in  here  never  an  echo  of  the  grinding  of  its 
wheels  entered  to  jar  upon  the  subdued  modulation  of 
the  fountain's  uninterrupted  murmur. 

Sarria  ai!d  Vanamee  found  their  way  to  a  stone  bench 
against  the  side  wall  of  the  Mission,  near  the  door  from 
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Mexican  fashion  ^         smoking  cigarettes  in 

.u«\t7;;t^'"T;::toon  w  ^"' ""-  "-■^'''-  ^'  ^-^ 

no  wind,  no  sound  TS^TnsiZtT'"^  "P;  ^''''^  -- 
seemed  only  as  the  svmhnlMu  "^'"^^  °' *''"=  ^"""t^i" 
thing  that  L  undtrditt tanT'"5  °^  ''•"«=•  "^ 
prolonged.  At  long  intervals  a  f!  ^'k'''' '""^'"""*' 
more  than  a  breath.'^FouTdTs  ^av  T.u''"'!  ''''"^y 
the  enclosing  walls    :.T         Y     '°  '''^  ^^^''^en  over 

everywhere  L^ciZZZ,  "j""''  ^P'-'^'''''"^ 
blossoms,  of  mignonette  of  S,  "f """^  °'  """^^'i- 
^^eenlifeS.,:---^^^^^^^^^ 

.oo^ort^xttXrrr;^^^^^^^^^ 

at  hand,  a  little  valley  larbetwee  '  tL  v  ?"''•    ^^°'^ 
which  the  Mission  was  bufltanTfi?  ,        f*"  ^"""'l  °° 
beyond  Broderson  Creek  o^  the  O         c^  '°^  """^  ^'"^^ 
*as  the  Seed  ranch   whlh  A   ^P"""  ^^''^-    I"  "-'•e 
vated,  a  unique  S  ^'^mfSe^r^':  't'  •="'"" 
acres,  planter-  'hick  with  ro  es  v  o  ets  1«  ef  7  ,""'"' 
carnations,  tube-roses  nr.,>„j..  T  •    '      "'  *"''P^'  ""'s. 
and  description  oSerfiv  'h     rT"^"  '"^""- 
solid,  thick,  exuberant   b, 'J         if  ^""^  "^  ^hem, 
ing  th.ir  se'ed  orJCiollZS^:^u'''T  "'"'  '^- 
*e  United  States     Thif  h/A  °^''"'' ^"  "^e"" 

Angele's  parents-^isTng  flower  rr  t^  ^"?°"  °^ 
over  the  country  the  Sefd  ranrT         ,  '^'='''-    A" 

«asarid,almo-,tVbu  ISf'ff,     °^"-    """^  '' 
"iddle  of  summer,  the  sig^  of  th.     ^  r!''  '''^"'^  *''^ 
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catch  the  scent  of  this  valley  of  flowers,  this  chaos  of 
perfume. 

And  into  this  life  of  flowers,  this  world  of  colour,  this 
atmosphere  oppressive  and  clogged  and  cloyed  and  thick- 
ened with  sweet  odour,  Angele  had  been  born.  There 
she  had  lived  her  sixteen  years.  There  she  had  died.  It 
was  not  surprising  that  Vanamee,  with  his  intense,  deli- 
cate sensitiveness  to  beauty,  his  almost  abnormal  ca- 
pacity for  great  happiness,  had  been  drawn  to  her,  had 
loved  her  so  deeply. 

She  came  to  him  from  out  of  the  flowers,  the  smell  of 
the  roses  in  her  hair  of  gold,  that  hung  in  two  straight 
plaits  on  either  side  of  her  face;  the  reflection  of  the  vio- 
lets in  the  profound  dark  blue  of  her  eyes,  perplexing, 
heavy-lidded,  almond-shaped,  oriental;  the  aroma  and 
the  imperial  red  of  the  carnations  in  her  lips,  with  their 
almost  Egyptian  fulness;  the  whiteness  of  the  lilies,  the 
perfume  of  the  lilies,  and  the  lilies'  slender  balancing 
grace  in  her  neck.  Her  hands  disengaged  the  odour  of 
the  heliotropes.  The  folds  of  her  dress  gave  oflf  the 
enervating  scent  of  poppies.  Her  feet  were  redolent  of 
hyacinths. 

For  a  long  time  after  sitting  down  upon  the  bench, 
neither  the  priest  nor  Vanamee  spoke.  But  after  a 
while  Sarria  took  his  cigar  from  his  lips,  saying: 

"  How  still  it  is !  This  is  a  beautiful  old  garden,  peace- 
ful, very  quiet.  Some  day  I  shall  be  buried  here.  I  like 
to  remember  that;  and  you,  too,  Vanamee." 

"  Quien  sabe?  " 

"  Yes,  you,  too.  Where  else?  No,  it  is  better  here, 
yonder,  by  the  side  of  the  litle  gp'rl." 

"  I  am  not  able  to  look  forward  yet,  sir.  The  things 
that  are  to  be  are  somehow  nothing  to  me  at  all.  For 
me  they  amount  to  nothing." 

"  They  amount  to  everything,  my  boy." 
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k«.w/- he  exclai.L  with  a  sudden!  ""'  T  '^""'^ 
can  understand.  WhaT  s  it  to  1  ^°^"'"'="''  "«  one 
sometime  after  I  ThSl  1  /  '"'''"  ^°"  *«="  •"*>  'hat 
place  you  caU  Heat "  iJ^'  ^°'?^^''-^.  >«  a  vague 
think  that  the  Sea  of  ihl         "'  ^^  ^^^'"-     ^o  you 

easier  to  be^rf  ^[rl^VTu  "^^^  ""^  °"^'^  -"°- 
grief?"  ^''^  '*""'  th*  edge  from  any  one's 

"  But  yon  believe  that " 

IblSJr"l^;?^'g::'-'-^^*''eother.  "Whatdo 
I  can  remember  what  2  ,L  uVi  °'  '  '"'"''  ''^"eve. 
she  will  be.  Hope  If  er  T\  ''"'  /  *=^"''°*  "^P'^  -^at 
versed.  When  I  trv  to  ll  t  '  °"'-''  '""'"^^y  ^"n  re- 
you  caU  .Sn  Heaven    L'rr''''"'^-^''^*ever 

place  of  your^;  wSr  -^iree'tr^Ihr^^^^    ^^^"^ 

tz:^F^:%:r  f-H^wrmaS; 

as  I  sa^w  her.  ^asTsalTf S  Sf :  al"^  f? 
^os,  material,  earthly,  imperfect  ,^^'',''^'^' ^"^  as  she 
'hat,  that  I  want,"  h^  excla  med  "  T  r^  ""'■  ^''' 
changed.  I  don't  want  W  "I  ,-  ''°" '  ^^"^  her 
fied,felestiaL  I  waT^  tT  ^*'"'''  '^"^'*^'^'  ^'ori- 
that  has  kept  me  from  Si„i  !?'"'', f  '^"'^  ^'"^  ^^^''^^ 
unhappy  in'the  mtory  ^^t,  /  ^^'^  -^•'er  be 
be  happy  in  the  realisatfon  oThe  transformed  T'  *'!," 
made  celestial.  I  am  only  hum^  He  so"  I  S'^^''' 
beautiful,  no  douht     R„f  ^     •     •   "'^'^^ouii    1  hat  was 
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hand,  the  clasp  of  her  dear  arms,  real,  real,  and  then  you 
may  talk  to  me  of  Heaven." 

Sarria  shook  his  head.    "But  when  you  meet  her 
again,"  he  observed,  "in  Heaven,  you,  too,  will  be 
changed.    You  will  see  her  spiritualised,  with  spiritual 
eyes.    As  she  is  now,  she  does  not  appeal  to  you.    I  un- 
derstand that.    It  is  because,  as  you  say,  you  are  only 
human,  while  she  is  divine.    But  when  you  come  to  be 
like  her,  as  she  is  now,  you  will  know  her  as  she  really 
is,  not  as  she  seemed  to  be,  beca  jse  her  voice  was  sweet, 
because  her  hair  was  pretty,  because  her  hand  was  warm 
in  yours.    Vanamee,  your  talk  is  that  of  a  foolish  child. 
You  are  like  one  of  the  Corinthians  to  whom  Paul  wrote. 
Do  you  remember  ?   Listen  now.   I  can  recall  the  words, 
and  such  words,  beautiful  and  terrible  at  the  same  time, 
such  a  majesty.   They  march  like  soldiers  with  tfumpets. 
'  But  some  man  will  say ' — as  you  have  said  just  now— 
'  How  are  the  dead  raised  up?    And  with  what  body  do 
they  come?   Thou  fool  I    That  which  thou  sowest  is  not 
quickened  except  it  die,  and  that  which  thou  sowest, 
thou  sowest  not  that  body  that  shall  be,  but  bare  grain. 
It  may  chance  of  wheat,  or  of  some  other  grain.    But 
God  giveth  it  a  body  as  it  hath  pleased  him,  and  to  every 
seed  his  own  body.    .    .    .    It  is  sown  a  natural  body ; 
it  is  raised  a  spiritual  body.'    It  is  because  you  are  a 
natural  body  that  you  cannot  understand  her,  nor  wish 
for  her  as  a  spiritual  body,  but  when  you  are  both  spir- 
itual, then  you  shall  know  each  other  as  you  are know 

as  you  never  knew  before.  Your  grain  of  wheat  is  your 
symbol  of  immortality.  You  bury  it  in  the  earth.  It 
dies,  and  rises  again  a  thousand  times  more  beautiful. 
Vanamee,  your  dear  girl  was  only  a  grain  of  humanity 
that  we  have  buried  here,  and  the  end  is  not  yet.  But 
all  this  is  so  old,  so  old.  The  world  learned  it  a  thousand 
years  ago,  and  yet  each  man  that  has  ever  stood  by  the 
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The  priest  shook  his  head 

prl;  so  innocent,  that  she  neve,^  knew  wW 

seemed  to  lose  control  of  himself     One  nf\       r    • 
of  impotent  ^ief  and  .-rath  tTat  assayed  °h  mt m  S 
to  t,me,^bhnd.  msensate.  incoherent,  suddenly  too^  Z- 
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session  of  him.    A  torrent  of  words  issued  from  his 
lips  and  he  flung  out  an  arm,  the  fist  clenched,  in  a  fierce 
quick  gesture,  partly  of  despair,  partly  of  defiance,  partly' 
of  supplication. 
"No.  your  God  would  not  Uke  her  part.    Where  was 

^°l'o"«^J"  '^'^    ^''"'  ***  ««»^«"'»  protection 
K       I    ,.^^"'  ***  "'*  '"^'"^  kindness  you  preach 
about?     Why  did  God  give  her  life  if  it  wa.  to  be 
stamped  out  ?    Why  did  God  give  her  the  power  of  love 
If  It  was  to  come  to  nothing?    Sarria.  listen  to  me.  Why 
did  God  make  her  so  divinely  pure  if  He  permitted  that 
abomination  ?    Ha !  "  he  exclaimed  bitterly,  "  your  God  > 
Why,  an  Apache  buck  would  have  been  more  merciful' 
Your  God  I    There  is  no  God.    There  is  only  the  Devil' 
1  he  Heaven  you  pray  to  is  oijly  a  joke,  a  wretched  trick, 
a  delusion.    It  is  only  Hell  that  is  real." 
Sarria  caught  him  by  the  arm. 
"  You  are  a  fool  and  a  child,"  he  e;cch.imed.  "  and  it  is 
blasphemy  that  you  are  saying.    I  forbid  it.    You  under- 
stand ?    I  forbid  it." 

Vanamee  turned  on  him  with  a  sudden  cry. 
"  Then,  tell  your  God  to  give  her  back  to  liie  I  " 
Sarria  started  away  from  him,  his  eyes  widening  in 
astonishment,  surprised  out  of  all  composure  by  the 
other's  outburst.     Vanamee's  swarthy  face  was  pale 
the  sunken  cheeks  and  deep-set  eyes  were  marked  with 
great  black  shadows.    The  priest  no  longer  recognised 
him.    The  face,  that  face  of  the  ascetic,  lean,  framed  in 
Its  long  black  hair  and  pointed  beard,  was  quivering  with 
the  excitement  of  hallucination,    't  was  the  face  of  the 
inspired  shepherds  of  the  Hebraic  legends,  living  close 
to  nature,  the  younger  prophets  of  Israel,  dwellers  in  the 
wilderness,    solitary,    imaginative,    believing    in    the 
Vision,  having  strange  delusions,  gifted  wth  strange 
powers.    In  a  brief  second  of  thought.  Sarria  under- 
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days,  for  wcer-^om;  ""n'S  ^  h  k'  ""''r^'    ^- 
tary  speck  lost  in  thliJ'        ""^  ''""  *'°"«'  »  ^o"'- 

bringing  a  fancy  so  diZS  ba^to  S     """T  ^''^'■ 
ished  happiness    Vanpml-    u   T.  ?        '""^  "^  *  ^an- 

hysteria.  '"  *'"  *'""°«*  of  a  veritable 

wiih'fitc^ LSet"  ^^'  ""  '-'  *«>  - '•  "«=  -Peated 

assl^dTnatatd'htr'tH'  the  imagination  Har- 

gent,  out  into  the  void,  where  all  thfnl^  /  "  **"■ 
hurtling  through  the  daTk  th.ri  ^  ","'"''  P°*'"''«=' 
naturaUWuring  orTh,  S^^^  '-  ^^^-P- 

hu^an   n  ,L.  aga^St  intlShe  i^! 

an,ef:n?d"  "^^  W-  '"''  *°  ""^  «  "^  only  S"  Van- 
warn  "„  sir  fSZ""?:'''"^-  i»^"yo"-i 

head  is  al  w;ong  ^  h    ;  Tv        "^"  ""'^'  '*•    ^^ 

a"  tales  arr:r^^;^dtt^be^t^;rtir^/ 
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cannot  have  her,  at  leai t  let  me  see  her  at  ihe  was,  real 
earthly,  not  her  fpirit.  her  ghost.  I  want  her  real  self' 
undefiled  again.  If  this  is  dementia,  then  let  me  be  de- 
mented. But  help  me,  you  and  your  Ck)d ;  create  the  de- 
lusion, do  the  miracle." 

"  Stop  I "  cried  the  priest  again,  shaking  him  roughly 
by  the  shoulder.  "Stop.  Be  yourself.  This  «  de- 
mentia; but  I  shall  tut  let  you  be  demented.  Think  of 
what  you  are  saying.  Bring  her  back  to  you  I  Is  that 
the  way  of  God?  I  thought  you  were  a  man;  this  is  the 
talk  of  a  weak-minded  girl." 

Vanamee  stirred  abruptly  in  his  place,  drawing  a  long 
breath  and  looking  about  him  vaguely,  as  if  he  came  to 
himself. 

"  You  are  right,"  he  mutterfd.  "  I  hardly  know  what 
I  am  saying  at  times.  But  there  are  moments  when  my 
whole  mind  and  soul  seem  to  rise  up  in  rebellion  against 
what  has  happened;  when  it  seems  to  me  that  I  am 
stronger  than  death,  and  that  if  I  only  knew  how  to  use 
the  strength  of  my  will,  concentrate  my  power  of 
thought— volition— that  I  could— I  don't  know— not  call 

her  back— but— something " 

"A  diseased  and  distorted  mind  is  capable  of  hal- 
lucinations, if  that  is  what  you  mean,"  observed  Sarria. 
"Perhaps  that  is  what  I  mean.    Perhaps  I  want  only 
the  delusion,  after  all." 

Sarria  did  not  reply,  and  there  was  a  long  silence.  In 
the  damp  south  corners  of  the  walls  a  frog  began  to 
croak  at  exact  intervals.  The  little  fountain  rippled 
monotonously,  and  a  magnolia  flower  dropped  from  one 
of  the  trees,  falling  straight  as  a  plummet  through  the 
motionless  air,  and  settling  upon  the  gravelled  walk 
with  a  faint  rustling  sound.  Otherwise  the  stillness  was 
profound. 
A  little  later,  the  priest's  cigar,  long  since  out,  slipped 
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"A«Ieep,  sir?" 

The  other  started,  rubbing  hi,  eyes. 
,Upo„myword.IbeHeveIwas." 
^.t  ou? tre^a  l^^J^r  ""^  «'«>•   I  think  I  shall 

^^d»  always  ready  for  you  here  whenever  you  want  to 

nm!^''  '*""  '''  '""^  '°  Q"-  Sabe-later.    Good- 
"  Good-night,  my  boy." 
Vanamee  was  left  alon^      1?«.  -  i 

-tion^ss  in  his  placetirelbowToi   XeTh's'r 
propped  in  his  hanrt.     ti,        •  ""ees,  his  chin 

his  iead,  or  dri?t  L  nil  '^"^  "'°''°"''''  *•»'« 
theopen'spacesof?hey;Sen'  """"^  "'^'"^"'^  «"- 

savouring  oJ  t^S:  S  t°tlT'>"  °'  '"""*' 
crumbling  sun  dial'  it.;  7luLSt  rLTT'  '" 
was  not  to  be  resi^t^/i     m      .1.      .  ""'  °'  ™oss. 

.-. «.«.  JiS'oi  s5  to  tr'"."" ""  "■"■■ 
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there  under  his  eyes,  that  brought  her  to  his  imagination 
so  vividly.  As  yet  he  dared  not  trust  himself  near  her 
grave,  but,  for  the  moment,  he  rose  and,  -his  hands 
clasped  behind  him,  walked  slowly  from  point  to  point 
amid  the  tiny  gravelled  walks,  recalling  the  incidents  of 
eighteen-years  ago.  On  the  bench  he  had  quitted  heand 
Angele  had  often  sat.  Here  by  the  crumbling  sun  dial, 
he  recalled  the  night  when  he  had  kissed  her  for  the  first 
time.  Here,  again,  by  the  rim  of  the  fountain,  with  its 
fringe  of  green,  she  once  had  paused,  and,  baring  her 
arm  to  the  shoulder,  had  thrust  it  deep  into  the  water, 
and  then  withdrawing  it,  had  given  it  to  him  to  kiss, 
all  wet  and  cool;  and  here,  at  last,  under  the  shadow 
of  the  pear  trees  they  had  sat,  evening  after  evening, 
looking  off  over  the  little  valley  below  them,  watch- 
ing the  night  build  itself,  dome-like,  from  horizon  to 
zenith. 

Brusquely  Vanamee  turned  away  from  the  prospect. 
The  Seed  ranch  was  dark  at  this  time  of  the  year,  and 
flowerless.    Far  off  toward  its  centre,  he  had  caught  a 
brief  glimpse  of  the  house  where  Angele  had  lived,  and  a 
faint  light  burning  in  its  window.    But  he  turned  from  it 
sharply.    The  deep-seated  travail  of  his  grief  abruptly 
reached  the  paroxysm.   With  long  strides  he  crossed  the 
garden  and  reentered  the  Mission  church  itself,  plung- 
ing into  the  coolness  of  its  atmosphere  as  into  a  bath. 
What  he  searched  for  he  did  not  know,  or,  rather,  did 
not  define.    He  knew  only  that  he  was  suffering,  that  a 
longing  for  Angele,  for  some  object  around  which  his 
great  love  could  enfold  itself,  was  tearing  at  his  heart 
with  iron  teeth.    He  was  ready  to  be  deluded ;  craved  the 
hallucination;  begged  pitifully  for  the  illusion;  anything 
rather  than  the  empty,  tenantless  night,  the  voiceless 
silence,  the  vast  loneliness  of  the  overspanning  arc  of  the 
heavens. 
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»5i 
Before  the  chancel  rail  of  the  altar  »r,A     .u 

!«7,"»'"P.  Va„an,ee  sank  ^on  Ws  k„  eT  h'  ''"'" 
folded  upon  the  rail  hu  u    j  u  "''^*'  •"*  arms 

He  praA  ^h  wtt  woJds le  r  M  '°""  "P°"  '''-• 
he  did  not  understand-Tor  hi.  ,  "°*  "^y-  ^°'  *»>at 

Answer  to  his  cry  ''P'  '"""'^'y-  f"*-  '^Hef.  for  an 

coimir  itid/':;  tf  ■  ^'^^ ''-  '■^°^^-«>  -"^ 

Plored  an  Answer    Nottvl^'^'l'^^'"^"''^'''  "^^  "- 
a  formless  sense  of  PraceX.TT"  °'  ''"•=^'  "°* 
real,  even  if  the  reality  weVe  fancied  a"""'  '°'"'"''"^ 
night,  responding  to  1^1^^^'  /°'"  °"'  "^  ^^e 
his  groping  fingers   aTrU.hK     '"  **"=  ''^"^  "^'^^Ping 
familiar,  ifke  Tloft    ^    ^f'  ''""'^"'  ^^™.  flagrant 
cheeks.    Alone  ther^  Ttt  h'"'""*!  .°"   '''^   ^'"■-•'- 
caying  Mission,  wth  its  crumM"         -'^'''  ''^  "'^  ^^- 
crudity  of  orna  Jnt  and  ZT     J  P'^'*"'"'  '''  "^'^e 
with    his    desirT^Urds'^  fir'  ^'  "'"^'^'^  ^'""'^ 
inarticulate,  incoh^^  t'r      u^TP''    °^    sentences, 
teeth.  '"^'''^"nt.  wrenched  from  his  tight-shut 

ovfr"i,l'highX  rr  ?"  *■"=  «=""-'■•    Above  him. 
eyes  and  f  Jded  ha^S^';^"  '"  '  ^'-y.  with  downcas 

.Shadow,  the  c2:rs'^aSg  \TntsS  1"'"'"'=' '"  ''^ 
mcense  smoke.  The  Ctosfin  J  ^  ^^  ""^^''''^^  of 
but  a  lamentable  vLon  o  To  ^"""^  f  '''"  ^''"'  *« 
;esh  spotted  with  crimTon"'  ZTjt:T7'  T ^ 
Baut,sta,  patron  saint  of  the  Ms^on  .., '  ^''"  J"^" 
-n  skins,  two  fingers  upraised  in    r*      '  ^""*  ^^^^^^ 

fion.  gazed  stolidlyTut    „to  tS^hfr^r  °'  '^"'- 
the  ceiling,  ignoring  th.^  ..    ''^'f-S'oom  under 

-"mvaiJaSrfheiarTaTb?'""  ""^^  ''-*  '*- 
■nained  as   before-o^i'  '/ "'' *"='°^^"d  Ang^Ie  re- 

'angible,  lost.  ^       ""''"^'y-   ^^^   distant,   in- 

Vanamee  rose,  turning  his  back  upon  the  altar  with  a 
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vague  gesture  of  despair.  He  crossed  the  church,  and 
issuing  from  the  low-arched  door  opposite  the  pulpit 
once  more  stepped  out  into  the  garden.  Here,  at  least' 
was  reality.  The  warm,  still  air  descended  upon  him  like 
a  cloak,  grateful,  comforting,  dispelling  the  chill  that 

adobe    '"  *''""''  """^  °^  '''*''*'■  '"'*'  crumbling 

But  now  he  found  his  way  across  the  garden  on  the 
other  side  of  the  fountain,  where,  ranged  against  the 
eastern   wall,   were   nine  graves.     Here   Angele   was 
buned,  in  the  smallest  grave  of  them  all,  marked  by  the 
little  headstone,  with  its  two  dates,  only  sixteen  years 
apart.    To  this  spot,  at  last,  he  had  returned,  after  the 
years  spent  in  the  desert,  the  wilderness— after  all  the 
wanderings  of  the  Long  Trail.    Here,  if  ever,  he  must 
have  a  sense  of  her  nearneks.    Qose  at  hand,  a  short 
four  feet  under  that  mound  of  grass,  was  the  form  he 
had  so  often  held  in  the  embrace  of  his  arms;  the  face 
the  very  face  he  had  kissed,  that  face  with  the  hair  of 
gold  making  three-cornered  the  round  white  forehead 
the  violet-blue  eyes,  heavy-lidded,  with  their  strange 
oriental  slant  upward  toward  the  temples;  the  sweet 
full   hps,  almost   Egyptian   in   their   fulness-aU   that 
strange,  perplexing,  wonderful  beauty,  so  troublous,  so 
enchanting,  so  out  of  aU  accepted  standards. 

He  bent  down,  dropping  upon  one  knee,  a  hand  upon 
the  headstone,  and  read  again  the  inscription.  Then  in- 
stinctively his  hand  left  the  stone  and  rested  upon  the 
low  monad  of  turf,  touching  it  with  the  softness  of  a 
caress;  and  then,  before  he  was  aware  of  it.  he  was 
stretched  at  fuU  length  upon  the  earth,  beside  the  grave 
his  arms  about  the  low  mound,  his  lips  pressed  against 
the  grass  with  which  it  was  covered.  The  pent-up  grief 
of  nearly  twenty  years  rose  again  within  his  heart,  and 
overflowed,  irresistible,  violent,  passionate.    There  was 
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no  one  to  see.  no  one  to  hear    V.n 

of  restraint.    He  no  uZ       ^*"*'"«  had  no  thouRht 

strove  against  it!    Th  Je^^LT'"''  """  '"'^  P-n- 
Ponnitting  himself  to  be  m^'   Z"  *  o  ""  "^  '^''^^  '" 
from  this  outburst  was  enSv     •  ,^"'  *""  '"«'°" 
against  the  inevitable    his    "o     .        "*•     ^''  «^«>t 
shook  him  from  head  tn  f  ^    *^'*  ^^'"^t  the  grave 
•-unds  of  reason   ho..„denii°^''«=^  !l"™  ''^^^^  ^» 
■nam  of  hysteria.  demeS     vT         ""*  '"*°  ^^e  do- 
master  of  himselfl-„o  ion 'e^  J*"^"""  ^''^  no  'onger 

At  first,  he  had  beL  "^T.  ^"^  r''"*  ''^  ^»*  doin| 
reasoned  cry  to  Heaven  that  wj''  T'''  '  ""^'  """ 
to  him,  but  the  vast  eeot  sm  .w^   '  '''''"'*'  he  restored 
««  forms  of  disordered  Ll^?'^''^'"'' tor""  through 
another  turn.    He  forgo?  Goi'f""  ^^^^   *>«   ^ancy 
Wth  Heaven.    He  ar^IS  ih     '  "^  '°"^^^  '^^•^on^d 
struggled  to  be.  of  his  o^  S '-5";  P^^"  *«  himself- 
death.  more  po;erf„Tthrn  thT    "^  "''^^''  "™"eer  than 
of  Sarria  that  God    houW       T^';  ^^  "^^  ''^•"anded 
now  he  appealed  direSv  1  /    '?  ^"^^'^  '°  him,  but 
'here,  his  arms  cCeJabl  hef '  '"""•    ^^  ''^  '^^ 
near  to  him  that  he  fancied  u     ^''^*'  "''^  ''""'ed  so 
•i-'y.  at  this  moment;  't.,T  ''"^-    ^""^  ^"<'- 
compelling  power-the  salr       -''*'°"  °^  '''*  «t«nge 
«"ed  Presley  to  him  h^^^^j;'  ^^hich  he  hfd 
ranch,  the  same  power  whcrh,HK        "'"  Q"'^"  Sabe 
fde  that  ve,^  evening-r  2^.  tTj""'  ^'"^  *°  •"* 
■nghis  mind  upon  the  nn.    k^        °  '"™-    Concentrat- 
'ong  been  filled,  Vanameehis°i'"'  r'"  *"''=''  ''  had  so 
■n  his  arms.  exclaS  '^"  ''''*"''•  '»"*  ^ace  buried 

^^  Come  to  me-Ang^le^on-t  you  hear?    Come  t. 

^^'^ziTintrz^^'-  .^^-"'-he 

-.iealousoftitwlS^^S^^old^ 
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refusing  to  give  up  that  which  had  been  confided  to  its 
keeping,  untouched  by  the  human  anguish  that  above 
there,  on  its  surface,  clutched  with  despairing  hands  at  a 
grave  long  made.  The  Earth  that  only  that  morning 
had  been  so  eager,  so  responsive  to  the  lightest  sum- 
mons, so  vibrant  with  Life,  now  at  night,  holding  death 
withni  Its  embrace,  guarding  inviolate  the  secret  of  the 
Grave,  was  deaf  to  aU  entreaty,  refused  the  Answer,  and 
Ang€le  remained  as  before,  only  a  memory,  far  distant 
mtangible,  lost. 

Vanamee  lifted  his  head,  looking  about  him  with  un- 
seemg  eyes,  trembling  with  the  exertion  of  his  vain  ef- 
fort. But  he  could  not  as  yet  allow  himself  to  d-spair 
Never  before  had  that  curious  power  of  attraction  failed 
him.  He  felt  himself  to  be  so  strong  in  this  respect  that 
he  was  persuaded  if  he  exerted  himself  to  the  limit  of  his 
capacity,  something— he  could  not  say  what— wi«* 
come  of  it.  If  it  was  only  a  self-delusion,  an  hallucina- 
tion, he  told  himself  that  he  would  be  content. 

Almost  of  its  own  accord,  his  distorted  mind  concen- 
trated itseh  again,  every  thought,  aU  the  power  of  his 
will  riveting  themselves  upon  Angela.  As  if  she  were 
ahve,  he  summoned  fer  to  him.  His  eyes,  fixed  upon 
the  name  cut  into  the  headstone,  contracted,  the  pupils 
growing  small,  his  fists  shut  tight,  his  nerves  braced 
rigid. 

For  a  few  seconds  he  stood  thus,  breathless,  expectant 
awaiting  the  manifestation,  the  Miracle.  Then,  without 
knowing  why,  hardly  conscious  of  what  was  transpiring, 
he  found  that  his  glance  was  leaving  the  headstone,  was 
turning  from  the  grave.  Not  only  this,  but  his  whole 
body  was  foUowing  the  direction  of  his  eyes.  Before 
he  knew  it.  he  was  standing  with  his  back  to  Angle's 
grave,  was  facing  the  north,  facing  the  line  of  pear  trees 
and  the  Uttle  valky  where  the  Seed  ranch  lay.    At  first. 
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he  thought  this  wa.  k  '^' 

2^  .I"  "-"writ's  T-"  •*  •"'  •« 

now,  now."  "'^    ^"'"^ 'o  me-co„e  to  T 

instead  of  the  Answer  h»  j 
counter-influence  cut  across  thr"''''''  '^^'  '««Plicable 
Stnve  as  he  would  agai^sUt  t       "■'"'  "^  ''«  'hough 
toward  the  pear  treef  oVelnlTl'  ^''' '°  '^e  north 
'pondering,  took  a  step  "n  tK  '       '"'■"^'''  "•««.  ««« 
and  another     Tt,-  "*'  direction,  then  ,„  \t. 

w-if.  inVfeLdoT"/  '.'^  ---"Ct;^^ 

«lves,  and,  opening  his  e^esf       !.''"  ^'"  t«es  them! 
over  the  Seed  i^n^ch    toj^rd    ""^'T^ " '°°k^^^^^^^^ 

T;i:s%^f ''»<'orii:;/"«^  '-'"^•^  •■-*"» 

P'exea,  he  returned  f n  *  i, 

"Pon  the  resources  of  hfs^u  '  ^'"?'  ^-x^'  '"ore  calling 
ese  reached  a  certain  pS«  Thtf  """^'  *°  "««"  " 

«  'n.    He  could  no  lonS"  V!      I  "^  "oss-current 
headstone,  could  no  longer  fh    t.   ^  ^''  ^^^  "Pon  the 
"  held.    He  must  face  tf/      ".''  °^  *''*'  ^»ve  and  what 
-J  the  pear  trees  Vn^  ?hTe\'r"*  ^^  ''--  ^o 
^"■adow,  looking  out  afmi.    ,      '*'^*  "''"^ng  in  their 
-ndering.bewL7ed.X£  l"*  ^efd  ranch 

»*ver  drew  him,  but  up  to  [wf       "  '^''  '^'  '"fluence 
'-^t  was  not  to  be  r^e^S^  ^'°'~^^^  «ne  of  pea" 

—  o^twiceherepeatS"tr;J-iJ^ 
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mentally,  and  invariably  with  the  same  result :  so  soon 
as  he  seemed  to  hold  Angele  in  the  grip  of  his  mind,  he 
was  moved  to  turn  about  toward  the  north,  and  hurry 
toward  the  pear  trees  on  the  crest  of  the  hill  that  over- 
looked the  little  valley. 

But  Vanamee's  unhappiness  was  too  keen  this  night 
for  him  to  dwell  long  upon  the  vagaries  of  his  mind. 
Submitting  at  length,  and  abandoning  the  grave,  he  flung 
himself  down  in  the  black  shade  of  the  pear  trees,  his  chin 
in  his  hands,  and  resigned  himself  finally  and  definitely 
to  the  inrush  of  i  jcollection  and  the  exquisite  g^rief  of  an 
infinite  regret. 

To  his  fancy,  she  came  to  him  again.  He  put  himself 
back  many  years.  He  remembered  the  warm  nights 
of  July  and  August,  profoundly  still,  the  sky  encrusted 
with  stars,  the  little  Mission  garden  exhaling  the  mingled 
perfumes  that  all  through  the  scorching  day  had  been 
distilled  under  the  steady  blaze  of  a  summer's  sun.  He 
saw  himself  as  another  person,  arriving  at  this,  their 
rendezvous.  All  day  long  she  had  been  in  his  mind.  All 
day  long  he  had  looked  forward  to  this  quiet  hour  that 
belonged  to  her.  It  was  dark.  He  could  see  nothing, 
but,  by  and  by,  he  heard  a  step,  a  gentle  rustle  of  the 
grass  on  the  slope  of  the  hill  pressed  under  an  advancing 
foot.  Then  he  saw  the  faint  gleam  of  pallid  gold  of  her 
hair,  a  barely  visible  glow  in  the  starlight,  and  heard  the 
murmur  of  her  breath  in  the  lapse  of  the  over-passing 
breeze.  And  then,  in  the  midst  of  the  gentle  perfumes 
of  the  g^arden,  the  perfumes  of  the  magnolia  flowers,  of 
the  mignonette  borders,  of  the  crumbling  walls,  there 
expanded  a  new  odour,  or  the  faint  mingling  of  many 
odours,  the  smell  of  the  roses  that  lingered  in  her  hair,  of 
the  lilies  that  exhaled  from  her  neck,  of  the  heliotrope 
that  disengaged  itself  from  her  hands  and  arms,  and  of 
the  hyacinths  with  which  her  little  feet  were  redolent. 
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JM'.ps  speaking  hi;„aLehth3  1  ''''"'  ''"  **«' 
h.s  shoulders,  his  neck^w^ou  H?'"^  ^» '>«"<•». 
self  into  his  embrace-  her  lil  ^"  '"'*'>'  P^'ng  it- 
folding  his  head,  dra^ingU'^^^/Zr''  ""'•  ''''  "^-l* 

Vanamee,  as  he  rememK      i    *  *'°*"  *»  he". 
-:">  a  cr.  Of  pZTZ'',t:^l^\^^''S  out  an  arn, 
™nd  ,„  strenuous  mutin^aS  thf  .^'  ^'°°'"'  "^^  h" 
H>s  glance  shot  swiftly  oTT        '  *""'"P'' °f  Death. 

sciously  following  the  dLctT,nr"  '^'  "«'''•  "ncon- 
to  come  to  him.  '""'"  ^'^^  *hich  Angele  used 

Come  to  me  now  "he       i  • 
tense  and  rigid  with 'the  va^tlln*''  T"  ''"  '""«', 
"Come  to  me  now.  now    Do„ W    f  °"  °'  •"'*  ^»' 
You  must,  you  must  come  "  ^  "  ''*^'"  '"^'  Angele? 

Suddenly  Vanamee  returned  t.  i,- 
abruptness  of  a  blow.  H.seveson  ^"''"  ^'t''  the 
hnnself  from  the  ground  S'^t"'''-  "'  •««"  ««ed 
adjusted  themselfes.  Nev^rll''  '  '"""^'"'^'^  ^''^  «- 
h'mself.  he  rose  to  his  feet  a„H  T  f ""'  "^^«'  '"ore 
'he  night  across  the  sled  ran"  '''^  '^'"'''"^  ««  -to 
Wnat  was  if ?"  u 

in  touch  with  ream;  ont^ ';°'"  ^^^^  *°  «de,  as  if  to  get 
at  the  rough  bark  of  the  p^ar ^  ""'  '°°'''^  ^*  his  Land 
at  the  streaked  and  ra  „!erodL  1^'  ^"^'^  ^'  «tood 
garden.  The  exaltatl„ "f  ts  Ti 'r'  !''  **'"'«"  -^ 
""natural  strain  under  which  hT^K'"'"'"^  '*"«";  the 
He  became  thoroughly  miSr  „5V  "^.r^^  ^'^-^^^^ned. 
°Wact.  practical,  kien  °^ '"""'""  ^8^'".  matter- 

Sut  just  so  sure  as  hi«  ho^j 

as  the  bark  of  the  pea^  tt  tr"  "^  °'-'  ^-^  -  sure 

adobe  of  the  MissionwallsSL^^*^"'  ''"'  '"o«'dering 

«»ngoccurred.   It  was  v^S3„"2  ^ -- had  Some^ 

gue.  mtangible,  appealing  only 
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to  some  strange,  nameless  sixth  sense,  but  none  the  less 
perceptible.  His  mind,  his  imagination,  sent  out  from 
him  across  the  night,  across  the  little  valley  below  him, 
speeding  hither  and  thither  through  the  dark,  lost,  con- 
fused, had  suddenly  paused,  hovering,  had  found  Some- 
thing. It  had  not  returned  to  him  empty-handed.  It 
had  come  back,  but  now  there  was  a  change — myste- 
rious, illusive.  There  were  no  words  for  this  that  had 
transpired.  But  for  the  moment,  one  thing  only  was 
certain.  The  night  was  no  longer  voiceless,  the  dark  was 
no  longer  empty.  Far  off  there,  beyond  the  reach  of 
vision,  unlocalised,  strange,  a  ripple  had  formed  on  the 
still  black  pool  of  the  night,  had  formed,  flashed  one  in- 
stant to  the  stars,  then  swiftly  faded  again.  The  night 
shut  down  once  more.  Thfere  was  no  sound — ^nothing 
stirred. 

For  the  moment,  Vanamee  stood  transfixed,  struck 
rigid  in  his  place,  stupefied,  his  eyes  staring,  breathless 
with  utter  amazement.    Then,  step  by  step,  he  shrank 
back  into  the  deeper  shadow,  treading  with  the  infinite 
precaution  of  a  prowling  leopard.   A  qualm  of  something 
very  much  like  fear  seized  upon  him.    But  immediately 
on  the  heels  of  this  first  impression  came  the  doubt  of 
his  own  senses.    Whatever  had  happened  had  been  so 
ephemeral,  so  faint,  so  intangible,  that  now  he  wondered 
if  he  had  not  deceived  himself,  after  all.    But  the  reac- 
tion followed.    Surely,  there  had  been  Something.   And 
from  that  moment  began  for  him  the  most  poignant  un- 
certainty of  mind.    Gradually  he  drew  back  into  the 
garden,  holding  his  breath,  listening  to  every  faintest 
sound,  walking  upon  tiptoe,    lie  reached  the  fountain, 
and  wetting  his  hands,  passed  them  across  his  forehead 
and  eyes.    Once  more  he  stood  listening.    The  silence 
was  profound. 
Troubled,  disturbed,  Vanamee  went  away,  passing  out 
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At  seven  o'clock,  in  the  bedroom  of  his  ranch  house 
in  the  white-painted  iron  bedstead  with  its  blue-grey 
army  blankets  and  red  counterpane,  Annixter  was  still 
asleep,  his  face  red,  his  mouth  open,  his  stiff  yellow  hair 
m  wild  disorder.  On  the  wooden  chair  at  the  bed-head 
stood  the  kerosene  lamp,  by  the  light  of  which  he  had 
been  readmg  the  previous  evening.  Beside  it  was  a 
paper  bag  of  dried  prunes,  and  the  limp  volume  of "  Cop- 
perfield,"  the  place  marked  by  a  slip  of  paper  torn  from 
the  edge  of  the  bag. 

Annixter  slept  soundly,  making  great  work  of  the  busi- 
ness, unable  to  take  even  his  rest  gracefully  His  eyes 
were  shut  so  tight  that  the  skin  at  their  angles  was 
drawn  mto  puckers.  Under  his  pillow,  his  two  hands 
were  doubled  up  into  iists.  At  intervals,  he  gritted  his 
teeth  ferociously,  while,  from  time  to  time,  the  abrupt 
sound  of  his  snoring  dominated  the  brisk  ticking  of  the 
alarm  clock  that  hung  from  the  brass  knob  of  the  bed- 
post, within  six  inches  of  his  ear. 

But  immediately  after  seven,  this  clock  sprung  its 
alarm  with  the  abruptness  of  an  explosion,  and  within 
the  second,  Annixter  had  buried  the  bcd-dothes  from 
him  and  flung  himself  up  to  a  sitting  posture  on  the  edge 
of  the  bed,  panting  and  gasping,  blinking  at  the  light, 
rubbing  his  head,  dazed  and  bewildered,  stupefied  at  the 
hideous  suddenness  with  which  he  had  been  wrenched 
from  his  sleep. 
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His  first  act  was  tn  t^u    ^ 
"ifle  it,  prolonged  wlS-rin?'"".""  "»""  '^'•'^k  «nd 
blanket..   But  wh«  tWs  hTdfee"n"f  t  P'""-'  "^ 
Sit  stupidly  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  t°"v  '"i~""""«d  to 
from  the  cold  of  the  floor  •  hi!  hH  T'"^ '"'  '"^  «*«y 
l'«p.  fixed  and  vacant?  c'i;":.'"' '^"' ^^^^^ 
For  upwards  of  three  minute,  iu    """"*  ''^  '"">*• 
woke,  his  head  and  the  whole  L     """f^'^'y  dozed  and 
Png  abruptly  sideway,  frol  ^^''   *"  °' ''"  ^'^y  "S" 
a'  length,  coLngZVL TreTf^h  *°  """""^     «« 
ran  his  fingers  through  l^f,  haTr  i  ^     "["'^''tened  up, 
yawn,  murmured  vaguely  '^"'*  '  P'°d'Pous 

"Oh,LordI    Oh-h,W/.. 

P-cnSS:^^-S;^J«.-.tingabo. 

"me  to  time  between  two  JLns .        '  """"'""^  f™-" 
^Oh,LordI    Oh,Lordr'         " 

adMtLTl^X^^hrdS'^^^^^^^^^    ""  *'^«"'^''t,,  re. 

'^f^n^ra^e^sr^^^^^^^^ 

Sed'^th-^rthfr^-l^^^^^^^^^^ 

weekly  perioS^.^'fa  Jened  T''    "  souvenirs  "    of 

bunch  of  herbs  or  fl^weiTairal  "''"^^  » 

with  dust,  was  affixedTo  the  r-  ^  ^'^^^'^'^  «nd  «^ey 

washstand  by  the  wi'n  o^'L^rveir  ^^''^-^"^  *^^"' 
Ann,xter's  combined  harJesterl^l  ""f/  P''°t°8Taph  of 
a  group  before  it-hune  cTo  '  'T^f  ^  ^"*^ ''"  ""en  in 
^he  bedside  and  befo^th  bureau'  '  °"  "''^ ''°°'-'  »' 
«T>et  rugs.  I„  the  corners "Tth;  '  '^°  °^'"  "?- 
boots.a  McQellan  saddle  a'url        '°°'^  ^"'^  """ddx 
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dirty  collar.,  driving  glove.,  cigar,  and  the  like,  itood  a 
broken  machine  for  loading  .hell.. 

It  was  e..entially  a  man',  room,  rugged,  uncouth, 
vinle.  full  of  the  odour,  of  tobacco,  of  leather,  of  rusty 
iron;  the  bare  floor  hollowed  by  the  grind  of  hob-nailed 
boot.,  the  wall,  marred  by  the  friction  of  heavy  things  of 
metal.  Strangely  enough.  Annixter'.  clothe,  were  dis- 
po.ed  of  on  the  .ingle  chair  with  the  pred.ion  of  an  old 
maid.  Thu.  he  had  placed  them  the  night  before;  the 
boot,  .et  carefully  .ide  by  .ide,  the  trou.ers,  with  the 
overall,  still  upon  them,  neatly  folded  upon  the  seat  of 
the  chair,  the  coat  hanging  from  its  back. 

The  Quien  Sabe  ranch  house  was  a  six-room  affair, 
all  on  one  floor.  By  no  excess  of  charity  could  it  have 
been  called  a  home.  Annfxter  was  a  wealthy  man  •  he 
could  have  furnished  his  dwelling  with  quite  as  much 
elegance  as  that  of  Magnus  Derrick.  As  it  was,  how- 
ever, he  considered  hi.  house  merely  as  a  place  to  eat 
to  sleep,  to  change  his  clothes  in;  as  a  shelter  from  the 
ram,  an  office  where  business  was  transacted— nothine 
more.  * 

When  he  was  sufficiently  awake,  Annixter  thruit  his 
feet  into  a  pair  of  wicker  slippers,  and  shuffled  across 
the  office  adjoming  his  bedroom,  to  the  bathroom  just 
beyond,  and  stood  under  the  icy  shower  a  few  minutes, 
his  teeth  chattering,  fulminating  oaths  at  the  coldness  of 
the  water.  Still  shivering,  he  hurried  into  his  clothes, 
and,  having  pushed  the  button  of  the  electric  bell  to 
announce  that  he  was  ready  for  breakfast,  immediately 
plunged  into  the  business  of  the  day.  While  he  was  thus 
occupied,  the  butcher's  cart  from  Bonneville  drove  info 
the  yard  with  the  day's  supply  of  meat.  This  cart  also 
brought  the  Bonneville  paper  and  the  mail  of  the  pre- 
vious night.  In  the  bundle  of  correspondence  that  the 
butcher  handed  to  Annixter  that  morning,  was  a  tele- 
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He  made  a  little  Sf  »h  !  *""  '*  ""'«'«'  ^'  <^" 
unlighted  stove    .SbtnedTh"  ""^"^  ""  *"'  "  '    '   - 
down  into  the  flicker  of  firei  "'T/'"'""''> '  ^''"^vl.np 

He  knew  verJweSth-^n"^  "'''"'""■' ''"'^ 

"  Flotation  of  c?n,paiy»a„H.'T"  '"'-''^  ''''  '»• 
aWeparty  "hespXj        ^  "'^  '^''°  ^"  "'<*  "'es  r- 

a'-tt;Sa\ta"irX'"'"'"'"  '°  «^"'-.    - 
s«'f  to  be  reconciled  SSetr'*^''"'' ''"°""'« •"'»- 
tor.^nterthepropoXoS'"S.^^^ 
had  been  formed  to  finance  the  affS_n1  '°'""''«« 
Broderson.  Annixter  himself   L/^**"""'"'  °''' 
hardly  more  than  a  Won  H,'  *;^''  '"^^^'vations, 
committee.  Osterman  was  co^sWr."  ^""■"''-    ^'  ^^is 
"«  Derrick  had  formaut  ,nH  !. f    "'""'■'"*"•    ^ag- 
•-ence  to  the  sche^  t^.'!!""' '^  "'"^^'^  ""  *^ 
course.   His  position  was  diffi^l^^  '°  '**"  "  "'^dle 
rates  were  cut  through  the  et>i  'f ?r'°"'-    " ^««>« 
committee,  he  could  nofverfweirl^rT'"^  ^^  ^''^ 
•age  of  the  new  schedule      H?        ?1'^  **•""«  '''^'n- 

'hough  sharing  neither  tristn^t^  '^  *"*  ^"'°«'' 
meanwhile,  the  davs  w^rl         •  *''*  expense.  "But 

were  drawing  Nearer  The^cn '""^•"  '"'  P^^^'^  «'««=«ons 
wait,  and  by  way "f  j,  beln  """^^  ~"'<^  "''' »ff°rd  to 
Los  Angelel  foiified  bv?"a  "f  "''*"'"''"  "'^  ^°-  »- 
'°  which  Annixter    8^^'"™°^  "'°"«y-a  purse 

«buted.     HcCpuTSSf"i„ro  'r^'l  '"'''»" 
Fui  mmseif  m  touch  with  Disbrow, 
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the  political  man  of  the  Denver,  Pueblo  and  Mojave  road, 
and  had  had  two  interviews  with  him.  The  telegram  that 
Annixter  re(  -jived  that  morning  was  to  say  tliat  Disbrow 
had  been  bought  over,  and  would  adopt  Darrell  as  the 
D.,  P.  and  M.  candidate  for  Railroad  Commissioner  from 
the  third  district. 

One  of  the  cooks  brought  up  Annixter's  breakfast 
that  morning,  and  he  went  through  it  hastily,  reading  his 
mail  at  the  same  time  and  glancing  over  the  pages  of  the 
"  Mercury,"  Genslinger's  paper.  The  "  Mercury,"  An- 
nixter was  persuaded,  received  a  subsidy  from  the  Pacific 
and  Southwestern  Railroad,  and  was  hardly  better  than 
the  mouthpiece  by  which  Shelgrtm  and  the  General  Of- 
fice spoke  to  ranchers  about  Bonneville. 

An  editorial  in  that  moming^s  issue  said: 

"  It  would  not  be  surprising  to  the  well-informed,  if  the 
long-deferred  re-grade  of  the  value  of  the  railroad  sec- 
tions included  in  the  Los  Muertos,  Quien  Sabe,  Oster- 
man  and  Broderson  properties  was  made  before  'lie 
first  of  the  year.  Naturally,  the  tenants  of  these  lands 
feel  an  interest  in  the  price  which  the  railroad  will  put 
upon  its  holdings,  and  it  is  rumoured  they  expect  the  land 
will  be  offered  to  them  for  two  dollars  and  fifty  cents  per 
acre.  It  needs  no  seventh  daughter  of  a  seventh  daugh- 
ter to  foresee  that  these  gentlemen  will  be  disappointed." 

"  Rot  I "  vociferated  Annixter  to  himself  as  he  finished. 
He  rolled  the  paper  into  a  wad  and  hurled  it  from  him. 

"Rot  I  rot  I  What  does  Genslinger  know  about  it?  I 
stami  on  my  agreement  with  the  P.  and  S.  W. — from  two 
fifty  to  five  dollars  an  acre — ^there  it  is  in  black  and  white. 
The  oad  if  obligated.  And  my  improvements!  I  made 
the  land  valuable  by  improving  it,  irrigating  it,  draining 
it,  and  cultivating  it.    Talk  to  me.    I  know  better." 

The  most  abiding  impression  that  Genslinger's  edi- 
torial made  upon  him  was,  that  possibly  the  "  Mercury  " 
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w«  not  subsidised  by  the  corporation  after  all.  If  it  was 
Genshnger  would  not  have  been  led  into  making  hs  2 
take  as  to  he  value  of  the  land.   He  would  hafe  kno^ 

and  a  h^  °*'  """'  ""'''^  '=°"'"'=*  *«>  ^«"  at  two  doZ 
and  a  half  an  acre,  and  not  only  this,  but  that  when  the 
land  was  put  upon  the  market,  it  wis  to  be  offered  to 
the  present  holders  first  of  all.     Annixter  ^Hed  to 

^f  anJ  the'ri'l"  'T' f  '"^  ''^"■"•^"'  "^t^""  him! 

2nd  He  lit  ,'  *"''  ''•'"''"'^  '""^  •"«"«  fr^""  his 
m.nd     He  ht  a  cigar,  put  on  his  hat  and  went  out. 

,„mn?i.  /r^  r?  *"*'  '^^  "''  "'"hie,  brisk.  On  the 
summ  t  of  the  skeleton-like  tower  of  the  artesian  well 

!  utCtf  "tT;  r "?  V'  '"  ^  •'--TomTh 
southwest.  The  water  in  the  irrigating  ditch  was  well 
up.  There  was  no  cloud  in  the  sky.  pfr  off  toThe  Tas 
and  west,  the  bulwarks  of  the  vallev  the  r„«.  p 
and  the  foothills  of  the  Sierra!  stoodVutparamS 
against  the  delicate  pink  and  white  sheen  oftheTor  'on 
The  sun hght  was  a  veritable  flood,  crystal,  limpid  sparkJ 
Img,  setting  a  feeling  of  gayety  in  the  air,  stirring  up  an 
effemscence  in  the  blood,  a  tumult  of  exiberan"!  in'the 

pass  by  the  open  door  of  the  dairy-house.  Hilmf  Tree 
was  ms.de.  singmg  at  her  work;  her  voice  of  a  velvet^ 
Sr,-  TJ  °[,*'^  ''''''  *''^"  °'  *he  throat,  min^g 
a^d  the  Sr  s  "^  "'  *r  ^"''" '"  '"'^  ^**^  -"^  «=hurns^ 
Anniw.  .  '  .  °'°"*  """'^'"8^  °f  *he  cans  and  pans 
Annixter    urned  into  the  dairy-house,  pausing  on  the 

if  to  toT'T.^'^^^  '™-  "'""^  '^'^'  '''^*''d"~" 
ZZ  I  T  ^^^  *°"'''"*  °f  *""hght  that  poured  in 
upon  her  from  the  three  wide-open  windows.    She  was 

£n?"f;.'t""^'  "'''^"'  °'  ^°"*'''  °f  health,  of  wdl! 
tofin.  V  r  "''t'.  ^'^'  "P'"'  ''™^'  ri"""ea  with 
their  fine,  thm  luie  of  intense  black  lashes,  the  sm,  set  a 
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diamond  flash;  the  same  golden  light  glowed  all  around 
her  thick,  moist  hair,  lambent,  beautiful,  a  sheen  of  al- 
most metallic  lustre,  and  reflected  itself  upon  her  wet 
lips,  moving  with  the  words  of  her  singing.    The  white- 
ness of  her  skin  under  the  caress  of  this  hale,  vigorous 
morning  light  was  dazzling,  pure,  of  a  fineness  beyond 
words.    Beneath  the  sweet  modulation  of  her  chin,  the 
reflected  light  from  the  burnished  copper  vessel  she  was 
carrying  set  a  vibration  of  pale  gold.    Overlaying  the 
flush  of  rose  in  her  cheeks,  seen  only  when  she  ;tood 
against  the  sunlight,  was  a  faint  sheen  of  down,  a  lustrous 
floss,  delicate  as  the  pollen  of  a  flower,  or  the  impalpable 
powder  of  a  moth's  wing.    She  was  moving  to  and  fro 
about  her  work,  alert,  joyous,  robust;  and  from  all  the 
fine,  full  amplitude  of  her  figure,  from  her  thick  white 
neck,  sloping  downward  to  her  shoulders,  from  the  deep, 
feminine  swell  of  her  breast,  the  vigorous  maturity  of 
her  hips,  there  was  disengaged  a  vibrant  note  of  gayety, 
of  exuberant  animal  life,  sane,  honest,  strong.    She  wore 
a  skirt  of  plain  blue  calico  and  a  shirtwaist  of  pink  linen, 
clean,  trim;  while  her  sleeves  turned  back  to  her  shoul- 
ders, showed  her  large,  white  arms,  wet  with  milk,  re- 
dolent and  fragrant  with  milk,  glowing  and  resplendent 
in  the  early  morning  light. 
On  the  threshold,  Annixter  took  off  his  hat. 
"  Good  morning.  Miss  Hilma." 
Hilma,  who  had  set  down  the  copper  can  on  top  of  the 
vat,  turned  about  quickly. 

"Oh,  good  morning,  sir;"  and,  unconsciously,  she 
made  a  little  gesture  of  salutation  with  her  hand,  raising 
it  part  way  toward  her  head,  as  a  man  would  have  done. 
"  Well,"  began  Annixter  vaguely,  "  how  are  you  get- 
ting along  down  here?  " 

"  Oh,  very  fine.    To-day,  thv.re  is  not  so  much  to  do. 
We  drew  the  whey  hours  ago,  and  now  we  are  just  done 
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pottivthe  curd  to  press.    I  have  been  cleaine    S«  n,v 

find  so  much  "  tiT^l^.        '^'7*'^'  y°«  *«»'' 
lar  place.    S  i  « n -4       ™°'"  '*  ""^  °*''  P^^i^u- 

friend  of  mine  had  l^ft  T    w.^J        u '  ■''  """^  ^°°'' 
until  within  a  few  yea«  whe^  T      ^^^^.^''^^^  ''?   J«st 

young  la  J"  ""*^"''  ^""^  ""^  I  »™  nineteen-a 

-S^e:h-"^si^:sr^-- 

hand  there-here  on  the  tnn  ,!f  !^  ^^^'  P"'  y^"*" 

it  warm'  Isnrit  L."  ?  ^  ./''*"""''"  *''^'-  !«»'* 
coming  n  Ike  that  ^hL  .'"^..''°"'  ^°"  '°^^  *°  -«  '» 
and  all  the    ^1^    .       ^''  *''*^  windows,  floods  of  if 

"ugnt,  1  think  the  people  must  be  very  good.    It's 
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only  wicked  people  that  love  the  dark.  And  the  wicked 
thing^s  are  always  done  and  planned  in  the  dark,  I  think 
Perhaps,  too,  that's  why  I  hate  things  that  are  myste- 
rious— things  that  I  can't  see,  that  happen  in  the  dark." 
She  wrinkled  her  nose  with  a  little  expression  of  aver- 
sion. "  I  hate  a  mystery.  Maybe  that's  why  I  am  afraid 
in  the  dark — or  was.  I  shouldn't  like  to  think  that  any- 
thing could  happen  around  me  that  I  couldn't  see  or  un- 
derstand or  explain." 

She  ran  on  from  subject  to  subject,  positively  gar- 
rulous, talking  in  her  low-pitched  voice  of  velvety  huski- 
ness  for  the  mere  enjoyment  of  putting  her  ideas  into 
speech,  innocently  assuming  that  they  were  quite  as 
interesting  to  others  as  to  herself.  She  was  yet  a  great 
child,  ig^noring  the  fact  that  she  had  ever  grown  up,  tak- 
ing a  child's  interest  in  her  immediate  surroundings,  di- 
rect, straightforward,  plain.  While  speaking,  she  con- 
tinued about  her  work,  rinsing  out  the  cans  with  a  mix- 
ture of  hot  water  and  soda,  scouring  them  bright,  and 
piling  them  in  the  sunlight  on  top  of  the  vat. 

Obliquely,  and  from  between  his  narrowed  lids,  An- 
nixter  scrutinised  her  from  time  to  time,  more  and  more 
won  over  by  her  adorable  freshness,  her  clean,  fine  youth. 
The  clumsiness  that  he  usually  experienced  in  the  pres- 
ence of  women  was  wearing  off.  Hilma  Tree's  direct 
simplicity  put  him  at  his  ease.  He  began  to  wonder  if 
he  dared  to  kiss  Hilma,  and  if  he  did  aare,  how  she 
would  take  it.  A  spark  of  suspicion  flickered  up  in  his 
mind.  Did  not  her  manner  imply,  vaguely,  an  invitation? 
One  never  could  tell  with  feemales.  That  was  why  she 
was  talking  so  much,  no  doubt,  holding  him  there,  af- 
fording the  opportunity.  Aha!  She  had  best  look  out, 
or  he  would  take  her  at  her  word. 

"  Oh,  I  had  forgotten,"  suddenly  exclaimed  Hilma, 
"  the  very  thing  I  wanted  to  show  you — the  new  press. 
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look.  And  this  covITo  .  T."  *''*'*  *••«  ="ds  go ; 
you  work  the t::rTh  wa^'^'s?""  ""'  *""' '""'  '^- 
both  hands,  throwing  heTwe.w  '  ^''T'^  '^'  '^^«r  in 
bare  ar.  swelhng  rfuid^rirS  L'^ffT"'"' 
slim  foot,  in  its  low  shoe  set  nff  vu  /  **°''*'  »"« 
buckle,  braced  againsfthe  Tj^  ""'  '"'  ''"^''''  «"1 

My,  but  that  takes  stren<rt»,  "  .u 
at  him  and  smiling^  .?SS,  f  T '''• '°°'''"g  «P 
what  we  needed  "  "  '^  ^°*^  P^^s?    Just 

you."  '      "«tosee?   Come  down;  I'll  show 

^etXedS  ot  etr  ""^  ^".^  r  ^^^-'^^^  - 
nixter  followed  a  cert^       T  '""^  ^'^'^  ''""^^-    An- 

^"pon  him.  He';:s^:rmTstTurnrtha?5r "  ^^^" 

him  to  kiss  her.    At  all  o^J^T  "''"'*  wanted 

«  yet,  he  was  not  a^so^lt' rV°"''  ""'  *^-  ^"*' 
■nistaken  in  her;  supple  X^'  m  """'^  ''^  "^^^  ""« 
suited  and  freeJ  h"m  whh  t "  ^  '°""'''"'  ''""^"  '"- 
«  the  very  thf  gh^or  ?  SX^ut^Tn  "'"«'' 
go,  and  get  to  work     H-  .     "*  '^■'"'^  business 

Jet;  if  s'he  LTant  I'  Z^^""'  '""^  "'°-''^- 
'"^mg  her,  and  he  failed  tf^taki^l^  !  *'PP'""*""'ty  of 
ninny  she  would  think  him  •  1^  advantage  of  it,  what  a 
beingafraid.  Heaf  "wf  h/a'  "°"'''  '^"P'"  •"'•"  ^^r 
feemale  girl.  Why  he  oL!I  v  ^"T"''  ''^'^''^  °^  *  f°°'' 
« far  as  he  couVd  HeJoH  h  uT""'  *^  *  "'"'  *°  ««> 
■"an  would  have  kisS  h1  x'"  "'"*  *''"*  ^^^  O'**"! 
nave  tossed  Hilma  Tree  weeks  ago.   To  test 
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his  state  of  mind,  he  imagined  himself  as  having  decided 
to  kiss  her,  after  all,  and  at  once  was  surprised  to  experi- 
ence a  poignant  qualm  of  excitement,  his  heart  beating 
heavily,  his  breath  coming  short.  At  the  same  time,  his 
courage  remained  with  him.  He  was  not  afraid  to  try. 
He  felt  a  greater  respect  for  himself  because  of  this.  His 
self-assurance  hardened  within  him,  and  as  Hilma  turned 
to  him,  asking  him  to  taste  a  cut  from  one  of  the  ripe 
cheeses,  he  suddenly  stepped  close  to  her,  throwing  an 
arm  about  her  shoulders,  advancing  his  head. 

But  at  the  last  second,  he  bungled,  hesitated;  Hilma 
shrank  from  him,  supple  as  a  young  reed;  Annixter 
clutched  harshly  at  her  arm,  and  trod  his  full  weight  upon 
one  of  her  slender  feet,  his  theek  and  chin  barely  touch- 
ing the  delicate  pink  lobe  of  one  of  her  ears,  his  lips 
brushing  merely  a  fold  of  her  shirt  waist  between  neck 
and  shoulder.  The  thing  was  a  failure,  and  at  once  he 
realised  that  nothing  had  been  further  from  Hilma's 
mind  than  the  idea  of  his  kissing  her. 

She  started  back  from  him  abruptly,  her  hands  ner- 
vously clasped  against  her  breast,  drawing  in  her  breath 
sharply  and  holding  it  with  a  little,  tremulous  catch  of 
the  throat  that  sent  a  quivering  vibration  the  length  of 
her  smooth,  white  neck.  Her  eyes  opened  wide  with  a 
childlike  look,  more  of  astonishment  than  anger.  She 
was  surprised,  out  of  all  measure,  discountenanced,  taken 
all  aback,  and  when  she  found  her  breath,*|;ave  voice  to  a 
great  "  Oh  "  of  dismay  and  distress. 

For  an  instant,  Annixter  stood  awkwardly  in  his  place, 
ridiculous,  clumsy,  murmuring  over  and  over  again: 

"  Well— well— that's  all  right— who's  going  to  hurt 
you?  You  needn't  be  afraid — who's  going  to  hurt  you— 
that's  all  right." 

Then,  suddenly,  with  a  quick,  indefinite  gesture  of  one 
arm,  he  exclaimed: 


^  m^ap? 


A  Stoiy  of  California 


H^^;''-''y«.J-I'm  sorry."  '^' 

dairy-room!  a'„T  ^^^l?/ "^  '"^  ««'".  crossing  tl,e 
f-ious.    He  turned  Cart  th°''"  ''''  ^»^'"/and 

'-oughts.  'xtratrjaVitH  ""'  ^^^  °-  ''^  '"•^ 
This  kind  of  thing  was  luInnT"'"^  ^'^  his  worlc. 
'hoolc  himself  a!  Though  fre,?;T^r"°"^^-  "« 
■rksome  burden,  and  turneHh  ^  "  shoulders  of  an 
work  nearest  at  hand        ^  ^'^  ''"'"•=  »"^'«'°n  to  the 

between  the  rancfhousS  t    ?  "''  "°^^""^  -" 
or  some  time  absorbedin  the  J    T^"^"  ^^"'  ''•^  «ood 
building,  amused  and ImeSed      7'^'°"  °^ ''''^ -»** 
sounds-the  clatter  of  ham'  f  *''*'  <=«nf"«on  of 

oi«ws.  and  the  rhythLcThX'  T\  "'^"«^  -rape 
fron?  the  gang  of  carp^te  s  wh„  P'^"«-t''at  issued 
P«"ing  the  finishing7o„ches  unn  T."'  ^'  "'^^  '""'"'"t 
«a"s.  A  boy  and  two  m^n  '^  .  *''''  '°°^  ^''d  rows  of 
fin.  doormat  theTouS  eJ^JhSH'^"^"^  ^''^  ^"^ 
down  from  Bonneville  ea"lv  S  ''^  P^'"'"^"-^^"'^ 
Rfged  in  adjusting  the  spravanHf  '""^'''g-vvere  en- 
0'  which  Annixter  htl  Et?.  '"^'"''  "^^  ">««"=* 

^'-faces  of  the  barn.  clSl  "r"  ''''"''"^  ^''^  -« 
pots  for  such  work  as  old  1^  v^  '^  ""  °f  ''"'shes  and 

"  *•"■  y»°  loow  the  rain •■ 
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"Oh,  rot  the  rain  t  /  work  in  the  rain.  You  and  your 
unions  make  me  sick." 

"  But,  Mr.  Ai'riixter,  we  couldn't  have  begun  painting 
in  the  rain.   The  job  would  have  been  spoiled." 

"Hoh,  yes,  spoiled.  That's  all  very  well.  Maybe 
it  would,  and  then,  again,  maybe  it  wouldn't." 

But  when  the  foreman  bar!  left  him,  Annixter  could  not 
forbear  a  growl  of  satisfact.on.  It  could  not  be  denied 
that  the  bam  was  superb,  v  niimental  even.  Almost 
any  one  of  the  other  bams  n  ':e  county  could  be  swung, 
bird-cage  fashion,  inside  v '  it,  with  room  to  spare.  In 
every  sense,  the  barn  was  precisely  what  Annixter  had 
hoped  of  it.  In  his  pleasure  over  the  success  of  his  idea, 
even  Hilma  for  the  momenttwas  forgotten. 

"  And,  now,"  murmured  Annixter,  "  I'll  give  that 
dance  in  it.    I'll  make  'em  sit  up." 

It  occurred  to  him  that  he  had  better  set  about  sending 
out  the  invitations  for  the  affair.  He  was  puzzled  to  de- 
cide just  how  the  thing  should  be  managed,  and  resolved 
that  it  might  be  as  well  to  consult  Magnus  and  Mrs. 
Derrick. 

"  I  want  to  talk  of  this  telegram  of  the  goat's  with 
Magnus,  anyhow,"  he  said  to  himself  reflectively,  "  and 
there's  things  I  got  to  do  in  Bonneville  before  the  first  of 
the  month." 

He  turned  about  on  his  heel  with  a  last  look  at  the 
barn,  and  set  oS  toward  the  stable.  He  had  decided  to 
have  his  horse  saddled  and  ride  over  to  Bonneville  by 
way  of  Los  Muertos.  He  would  make  a  day  of  it,  would 
see  Magnus,  Harran,  old  Broderson  and  some  of  the 
business  men  of  Bonneville. 

A  few  moments  later,  he  rode  out  of  the  bam  and  the 
stable-yard,  a  fresh  cigir  between  his  teeth,  his  hat 
slanted  over  his  face  against  the  rays  of  the  sun,  as  ytt 
low  in  the  east.    He  crossed  the  irrigating  ditch  and 
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gained  the  trail— the  «h«rt     . 

bywayof  Hooven',    ined.lr'i"'"  ^»  M«"°». 
jrround  overgrown  by  grey  '?'     ^f  ^"' '«°  t*"  'ow 
^>«k,  at  thi.  time  of  t£  S  .  *   *•*'  ^^  ^"^'"O" 
siderable  volume,  farther  on  d*""" ''*"■"•"  °f  ~"- 
underneath  the  liong  TresS^  of?h7  '.'"'^'^  '°  P*" 
other  side  of  the  right  of  wa v  An„i  /'"^'°"*'-    O"  '^e 
open  the  gate  in  Derrick^'  ,^"""'*"  ^^  obliged  to 
without  dismounting  steVr^e"^^^^   ?'  """»*^*'  "•» 
-d  spurring  him  cominTa^  But  o  '    '"  V*"'  ""''»' 
he  cantered  forward  briskly  *  "'*"^*  '»»«  gate 

«  broken  washer  i„  hrse^der'  n  ^  ^  '*  ^^''^  '«?'»""? 
hitched  to  the  machrne  her  ha«H  ''°"  °"'  °^  "•«  ^orse! 
'he  harness  of  the  Jiar  ft-.5rK'  ^'^^^'^  '«''"y  "Pon 

hersmall.  hob-nailed  boils  afd  bo  f  ""''  ''"^'•*"'  ^^h 
exalted  and  petrified  2^1^' T"^ ''""'"'^•^t, 

eyes  wide  opened.  herS^aXr  ""'''"^"*'  ''^ 

^-  ••  v^atTrYt  dX  hT^riir-if  •">  "--^^ 

err,or  was  going  to  man»„         !       *''°"8^''t  the  Gov- 
year."  *"   "^        •"="^S«=  without  his  tenants  this 

Ach,  Meest'r  Ennivf.r  "  »  •  j   ■ 

"•enege  mitout  me.  Me  I  el,  .  '  ''^"  '"*''  ''^  doand 
'=:"'  mit  der  Governor:  Tt  S  '  *f .'^'  ^*'-«'''' 
S-eben  yahr  I  hef  bei  der  renrh  ^'''  y°"  *">dt. 

ffery  Oder  sohn-of-a  Jh'  bei  ^  ^^^r'^PP^d;  yais,  sir. 
"-"dme.    Eh.?   Watvof.;!  "  ''7  P'^'"  ^^d  der  sach 

"  I  think  that-ra   iz"   ol'°"  """  *'"^^  " 
^t  there,"  obse^dXnSrT"'^^"'^'^"^''  >">«'- 
■W  in  Hooven's  hand  ^^"""«^  ^*  *''«  •»««,- 
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"  Ach,  dot  wrainch,"  returned  Hooven.  "  Soh  I  Wail, 
I  tell  you  dose  ting  now  whair  I  got  'em.  Say,  you  see 
dot  wrainch.  Dat's  not  Emerictn  wrainch  at  alle.  I 
got  'em  at  Gravelotte  der  day  we  licked  der  stuffun  oudt 
der  Frainch,  ach,  you  bedt.  Me,  I  pelong  to  der  Wiir- 
temberg  redgimend,  dot  dey  use  to  suppord  der  batterie 
von  der  Brince  von  Hohenlohe.  Alle  der  day  we  lay  down 
bei  der  stomach  in  der  feildt  behindt  der  batterie,  unci 
der  schells  von  der  Frainch  cennon  he'  eggsblode— 
ack,  donnerwtttert — I  tink  efery  schell  eggsblode  bei  der 
beckside  my  neck.  Und  dat  go  on  der  whole  day,  nod- 
dun  else,  noddun  aber  der  Frainch  schell,  b-r-r,  b-r-r, 
t>-T-r,  b-r-am,  und  der  smoag,  und  unzer  batterie,  dat  go 
off  slow,  steady,  yoost  like  "der  glock,  eins,  rwei,  boom! 
eins,  zwei,  boom!  yoost  like  der  glock,  ofer  und  ofer 
again,  alle  der  day.  Den  vhen  der  night  come  dey  say  we 
hev  der  g^eat  victorie  made.  I  doand  know.  Vhat  do  I 
see  von  der  battle?  Noddun.  Den  we  gedt  oop  und 
maerch  und  m&erch  alle  night,  und  in  der  morgen  we 
hear  dose  cennon  egain,  hell  oaf  der  way,  far-off,  I  doand 
know  vhair.  Budt,  nef'r  mindt.  Bretty  quick,  ach, 
Gott— "  his  face  flamed  scarlet,  "Ach,  du  Kebtr  Gott! 
Bretty  zoon,  dere  wass  der  Kaiser,  glose  bei,  und  Fritz, 
Unzer  Fritz.  Bei  Gott,  den  I  go  grazy,  und  yell,  ach, 
you  bedt,  der  whole  redgimend:  ' Hoch  der  Kaiser! 
Hoch  der  Vaterlandt '  Und  der  dears  come  to  der  eyes,  I 
doand  know  because  vhy.  und  der  mens  g^y  und  shaike 
der  hend,  und  der  whole  redgimend  maerch  off  like  dat, 
fairy  broudt,  bei  Gott,  der  head  oop  high,  und  sing '  Die 
Wacht  am  Rhein.'    Dot  wass  Gravelotte." 

"  And  the  monkey-wrench?  " 

"  Ach,  I  pick  'um  oop  vhen  der  batterie  go.  Der 
cennoniers  hef  forgedt  und  leaf  'um.  1  carry  'um  in  det 
sack.  I  tink  I  use  'um  vhen  I  gedt  home  in  der  business. 
I  was  maker  von  vagons  in  Carlsruhe,  und  I  nefr  gedt 
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I  come  to  EmerS     F  «    fc  i^*^"'' °t '  ''^  «>**'♦• 

way.,  I  tink  a  lot  ^f  IhSl  **""*!'  ^""'«"-  Alle- 

ncfVIforgcdtGrlvSttf  ST;;i1jr  ^/"'  ""^ 
Vhair  der  wife  is,  u„d  der  kinrf.,'   I'  ,      ^''"  ^"^  «"«• 

now,  und  dere,"  he  pointed  bTv'?V"  *  "^  «^°""*^y 

"Whodoyou  vofeToT?"'  '"  '°"'  B»'""<=k?"  he  said. 

-tentT;"''ktVrto'^^         ?*""''•'  *"«  "'her,  i„. 
land.  Allevo„weSh»^r  ^°'"^''-    °«'»  "y  Vatel- 

-ofs  he„  oa^sore t'S  ^^  "  B^d^d  'J^'""''"" 
•s»  vhair  der  home  und  rf.,  "J  "'''  *•"■  Vaterland 
Y«?  Voad?  A?h  no  Me  r  "  '"""^ '■"•  ^^^ 
d'r  der  haid  mifdoU  tin.  i  "''  '  ^°''''-  ^  ''°«»d  bod- 
ged der  braid  f„  de  w^^nd  S  '^  """^  ^°-'  «"«' 
dot's  Bismarck."  "''*''•  ^°'  *  «"•   Dot's  me; 

whirring.  '^         ^°'"'-    ^^e  seeder  advanced, 

Annixter  canLed  on     In",  ,^f -P- yo"" 
-«^  Broderson  Creek  I:/J:d\rr«'p^;  ^ 
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Home  ranch  of  Los  Muertos.  Ahead  of  him,  but  so  far 
off  that  the  greater  portion  of  its  bulk  was  below  the 
horizon,  he  could  see  the  Derricks'  home,  a  roof  or  two 
between  the  dull  green  of  cypress  and  eucalyptus.  Noth- 
ing  else  was  in  sight.  The  brown  earth,  smooth,  un- 
broken, was  as  a  limitless,  mud-coloured  ocean.  The 
silence  was  profound. 

Then,  at  length,  Annixter's  searching  eye  made  out  a 
blur  on  the  horizon  to  the  northward ;  the  blur  concen- 
trated itself  to  a  speck;  the  speck  grew  by  steady  de- 
grees to  a  spot,  slowly  moving,  a  note  of  dull  colour, 
barely  darker  than  the  land,  but  an  inky  black  silhouette 
as  it  topped  a  low  rise  of  ground  and  stood  for  a  moment 
outlined  against  the  pale  blue  of  the  sky.     Annixter 
turned  his  horse  from  the  road  and  rode  across  the  ranch 
land  to  meet  this  new  object  of  interest.    As  the  spot 
grew  larger,  it  resolved  itself  into  constituents,  a  collec- 
tion of  units ;  its  shape  grew  irregular,  fragmentary.    A 
disintegrated,  nebulous  confusion  advanced  toward  An- 
nixter, preceded,  as  he  discovered  on  nearer  approach, 
by  a  medley  of  faint  sounds.    Now  it  was  no  longer  a 
spot,  but  a  column,  a  column  that  moved,  accompanied 
b>  spots.   As  Annixter  lessened  the  distance,  these  spots 
resolved  themselves  into  buggies  or  men  on  horseback 
that  kept  pace  with  the  advancing  column.    There  were 
horses  in  the  column  itself.    At  first  glance,  it  appeared 
as  if  there  were  nothing  else,  a  riderless  squadron  tramp- 
ing steadily  over  the  upturned  plough  land  of  the  ranch. 
But  it  drew  nearer.   The  horses  were  in  lines,  six  abreast, 
harnessed  to  machines.    The  noise  increased,  defined 
itself.    There  was  a  shout  or  two;  occasionally  a  horse 
blew  through  his  no$trils  with  a  prolonged,  vibrating 
snort.    The  click  and  clink  of  metal  work  was  incessant, 
the  machines  throwing  off  a  continual  rattle  of  wheels 
and  cogs  and  clashing  springs.   The  column  approached 
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nearer;  was  close  at  hand    Th#.  ««;  •     , 

dued  uproar,  a  bewild  "4  ^ISZ  T^'^^  '«  »  -«>- 
numerable  hoofs  was  a  veHt^hi  u,        ""P^'=*  "^  '"" 

machine  appeared  Ld  Hi  .  T*"'"  M^<=hine  after 
remained  for  neark  ten  n.."'  ''"^'"^  *°  «"«  «ide. 
while,  like  an  array  oTct"  T'^'^r^'"'  '"'--^^d 

creakin,.  clashi„ran  i^L^mi  T  rptS  ^"^'S"^' 
succeedme  machine    cV  i.  Procession,  machnie 

horse  team-?us  Lrhtrild'^S  '""'''''^^  ^'- 
thirty-three  grain  drill!  each  :?th~tfeir  ho  "■""'' 
clamouring  past  HIcp  n„  ,j  \         ^  '  "°'^^'  went 

ten  thousaL'^aci'  ft^^S  °S^  ^r^^-'"^*''^ 
living  soil;  implanting  dee?  In  thT  ^  ^''""''"""^  *''^ 
Earth  the  germ  of  life  thei^  ?  ^'■''  '^°'"''  °f  'he 
«he  food  of  an  entire  People"^'"'""  °'  ^  "''^'^  -'•'^. 

Muertos  seemed  to  be  hlVtJi  .       '^^'^'"8^  °"  Los 

Harran  DerrTck  had  not  /l'°"'^""'''-  ^^^^""^  ^"d 
time  lost  at  tTe  belS/  f  .^  ""'  *°  '"^'^^  "P  ^^e 
waited  so  lonlforX  n  ^  J  '"'°"'  ^''^"  ^^ey  'lad 
behindhand  JlSmf"?;r  "'""",  ^''^^  ''^'^  •>"» 
Had  not  only  ble^  rrrow^d.^riurrerrf"'* 
some  cases,  cross-harrowed  as  werThe  kh  .      '" 

^^rw^it^ir^rd--'-^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

MuTrtlirreslt^tf   ^^"^'^   ''^-^   °^   ^os 
.  trees,  he'found  Mrs   Dernci  'n  r""  T  ^""'^^'"^ 
long  wicker  chair     She  hid  h.  f"'"'''  '"^^^^  '"  » 

•he  light  brown  locks  th,r  \  "^^'"""^^ ''"  ''^'"•'  «"d 
Jrighfness,  were  tre  ul  -Cl^rth"  """  °^  "'^'^ 
^-ofherchair.    AnnJer^SrJy-^^^^^^^^ 
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spite  of  her  more  than  fifty  years,  Annie  Derrick  was  yet 
rather  pretty.  Her  eyes  were  still  those  of  a  young  girl, 
just  touched  with  an  uncertain  expression  of  innocence 
and  inquiry,  but  as  her  glance  fell  upon  him,  he  found 
that  that  expression  changed  to  one  of  uneasiness,  of 
distrust,  almost  of  aversion. 

The  night  before  this,  after  Magnus  and  his  wife  had 
gone  to  bed,  they  had  lain  awake  for  hours,  staring  up 
into  the  dark,  talking,  talking.  Magnus  had  not  long 
been  able  to  kec/  from  his  wife  the  news  of  the  coalition 
that  was  forming  against  the  railroad,  nor  the  fact  that 
this  coalition  was  determined  to  gain  its  ends  by  any 
means  at  its  command.  He  had  told  her  of  Osterman's 
scheme  of  a  fraudulent  electibn  to  seat  a  Board  of  Rail- 
road Commissioners,  who  should  be  nominees  of  the 
farming  interests.  Magnus  and  his  wife  had  talked  this 
matter  over  and  over  again;  and  the  same  discussion, 
begun  immediately  after  supper  the  evening  before,  had 
lasted  till  far  into  the  night. 

At  once,  Annie  Derrick  had  been  seized  with  a  sudden 
terror  lest  Magnus,  after  all,  should  allow  himself  to  be 
persuaded ;  should  yield  to  the  pressure  that  was  every 
day  growing  stronger.  None  better  than  she  knew  the 
iron  integrity  of  her  husband's  character.  None  better 
than  she  remembered  how  his  dearest  ambition,  that  of 
political  preferment,  had  been  thwarted  by  his  refusal  to 
truckle,  to  connive,  to  compromise  with  his  ideas,  of 
right.  Now,  at  last,  there  seemed  to  be  a  change.  Long 
continued  oppression,  petty  tyranny,  injustice  and  ex- 
tortion had  driven  him  to  exasperation.  S.  Behrman's 
insults  still  rankled.  He  seemed  nearly  ready  to  coun- 
tenance Osterman's  scheme.  The  very  fact  that  he  was 
willing  to  talk  of  it  to  her  so  often  and  at  such  great 
length,  was  proof  positive  that  it  occupied  his  mind. 
The  pity  of  it,  the  tragedy  of  it!     He,  Magnus,  the 
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ciation  of  the  New  Polios  1°?'  lu  '"  ^''  *^^°"n- 

bribery  and  coJpS' ^\T^J"2"^ '"  his  attacks  on 
that  now,  at  last,  he  co2  hfh'^  .''  '""'  "  P°«i''le 
condemnation  of  ^he^^wlt'  „t'S  l^thf ''"''^  "'^ 
lo"s  go,ng  on  there  nnder  his  ve  f  evl°  tL  'Tr""""" 
should  r.t  command  Harran  to  refraTn  fr  n  '^""' 

course  v    w  the  conspira^.rs  had  h-  '  '"*"■ 

surprise  to  Mrs.   Derrfck      T.W  T"'""  °' ^^^' 

would  have  forbidden  S  son^o  l''''  u^""  ^^"^""^ 
a  dishonourable  man  '"""'  ^^  recognise 

.Ct:;£,^:^:(3S2^-i^e  t.mb,ed  at  the 
a  grapple  with  the  raHroad  Z  '"^ '" '''""P'"*^ 
"earted,  relentless,  int^et^po It"  7"''^':  T' 
.ssued  triumphant  from  the^ghT,  ^,3^'%^^"'  "^'^ 
the  Corporation's  chamninn   !  f^        Behrman, 

as  Victor,  placid,  un^eZS.  rs'atbr  B  T  '''' 
more  terrible  struggle  than  at^y  hS;  loomed  "°"  ' 
'ng  over  the  nm  of  the  future  ■  ZT  ^  '"^"^'=- 

;f  e  water  ;-personal  repu'Sl  reTb"  ll  "^  Z^.^"' 
the  issue;  failure  meant  r„i„  •      ,?  !.      ^^  hazarded  in 
r-in.  moral  ruin,  TuTn  o  "'"f      ''"'=''°"^'  «"^"--' 
Success,  to  her  mind    w!='^r^^''/"'"  °^  <=haracter. 
Derrick  feared   hSroJ  1^7^\-P--ble.     Annie 
*e  was  still.  thedSint    oar  ^f""^    •"''"  ^^^"•>*'''"^ 
across  Los  Muertos  from  PnL      ■ ''""^  """■"^  ^^^oed 
or  from  the  Long  T  estTe  strf"  w  "' '"■""  ''°""^^'"^' 
such  moments  shf  slw  v  ^V^S  thT  \r  '^"'-    ^* 
of  steam  and  steel,  with  its  sinl  !      ^    T"^  ''"°' 
shooting  from  horizon  .^i,-^     ^^'  <^>'^'opean,  red, 

power,  huge  and  terrible- ir""".'  ''""'°'  "^  ^  ^-' 
^'«>.  to  op'pose  whTlfm^amtor^^^^^^  '^"'^"^'^  °f 
-ction  beneath  the  clashing  Ihtr^  wXt 
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to  submit,  to  resign  oneself  to  the  inevitable.  She  ob- 
literated herself,  shrinking  from  the  harshness  &f  the 
world,  striving,  with  vain  hands,  to  draw  her  husband 
back  wit*,  her. 

Just  before  Annixter's  arrival,  she  had  been  sitting, 
thoughtful,  in  her  long  chair,  an  open  volume  of  poems 
turned  down  upon  her  lap,  her  glance  losing  itself  in  the 
immensity  of  Los  Muertos  that,  from  the  edge  of  the 
lawn  close  by,  unrolled  itself,  gigantic,  toward  the  far, 
southern  horizon,  wrinkled  and  serrated  after  the  sea- 
son's ploughing.    The  carta,  hitherto  grey  with  dust, 
was  now  upturned  and  brown.     As  far  as  the  eye  could 
reach,  it  was  empty  of  all  life,  bare,  mournful,  absolutely 
still;  and,  as  she  looked,  there  seemed  to  her  morbid 
imagination— diseased  and  disturbed  with  long  brooding, 
sick  with  the  monotony  of  repeated  sensation— to  be 
disengaged  from  all  this  immensity,  a  sense  of  a  vast 
oppression,  formless,  disquieting.    The  terror  of  sheer 
bigness  grew  slowly  in  her  mind;  loneliness  beyond 
words  gradually  enveloped  her.    She  was  lost  in  all  these 
limitless  reaches  of  space.    Had  she  been  abandoned  in 
mid-ocean,  in  an  open  boat,  her  terror  could  hardly  have 
been  greater.    She  felt  vividly  that  certain  uncongeniality 
which,  when  all  is  said,  forever  remains  between  humanity 
and  the  earth  which  supports  it.     She  recognised  the 
colossal  indiflference  of  nature,  not  hostile,  even  kindly 
and  friendly,  so  long  as  the  human  ant-swarm  was  sub- 
missive, working  with  it,  hurrying  along  at  its  side  in  the 
mysterious  march  of  the  centuries.    Let,  however,  the 
insect  rebel,  strive  to  make  head  against  the  power  of 
this  nature,  and  at  once  it  became  relentless,  a  gigantic 
engine,  a  vast  power,  huge,  terrible;  a  leviathan  with  a 
heart  of  steel,  knowing  no  compunction,  no  forgiveness, 
no  tolerance;  crushing  out  the  human  atom  with  sound- 
less calm,  the  agony  of  destruction  sending  never  a  jar. 


A  Story  of  California 


i8t 

heSr  sfei^,;''s  r ""  ff  ^  ^"^p^  •^'•-'•-'y  '•" 

.t  was  that  disquiet  d  he;  thVo '.  '""'•'  ^''^"=*'^  ^^^^ 
sensation  of  these  thin«  ^fif  ^  "^T^^  '^^  ^«&"« 
upon  her  face,  confused  tro.,M  "  "  ^'""''^  ""^  *'"d 
of  hostility  in  the  air  ''°"'''°"^'  ^n  indefinite  sense 

^^'-T^itr' ot^^^^^^  ""-  ^'^  --,  Of  the 
her  gaze  fron^fhe  en^^pty  pTa  f of l":' M ''  "'"'''--"& 
young  Annixter  stoppWh  s  hor  k  ^"'"°='  ^''^  ^^^ 
•^"t  the  sight  of  hi„Ti?  diverTe  n'V^  T'""^'  '''^'■ 
jrouble.  She  could  notC  /egarS"  ™"'',*°  '^'  "^^er 
He  was  one  of  the  consn;r=,L  ™  '"'*''  aversion, 

■n  the  battle  that  mJenSed  ""'rr"'  °'  '"^  '^^^ers 
niake  a  fresh  attempt  to  tin'o  r"''  ^"  ^""^  «">«  ^o 
alliance.  ^    °  '"""  °''^'"  Magnus  to  the  unholy 

However,  there  u-ac  UffU  * 

in.-  Her  hair  4rst 712'  hW^"""? '"  "^^  ^-^*- 
brown  sea-weed   uoon    h?  u   '  ^  ^'°^'^  P^'ch  of 

Jack,  and  she  ^;dT:ha  tr^^us^eT;  °T  '''^  '=''^^- 
In  answer  to  Annixter's  emK  .       "°'  S^*^"'"?  "P- 

nus,  she  sent  theTS. ',"'''''  '""3"'^3r  ^^er  Mag- 
and  Annixt  r  afte  t  "rht  V°  ""  '""  ''•°"'  ^''^  ««" ; 
into  the  trunk  of  one  o  X         ^^  *°  ^''^  ""^  driven 

the  porch,  and: X'  ff  hrhaft;r'"'"^"P^° 
steps.  ^         "'^  "^'-  sat  down  upon  the 

-  SaSrtr^"'"^  ^"""^  ■  "  '^  -'^^'l-    "  I'd  like  to 

"  No,"  said  Mrs.  Derrick    "  H,, 
"lie  early  this  morning"    '  '"''"  ^'"*  *°  Bonne- 
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•'  What  is  it  yoii  want  to  see  Mr.  Derrick  about  ?  "  she 
inquired  hastily.  "  Is  it  about  this  plan  to  elect  a  Rail- 
road Commission?  Magnus  does  not  approve  of  it,"  she 
declared  with  energy.    "  He  told  me  so  last  night." 

Annixter  moved  about  awkwardly  here  he  sat, 
smoothing  down  with  his  hand  the  one  stiflf  lock  of  yel- 
low hair  that  persistently  stood  up  from  his  crown  like  an 
Indian's  scalp-lock.  At  once  his  suspicions  were  all 
aroused.  Ah !  this  feemale  woman  was  trying  to  get  a 
hold  on  him,  trying  to  involve  him  in  a  petticoat  mess, 
trying  to  cajole  him.  Upon  the  instant,  he  became  very 
crafty;  an  excess  of  prudence  promptly  congealed  his 
natural  impulses.  In  an  actual  spasm  of  caution,  he 
scarcely  trusted  himself  to  speak,  terrified  lest  he  should 
commit  himself  to  something.  He  glanced  about  appre- 
hensively, praying  that  Magnus  might  join  them  speedily, 
relieving  the  tension. 

"  I  came  to  see  about  giving  a  dance  in  my  new  barn," 
he  answered,  scowling  into  the  depths  of  his  hat,  as 
though  reading  from  notes  he  had  concealed  there.  "  I 
wanted  to  ask  how  I  should  send  out  the  tVivites.  I 
thought  of  just  putting  an  ad.  in  the  '  Mercury.'  " 

But  as  he  spoke,  Presley  had  come  up  behind  An- 
nixter in  time  to  get  the  drift  of  the  conversation,  and 
now  observed: 

"  That's  nonsense,  Buck.  You're  not  giving  a  public 
ball.     You  must  send  out  invitations." 

"Hello,  Presley,  you  there?"  exclaimed  Annixter, 
turning  round.    The  two  shook  hands. 

"Send  out  invitations?"  repeated  Annixter  uneasily. 

"Why  must  I?" 

"  Because  that's  the  only  way  to  do." 

"It  is,   is   it?"  answered  Annixter,  perplexed  and 

troubled.    No  other  man  of  his  acquaintance  could  have 

so  contradicted  Annixter  without  provoking  a  quarrel 
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upon  the  instant     Whu  »»,.. 

^tinate.  beliigerent.Thould  ZS>I^:t7'  '""'"'•='  ""^ 
was  an  inconsistency  never  o  h.       ^       "  '°  *''*  P°«. 

"  Typewritten  ?  " 

ably  insult  three-fLrths  of  X  f  ""-  "'  ^°"  ^"'  "''"'- 
vite,  and  have  about  a  hu„Hr^  ^^^  ^°"  '"*""'*  *°  '"- 
and  a  lawsuit  or  two  '•  "^  ''""'■"'''  °"  y°"r  hands, 

oufoTtrpoX^fcnreT'^^^^^^^^^  ^^--  -- 

realising  what  he  was  dX  A  w ''^  '.'''".^"-  ^'^hout 
to  his  feet.  It  was  as  th3  m  *"  "'«f"<:t""vely  rose 
in-chief  of  an  uTsee:  ar^Tand  fe"  ^"k  ]  ^°"""="^- 
was  some  little  conversaTon^^  .  .u  '"''^'t""-  There 
and  then  Annixter  fou  dt  L^  Je^flr?"'"^!  '^^"«' 
ernor  aside.    Mrs   Derrirl     ?l  .    '•■'«*'"&  the  Oov- 

'""  of  poignant  a"x,?tvTs  the  ?/'*^  *"°  "'*''  ^y- 
of  the  gravel  drivewlv  t^  thi  "^  ^  ^^  P'"''  "'^  '^"^^h 
leaning  upon  ft Tl  J  "'^ '°^'' S^^e.  and  stood  there 

Hpped^^^aive  on:i:r".?'"^^"^  *«"•  *hTn' 
coat,  his  head  ba;e  his  keen  'h,  '  •"""^^  "'  '''^  ^-^ 
ni-r-sface.  A„4?:rct:^fo;JSr."?''"An- 
I  got  a  wire  from  Osterman  thf=  ^  ^'"  P°'"*- 
nor,  and,  well-weVe  «,    n^K     **"' """^"'"ff.  Cover- 


1 84 


The  Octopus 


crnor,"  he  went  on,  "  1  don't  see  how  you  can  stay  out  of 
this  business  much  longer.     You  see  how  it  will  be. 
We're  going  to  win,  and  I  don't  see  how  you  can  feel 
that  it's  right  of  you  to  let  us  do  all  the  work  and  stand 
all  the  expense.    There's  never  been  a  movement  of  any 
importance  that  went  on  around  you  that  you  weren't  the 
leader  in  it.    All  Tulare  County,  all  the  San  Joaquin,  for 
that  matter,  knows  you.    They  want  a  leader,  and  they 
are  looking  to  you.    I  know  how  you  feel  about  politics 
nowadays.     But,   Governor,   standards   have   changed 
since  your  time ;  everybody  plays  the  game  now  as  we 
are  playing  it— the  most  honourable  men.     You  cant 
play  it  any  other  way,  and,  pshaw  1  if  the  right  wins  out 
in  the  end,  that's  the  main  tiling.    We  want  you  in  this 
thing,  and  we  want  you  bad.    You've  been  chewing  on 
this  aflfair  now  a  long  time.    Have  you  made  up  your 
mind  ?    Do  you  come  in  ?    I  tell  you  what,  you've  got  to 
look  at  these  things  in  a  large  way.    You've  got  to  judge 
by  results.    Well,  now,  what  do  you  think?    Do  you 
come  in  ?  " 

Magnus's  glance  left  Annixter's  face,  and  for  an  in- 
stant sought  the  ground.  His  frown  lowered,  but  now  it 
was  in  perplexity,  rather  than  in  anger.  His  mind  was 
troubled,  harassed  with  a  thousand  dissensions. 

But  one  of  Magnus's  strongest  instincts,  one  of  his 
keenest  desires,  was  to  be,  if  only  for  a  short  time,  the 
master.  To  control  men  had  ever  been  his  ambition; 
submission  of  any  kind,  his  greatest  horror.  His  energy 
stirred  within  him,  goaded  by  the  lash  of  his  anger,  his 
sense  of  indignity,  of  insult.  Oh  for  one  moment  to  be 
able  to  strike  back,  to  crush  his  enemy,  to  defeat  the  rail- 
road, hold  the  Corporation  in  the  grip  of  his  fist,  put 
down  S.  Behrman,  rehabilitate  himself,  regain  his  self- 
respect.  To  be  once  more  powerful,  to  command,  to 
dominate.     His  thin  lips  pressed  themselves  together, 
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a  moment,  he  saw  C  ,  '^  ""consciously.    For 

'"e  foremost  C.tt  Z7:>  '''  ^''-"■°" 
"'ousands  of  men  beneath  himv'  "'"''  ^^"P^ted, 
gratified;  his  career  IZl  '  •'"'  '""'^'"o"  «'  lenrth 

completed;  suLe"'  ZlZir'l  '^°"^"'  *°  -"^^ 
""s  were  his  chance  after  .n       '''^"=^^'»^"t-     What  if 
>-rs.    His  cJ,ance  '  The  in  't-ntr  1  '^^  ''^'^'-  «"  '"ese 
Wer.  the  most  redoubtabi    ^eTot ''*=  l'""'"^  ^^- 
Cownty.  stirred  at  the  word,  'chanc^  '"  °J  ^'  °°  •''''° 
■f  came,  to  recognise  it  as  it  passed  flJ  .    "    """^  ''  ^''«" 
!f"P  at  it,  catch  at  it  bhnd  rfu,        "'  ^'  ^  wind-fliirry 
'--d  of  the  issj;     hJTaf  "'^'^'''■"^^""Po^th'e 
CI>ance?    All  of  a  sudden  ;tT  ^'T'     ^^'  ^^is  his 
But  his  honour  J    HSch^rilh  H^  1°  '''"'  "'=''  ''  *^•"'• 

•■-tained  purity  of  his  princSK  ^^f  °"V"*^^''''^'  ^^e 
'hey  to  be  sacrificed?  c3  ht  "^^  ""^ '»'«  date,  were 
'he  firm  built  fabric  of  his  hara'rT  ^^  '°'"''''  '°  -" 
cou  d  he  bear  to  loolc  Har  a^and  L  '°"'  ''''^'•"='■•^' 
And,  yet-and,  yet-barl//  .  ^^'"'"  '"  'he  face? 

^'ect  his  Chan^e'mea'  fai  uT^!  U  T"''"'"'"-'-  -- 
and  ended  in  obscurity,  pttns' in  fi  '''^""  '"  P^""""-' 
'ven.  To  seize  it  me^nt  ach^! '"  ^"^"''^'  """•  Poverty 
P-tige.  possibly  greatJealth^'^'"'"^'  ''""^'  ■"«-""' 

^^-am':;°."7h:;trT'-    "''  ^^^^  ^^-l^.  as 
^  -ant  Magnus  to  oTeVThelf'^''  "'"  ^^^^  "^^ »'"' 
■combination,  and  I  m.?s   hate  J     ""'"      ''"^^  '°^'  ""« 
.^-ng  into  town,  and     want  himT  "'°"'^-    ^^^'^^  '^ 
■me.    Can't  vou  come  nX  1  .°/''^  '"""^  '''"^  for 

'«dy  and  waiting"        ^^*  '^"^'  ^^^"^?    Phelps  is 

^--^'-ndhisp,a„s,m£e--™-e 
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affairs.  Magnus  had  been  on  the  very  point  of  saying 
soir .-thing,  perhaps  committing  himself  to  some  course 
of  action,  and,  at  precisely  the  wrong  moment,  his  wife 
had  cut  in.  The  opportunity  was  lost.  The  three  re- 
turned toward  the  ranch  house ;  but  before  saying  good- 
bye, Annixtcr  had  secured  from  Magnus  a  promise  to  the 
effect  that,  before  coming  to  a  definite  decision  in  the 
matter  under  discussion,  he  would  talk  further  with  hini. 
Presley  met  him  at  the  porch.  He  was  going  into 
town  with  Phelps,  and  proposed  to  Annixter  that  he 
should  accompany  them. 

"  I  w,  n  to  go  over  and  see  old  Broderson,"  Annixter 
objected. 

But  Presley  inforr  ed  him  that  Broderson  had  gone 
to  Bonneville  earlier  in  the  morning.  He  had  seen  him 
go  past  in  his  buckboard.  The  three  men  set  off,  Phelps 
and  Annixter  on  horseback,  Presley  on  his  bicycle. 

When  they  had  gone,  Mrs.  Derrick  sought  out  her 
husband  in  the  office  of  the  ranch  house.  She  was  at 
her  prettiest  that  morning,  her  cheeks  flushed  with  ex- 
citement, her  innocent,  wide-open  eyes  almost  girlish. 
She  had  fastened  her  hair,  still  moist,  with  a  black  rib- 
bon tied  at  the  back  of  her  head,  and  the  soft  mass  of 
light  brown  reached  to  below  her  waist,  making  her  look 
very  young. 

"  What  was  it  he  was  saying  to  you  just  now,"  she 
exclaimed,  as  she  came  through  the  gate  in  the  green- 
painted  wire  railing  of  the  office.  "  What  was  Mr.  An- 
nixter saying?  I  know.  He  was  trying  to  get  you  to 
join  him,  trying  to  persuade  you  to  be  dishonest,  wasn't 
that  it?  Tell  me,  Magnus,  wasn't  that  it?  " 
Magnus  nodded. 

His  wife  drew  close  to  him,  putting  a  hand  on  his 
shoulder. 
"  But  you  won't,  will  you?    You  won't  listen  to  him 
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again;  you  won't  so  much  a.  =,11       u- 
even  suppose  you  would  l.n  1  ^»»~iinybody~to 

few  weeks.     Why,  beforo^s   ,  "'."  ^°"  '""*  '"" 

-'ted  if  any  one  though  ^ou  wol*°  '"""'  '""  '"" 
"•■nghke  dishonesty.  mZZ^T  T"  '°"''''^"  ^ny- 
"  you  joined  Mr.  AnniS  "  /VT"*:^''  ''''='"'  ""^  heart 
you  couldn't  be  the  same  ml  "^  ^'-  O^'^man.  Why 
'•ave  kept  yourself  o^.Ta"  ll'r '"!"''=  ^°"' -'- 
what  would  Lyman  say. and  h":"  h^"'  ""^  ""^^^ 
knows  you  and  respects  you  Yf  vn  ',  '^'^"^  °"*=  ^^'o 
be  just  a  political  adventurer!  "  ''"'''  y°""^''  'o 

^-17hr,T;e^^i^^^^^^^^^         head  upon  h.s  hand, 
breath:  *"8^'',  he  said,  drawing  a  deep 

"  I  am  troubled.  Annie     Tt, 
have^much  upon  my  mTnd  "  "'  '""  ^^"  ''ays.    I 

oneSg'S;ou"S'nS'iJ"n"M'''/'P'"'""^  -'  this 
.  She  had  taken  hisIa„;iiS"'^^,^""'^'"'s  scheme." 

VVhateverrap;i,t -Z:-^;  IfZ  ""^  ^°-  -<>• 
you.  as  I  always  have  been      r  '  '°  ^e  proud  of 

Ifnow  you  never  seriouslv  tL  u"^  ""^  ^°"'"  ^O"'-  I 
n-ter.  but  I  am  soTrvou  ^:|^°^  ^""'"^  ^r.  A„- 
Jfst  to  relieve  my  mZZj  ^"^^tened  sometimes. 
"  Why-you  are  S"  h/  '  ^'''  ""^  ^°"  ^°^d." 
Jought  seriously  of  f'o„/r;"'-  "  ''°'  ^  """ 
b.t.o„s  to  be-I  don't  know  what-wlTrJ'l"^^  ^'"- 
be  once-well,  that  is  over  now     7  ^^^  ^oped  to 

a  disappointed  man  "  '^'  >'°'""  husband  is 
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instincts  and  to  the  entreaties  of  his  wife.    He  began  to 
see  how  perilously  far  he  had  gone  in  this  business.    He 
was  drifting  closer  to  it  every  hour.    Already  he  was 
entangled,  already  his  foot  was  caught  in  the  mesh  that 
was  being  spun.    Sharply  he  recoiled.    Again  all  his 
instincts  of  honesty  revolted.    No,  whatever  happened, 
he  would  preserve  his  integrity.    His  wife  was  right. 
Always  she  had  influenced  his  better  side.    At  that  nio- 
ment,  Magnus's  repugnance  of  the  proposed  political 
campaign  was  at  its  pitch  of  intensity.    He  wondered 
how  he  had  ever  allowed  himself  to  so  much  as  enterta.n 
the  idea  of  joining  with  the  others.     Now,  he  would 
wrench  free,  would,  in  a  single  instant  of  power,  clear 
himself  of  all  compromising  i-elations.    He  turned  to  his 
wife.    Upon  '  is  lips  trembled  the  promise  she  implored. 
But  suddenly  there  came  to  his  mind  the  recollection  of 
his  new-made  pledge  to  Annixter.     He  had  given  his 
word  that  before  arriving  at  a  decision  he  would  have  a 
last  interview  with  him.    To  Magnus,  his  given  word 
was  sacred.    Though  now  he  wanted  to,  he  could  not  as 
yet  draw  back,  could  not  promise  his  wife  that  he  would 
decide  to  do  right.    The  matter  must  be  delayed  a  few 
days  longer. 

Lamely,  he  explained  this  to  her.  Annie  Derrick 
made  but  little  response  when  he  had  done.  She  kissed 
his  forehead  and  went  out  of  the  room,  uneasy,  de- 
pressed, her  mind  thronging  with  vague  fears,  leaving 
Magnus  before  his  office  desk,  his  head  in  his  hands, 
thoughtful,  gloomy,  assaulted  by  forebodings. 

Meanwhile,  Annixter,  Phelps,  and  Presley  continued 
on  their  way  toward  Bonneville.  In  a  short  time  they 
had  turned  into  th?  County  Road  by  the  great  watering- 
tank,  and  proceeded  onward  in  the  shade  of  the  inter- 
minable line  of  poplar  trees,  the  wind-break  that 
stretched  along  the  roa<feide  bordering  the  Broderson 
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ranch.    But  as  th^v  a  ^ 

^ocery,  about  half  a  ""i:,!"::.';^"  ^T^'^  -'«-  and 
recognased  Harran's  ho"  e  t.eS  '  f,"'  ''°""^^'"«'  'hey 
"•„  Annixter  left  the  others' 1  "  '"""^^ '"  f^°"t  of 
.  "Harran,"  he  said,  S  the  7""^"  *°  ^^«  W^'^an. 
«'her  side  of  one  of  the  smaS  tihr  "^.^  ^"  '"°^"  »" 
-f  e  up  your  „,i„d  one  Z  o  V   ^""'"^  e°'  to 

What  are  you  going  to  do^  i  °7"°*''"  P'-^^'y  soon, 
and  see  the  rest  of  the  Comm;^*  ^°"  ^°'"^  *°  ^'^"d  by 
the  bucketful  in  this  thL^ar  ''^'"''"^  ""'"^^  by 

pockets.^  If  ^e  win,  you^  ben  fi?-''°"'"  ^'""^^  ■"  ^O"^ 
-^t  of  us.  I  suppose^  W  V"^*  ''  "'"'='>  -^  the 
own-you  have,  haven^t  you.    y  """""^  "^  ^""^ 

manager,  aren't  you?"      ^  ^°"  ^''^  your  father's 

''■on  f"r  itrriCnr?:' -  ^°-  ^^'^  ^  ->-  -^^ 

wnt  to  play  fair,  i  doS  kno  i?  ^°"  °'^'="'  hut  I  do 
way.  I  should  like  to  W  a  h-I  r  ^V ^^  ^"^  °ther 
to  how  to  act.  but  there's  ^     hne  from  the  Governor  as 

these  days.  He  sit.  o  "wf^t?  f  7"''  °"^  «'  '''- 
myself."  '°  want  to  let  me  decide  for 

"  Well,  look  here  "  nnt  ;,,  a     • 

>-ep  out  of  the  thing  tiS"'  altor"".  "  '"PP°-  y^- 

a.^lent  partner.  And  t£lil'?°"  "-'  then.  I'm 
d-fficulties  with  the  Goyir^'^V^'  to  have  any 
"'ell  together.  He  JuZ'uu^V^  "''^"^^  ^°t  along 
""vthinglike  that "  ''"  '*■  -^''«  "^"o^v,  if  I  aid 


190 


The  Octopus 


"  Say,"  exclaimed  Annixter  abruptly,  "  if  the  Gover- 
nor says  he  will  keep  his  hands  off,  and  that  you  can  do 
as  you  please,  will  you  come  in?  For  God's  sake,  let  us 
ranchers  act  together  for  once.  Let's  stand  in  with  each 
other  in  one  fight." 

Without  knowing  it,  Annixter  had  touched  the  right 
spring.  ■ 

"  I  don't  know  but  what  you're  right,"  Harran  mur- 
mured vaguely.  His  sense  of  discouragement,  that  feel- 
ing of  what's-the-use,  was  never  more  oppressive.  All 
fair  means  had  been  tried.  The  wheat  grower  was  at 
last  with  his  back  to  the  wall.  If  he  chose  his  own  means 
of  fighting,  the  responsibility  must  rest  upon  his  enemies, 
not  on  himself. 

"  It's  the  only  way  to  accomplish  anything,"  he  con- 
tinued, "standing  in  with  each  other  .  .  .  well, 
...  go  ahead  and  see  what  you  can  do.  If  the 
Governor  is  willing,  I'll  come  in  for  my  share  of  the 
campaign  fund." 

"That's  some  sense,"  exclaimed  Annixter,  shaking 
him  by  the  hand.  "  Half  the  fight  is  over  already.  We've 
got  Disbrow  you  know;  and  the  next  thing  is  to  get  hold 
of  some  of  those  rotten  San  Francisco  bosses.    Oster- 

man  will "    But  Harran  interrupted  him,  making  a 

quick  gesture  with  his  hand. 

"  Don't  tell  me  about  it,"  he  said.  "  I  don't  want  to 
know  what  you  and  Osterman  are  going  to  do.  If  I  did, 
I  shouldn't  come  in." 

Yet,  for  all  this,  before  they  said  good-bye  Annixter 
had  obtained  Harran's  promise  that  he  would  attend  the 
next  meeting  of  the  Committee,  when  Osterman  should 
return  from  Los  Angeles  and  make  his  report.  Harran 
went  on  toward  Los  Muertos,  Annixter  mounted  and 
rode  into  Bonneville. 
Bonneville  was  very  lively  at  all  times,    It  was  a  little 
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the  opera  house  Je  obf^c^ltt      °^'  '"'''''"^'  ^^ 

governed,  beautifully  clean    uU  of  I'   "     "'    ''  ^^^  "^" 

ous  young  life  of  a  new  city     a1  .^V    "J"?^  ^"'^  ^'^^""- 

tivity  pervaded  its  streets  and  ^h       ,f  ^  '^'  ''"^'^^^'  ^':- 

portion  of  the  town    cemrW    f"'""''-     '^^^  ''"^'"ess 

always  crowded.    A^nix^r  ai    °"'  ^"'"  ^''''''  ^as 

'ound  hinjself  involved"?!  s'n"7^  '/  '^^  ^°''  O^"- 
and  sounds.    Sadd]rhrse3  "?' '"''''^  ^'^"'-^ -ghts 

able  Studebakers-b„l°es  ';/!.. ''l^°"'-"'«  '"«vit- 
roads.  buckboards  witf  sauaSr   .'''' ''"^' °f '=''""t^y 
stowed  under  the  seat  two  wt     !,"''  f  """"y  P^^^ages 
carts,  were  hitched  tVThe'!/"''^'"  ""'^ '«'"'"& 
sheathed  telegraph  poles  .ifnf^  "'''""^^  ^"^  zinc 
there,  on  the  edge  of  thelf  fu    ^'  ''"'^-      «"«  «nd 
■nto  bicycle  racVplVefS '  7"  "^'r' "' ^^^^^^^ 
Upon  the  asphalt  sidewikltJ        l^^"  ^''vertisements. 
morning's  heat,  was  aTotiSou,'    '  '"'  ^'"''^  "'*''  the 
large  stomachs,  wearing    "e"' '"^^T""'-    ^^^  ^^ith 
bo«redpondero;sly""f„l;-^'^.^^;'.no  vests.  ,a- 

shirt  waists,  and  earden  h,.  '^  '"  '^wn  skirts, 

in  couples,  co^in^fn  ,'d  '  Tf 'r"'  '""•  ■"--'>'>' 
^cery  store.  and^abeTdiher's  or  r  """^  ^'°'-^'  '""^ 
of  the  Post  Office,  which  w.!  ''"&«"ng  in  front 

lO.O.F.hall.  YounT^t  u-"  ^  '°"'""  ""'^^^  th« 
^-cker  cutr-protector!  over'  'thetr"^"'  "''"  ^^°-' 
behmd  their  ears,  bustled  in  front  of  th™''  '"'  ^^"^"'^ 
anxious  and  preoccupied.  A  vert  1  ^°"/^  "°^«' 
'"  ragged  white  trousers  and  h  ^  f  "^"'  ^  Mexican, 
h'ock  in  front  of  the  barber  shn'J'f!:  "'  °"  ^  ''°«e- 
rope  around  its  neck     Aa^'    °^^'"^  ^  ^°''^  ^y  a 
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Tint,  ^  "^  '^""*  °'  ^""  P"""*^"'  commercial 
-gents,  .nsurance  men,  well-,  tressed,  metropolitan,  deb- 
onair  stood  about  cracking  jokes,  or  hurried  i^  and 
Znf  T^  ''5PP'"«^.^''ite  doors  of  the  Yosemite  bar- 
room    The  Yosemite  'bus  and  City  'bus  passed  up  the 

two  or  three  passengers.  A  very  narrow  wagon  be- 
longmg  to  the  Cole  &  Colemore  Harvester  Worls.  ;ent 
by,  loaded  w.th  long  strips  of  iron  that  made  a  horrible 

Th?',  .'"^  '""""r  °'r  '^'  ""evenness  of  the  pavement. 
The  electric  car  hne.  the  city's  boast,  did  a  brisk  business 
.ts  cars  wh,rrmg  from  end  to  end  of  the  street,  with  a' 
janghng  of  bells  and  a  moaning  plaint  of  gearing.    On 

Citv  Ha"n  J""^''^«t,°V'''^^"  "'''  "°""''  *he  new 
City  Hall,  the  usual  loafers  sat,  chewing  tobacco,  swap- 

pmg  stories.  In  the  park  were  the  inevitable  array  of 
nursemaids  skylarking  couples,  and  ragged  little  boy. 
A  single  policeman,  in  grey  coat  and  helmet,  friend  and 
acquaintance  of  every  man  and  woman  in  the  town,  stood 
by  the  park  entrance,  leaning  an  elbow  on  the  fence  post 
twirling  his  club.  '^ 

But  in  the  centre  of  the  best  business  block  of  the 
street  was  a  three-story  building  of  rough  brown  stone, 
set  off  with  plate  glass  windows  and  gold-lettered  signs 
One  of  these  latter  rea>.  "Pacific  and  Southwestern  Rail- 
road Freight  and  Passenger  Office."  while  another, 
much  smaller,  beneath  the  windows  of  the  second  story 
bore  the  inscription,  "  P.  and  S.  W.  Land  Office  " 

..,-'^r-fi"  ^'^"^f^  ^''  ^°"^  *°  ^^^  ''"^  Po^t  in  front  of 
this  building,  and  tramped  up  to  the  second  floor,  letting 

himself  into  an  office  where  a  couple  of  clerks  and  book- 
keepers sat  at  work  behind  a  high  wire  screen.    One  of 
these  latter  recognised  him  and  cai..e  forward. 
^_     Hello."  said  Annixter  abruptly,  scowling  the  while. 
is  your  boss  in?    Is  Ruggles  in? " 
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'^r^io",^!^^^^^^^^  private  office  in 

the  frosted  glass  of  which"-  °"^''  "  ^°°''  °" 

string  necktie,  and  S  etson  LT?  "  '  '''"'^'^  <=°«'.  ^^oe- 
top  desk.     Over  this  de  k  1.  "^"""^^  ^'  ^  '«""- 

ho/d,ngs  in  the  coumrtabr.  V'  """P  "^  *''^  ^'"^oad 
iara,thealter„atesec7o„s5  "  ^J"*^-"?  -"^  G-adala- 
accurately  plotted.  ''^'on^'ng  ,o  the  Corporation 

Ruggles  was  cordial  in  hu       i 
M  a  way  of  fiddling  ^  h    oenT"  "'  ^""'■^'--    "e 
talked,  scribbling  vfgTe  Jines  a^d  r"''""^">' "''"«  ^e 
and  names  on  ^tray  bhs  o  pair"  J"^™^"'''  °^  ^^^^^ 
n.xter  sat  down  than  he  had  be^l .     "°  '°''""  ''^^  An- 

I  want  to  see  about  those  Ur,A      f    ■ 
.vours-of  the  railroad'   "  Ann  v?      °'  """""^  '"^^"  of 
"I  want  to  know  wheni  «n  kT"  T'"'""'^  ^'  °"«- 
="ong  like  this."  ""  ''"^-    I  >"  sick  of  fooling 

"Well,  Mr.  Annixter"  «K 
I  great  i  before  the  S«  andT'."^"^^'^^'  *"''"& 
flourishing  rf.  ..  The  land"  ^  h.  """^  ''  "^^  ^''h  a 
"^  and  noted  the  eflfect  with  a  hastv"^"  °"'  °"'  ^^  '^' 
are  practically  yours  Yo  ,\,  ^  glance-"  the  lands 
definitely,  and,  as  it  s,  yordon'tV"  °''"°"  °"  *''^'»  '"- 
^  "  Rot  your  option  7  watt  I  *  V  '  *''^  '««•" 
declared.  "  What  have  yoiTpeLr?  *''""'"  ''''"'^'" 
f  celling  them  to  us     He  °    '-^^  J°^"'"''-^P"">n? 

S  r  f  °^-  -•^•^t  years  Whe^Vcr^  '"  '"^^^^ 
Sabe,  the  understanding  was  that  tl  .  "!'  '"  °"  2"'^" 
nate  sections— were  to  h^  ^  lands— your  alter- 

months."  ''"  *°  ''"  ^°n^eyed  to  me  within  a  few 

-eSySe's^'  ""^  ''*'^"  P--^^d  *o  us  then."  a„- 

'■^-,  it  has  been  now.  I  ^ess,"  retorted  An„i,ter. 
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"  I'm  sure  I  couldn't  tell  you,  Mr.  Annixter." 

Annixter  crossed  his  legs  weariedly. 

"  Oh,  what's  the  good  of  lying,  Ruggles?  You  know 
better  than  to  talk  that  way  to  me." 

Ruggles's  face  flushed  on  the  instant,  but  he  checked 
his  answer  and  laughed  instead. 

"  Oh,  if  you  know  so  much  about  it — "  he  observed. 

"  Well,  when  are  you  going  to  sell  to  me?  " 

"I'm  only  acting  for  the  General  Office,  Mr.  An- 
nixter," returned  Ruggles.  "  Whenever  the  Directors 
are  ready  to  take  that  matter  up,  I'll  be  only  too  glad 
to  put  it  through  for  you." 

"  As  if  you  didn't  know.  Look  here,  you're  not  talk- 
ing to  old  Broderson.  Wike  up,  Ruggles.  What's  all 
this  talk  in  Genslinger's  rag  about  the  grading  of  ^he 
value  of  our  lands  this  winter  and  an  advance  in  i. : 
price?" 

Ruggles  spread  out  his  hands  with  a  deprecatory 
gesture. 

"  I  don't  own  the  '  Mercury,'  "  he  said. 

"  Well,  your  company  does." 

"  If  it  does,  I  don't  know  anything  about  it." 

"  Oh,  rot !  As  if  you  and  Genslinger  and  S.  Behrman 
didn't  run  the  whole  show  down  here.  Come  on,  let » 
have  it,  Ruggles.  What  does  S.  Behrman  pay  Gen- 
slinger for  inserting  that  three-inch  ad.  of  the  P.  and 
S.  W.  in  his  paper?    Ten  thousand  a  year,  hey?  " 

"  Oh,  why  not  a  hundred  thousand  and  be  done  with 
it?  "  returned  the  other,  willing  to  take  it  as  a  joke. 

Instead  of  replying  Aftnixter  drew  his  check-book 
from  his  inside  pockeff  ' 

"  Let  me  take  thjit  fountain  pen  of  yours,"  he  said. 
Holding  the  book  on  his  k^ee  he  wrote  out  a  check,  tore 
it  carefully  from  the  Stub,  wd  laid  it  on  the  desk  in 
front  of  Ruggles, 
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."What's  this?"  asked  Ruggles  '"^ 

dollars  and  a  half  per  a^t'     Yo  '"  ':"'"**'°"  °^  two 
in  sixty-day  notes."  "  *=*"  ''*v«  'he  balance 

Ruggles  shook  his  h^^A   j 
the  check  as  though  it  carl/""''"^  '''''""'''  »'»-''  from 

;;  I  can't  touch  if-  h   S  Kd"""  r  ""'■''"■ 
sell  to  you  yet  "  '^'^'ared.       I  ye  no  authority  to 

-'"roi::,^x^7rr'"  ^^^'^'-^  ^-■- 

ago  and  yo.  sang  the  same  sonV    m'"'-'''^  '°"'-  ^^"« 
You  lose  the  interest  o^your  to       ^'  c  ''"''  ''"^'"«^- 

----^t^£sr^?--"-er. 

■'  my  personal  propert"'  Wh'v  °the'"  '"'.'^  ""^  ^-« 

in  now-the  ranch  house-stanH  ""^'^  ''°"*'=  ^  hVe 

"B«t,  you've  an  opdo^J!?""'  °"  •■««™^d  ground." 

o«p?and ?t^"L^:ir::-r °^''-°"-  ^ -- 

o'd  Broderson  and  Osterman  and  aH  .T"'  °^^"'=''  ^"d 
«"nty.  We  want  to  own  oLl"  nf  ""'^"^  "^  '^e 
"o  as  we  blame  please  whh  t  ^  """"'  *°  ^'''  ^^  <=«" 
'°  ^ell  Quien  Sabe.  I  «„Vl„  ?P°''  ^  ^''°"'d  want 
bought  of  you.    I  can't  1  "  "  ^'  «  whole  till  I've 

'-i  has  doubled  in  :afe7en"tte''  '  ^'"^  "*'^-  ^^^^ 
^"'e  in  on  it  and  improved  it  iT'!  """u  '^"'"  ^'"^«=  ^ 
an  acre  now.  But  I  can'tMt  .  '^°"''  ^^'"y  'wenty 
!"  value  so  long  as  you  Joi'  tsdl  "'T'^'  ''^  '"^'^  "- 
"•„  You're  blocking  me  ''  '  '°  '"""^^  "^  ^  ''o"''  own 

B"t  wording  to  you.  the  railroad  can't  take  ad- 
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vantage  of  the  rise  in  any  case.  According  to  you,  you 
can  sell  for  twenty  dollars,  but  we  can  only  get  two  and 
a  half." 

"  Who  made  it  worth  twenty?  "  cried  Annixter.  "  I've 
improved  it  up  to  that  figure.  Genslinger  seems  to  have 
that  idea  in  his  nut,  too.  Do  you  people  think  you  can 
hold  that  land,  untaxed,  for  speculative  purposes  until 
It  goes  up  to  thirty  dollars  and  then  sell  out  to  some  one 
else— sell  it  over  our  heads?  You  and  Genslinger 
weren't  in  office  when  those  contracts  were  drawn.  You 
ask  your  boss,  you  ask  S.  Behrman,  Ik  knows.  The 
General  Office  is  pledged  to  sell  to  us  in  preference  to 
any  one  else,  for  two  and  a  half." 

"  Well,"  observed  Ruggles  decidedly,  tapping  the  end 
of  his  pencil  on  his  desk  and  leaning  forward  to  empha- 
sise his  words,  "  we're  not  selling  nmv.  That's  said  and 
signed,  Mr.  Annixter." 

•'  Why  not?  Come,  spit  it  out.  What's  the  bunco 
game  this  time?" 

"  Because  we're  not  ready.    Here's  your  check." 
"You  won't  take  it?" 
"  No." 

"  111  make  it  a  cash  payment,  money  down— the  whole 
of  it— payable  to  Cyrus  Blakelee  Ruggles,  for  the  P.  and 
S.  W." 
"  No." 

"  Third  and  last  time." 
"  No." 

"Oh,  go  to  the  devil!" 

"  I  don't  like  your  tone,  Mr.  Annixter,"  returned  Rug- 
gles, flushing  angrily. 

"  I  don't  give  a  curse  whether  you  like  it  or  not,"  re- 
torted Annixter,  rising  and  thrusting  the  check  into  his 
pocket,  "  but  never  you  mind,  Mr.  Ruggles,  vou  and 
S.  Behrman  and  Genslinger  and  Shelgrim  and  the  whole 
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gang  of  thieves  of  you--vo„-ii  ■ 
furnia  up  some  of  tU^CZl"^"  ''"  ^""'^  «'  Cali- 
to  far.  and  there'll  be  an  ekctfof^^V"."  **"*  ""'«  ^t 
-"ers  of,  b,,  and  for  tL  X,e  i^t'"  '''•"""»- 
you,  my  bunco-steering  friend  "  ^^^  *  '^'"  of 

and  cappers  and   s  Jfndlers "  „7?." '"''  ^'""-  '»»<=''«» 

-«A  you,  lock,  stocran^LTe?  ^Jr?""^^"^'  ""'^ 
and  be  damned  to  you  Mr  r^r     J  ''^^  ""^  "P  'o  you 

Annixter  stormed  out  of  th/"'  ^'"f '"^  «"«&'«•" 
beWnd  him,  and  Ruggles  tremM""'  ''""""'"^  "'^  ^oor 
to  his  desk  and  to  tjj  WmSn^^  ""''  *"^"'  '""^^ 
'"e  words  Aa,,^..  r^.^^!  iSj"^  ""'"*"  '"  <'^'='  ^vith 
and,  over  and  over  ig2^  2'^'  ^^  «'"'  «  M,  0M««, 

-eAide^TtrXlaVtS:^^^  --t  ^«-  ^  '^^ 
-an  ,^,,,  ,„„„^^^  i-rvraLTSth^^^r:' 
werKs.    There  was  soraethin<r  t=,^  r  °"^  of  the 

about  the  man's  heavrbu  K  l'  *°  ^""«ter's  eye 
'"d  massive  back,  and'as  h" /"^tn  .1^7'  ^''<'"''''» 
"jendous,  rumbling  voice  Annr.  ""^  "'""^ '"  ^  ^te.- 

Dyke.  ^  ^°'«'  A»n«ter  promptly  recognised 

JiTne'dL'inTnTaL  «  did 

'ojhake  hands  with  the  dlcfar  "7  ^  "^  P""^''  "°- 
'"bout  his  little  daughter  Sm"^'"^*'"""^  to  ask 
%ke  was  devotedly tSched^^^'  '°  "•"""  "«  ^'-w 

on't  believe  that,  maybe  hevw  r',''°PP'"^-  ^ou 
\m  old  enough  to  ent'er  th  W  '  '*  '  ''"'■  She'll 
«Ile  next  .winter,  and  if  mv  h     ^""^''^  «P  at  Marys- 

-'•°"thei„ves;me„\'th7eSh  n^s'^''^^  ^^'^  ^^ 
"wnereshesgoingtogo." 
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"~°'^'*  ''  *^°"*'''^  ""i"'  inquired  Annixter. 
in  .h,n  ^"^JV:^^'    P"™'-    I've  about  got  the  land 
in  shape,  and  I  vc  engaged  a  foreman  who  knows  all 
about  hops.    I've  been  in  luck.    Everybody  wiU  go  into 
the  business  next  year  when  they  see  hop.  go  to  a  dollar, 
and  they  11  overstock  the  market  and  bust  the  price 
But  I  m  gomg  to  get  the  cream  of  it  now.    I  say  two  per 
cent.    Why  Lord  love  you,  it  will  pay  a  good  deal  more 
than  that     Its  got  to.    It's  cost  more  than  I  figured 
to  start  the  thing,  so,  perhaps,  I  may  have  to  borrow 
sornewheres;  but  then  on  such  a  sure  game  as  this-and 
1  do  want  to  make  something  out  of  that  little  tad  of 
mme. 

"Through  here?"  inquii-ed  Annixter,  making  ready 
to  move  off.  »         / 

.!l",/"'*.f  "'""te-"  answered  Dyke.    "  Wait  for  me 
and  1 11  walk  down  the  street  with  you." 

Annixter  grumbled  that  he  was  in  a  hurrv.  but  waited 
nevertheless,  while  Dyke  again  approached  the  clerk. 

I  shall  want  some  empty  cars  of  you  people  this 
fall,  he  explained.  "  I'm  a  hop-raiser  now,  and  I  just 
want  to  make  sure  what  your  rates  on  hops  are.  I've 
been  told,  but  I  want  to  make  sure.    Savvy  ?  " 

There  was  a  long  delay  while  the  clerk  consulted  the 
tariff  schedules,  and  Annixter  fretted  impatiently  Dyke 
growmg  uneasy,  leaned  heavily  on  his  elbows,  watching 
the  clerk  anxiously.  If  the  tariff  was  exorbitant,  he  sa-.v 
his  plans  brought  to  naught,  his  money  jeopardised,  the 
httle  tad,  Sidney,  deprived  of  her  education.  He  began 
to  blame  himself  that  he  had  not  long  before  determined 
definitely  what  the  railroad  would  charge  for  moving  his 
hops.  He  told  himself  he  was  not  much  of  a  business 
man;  that  he  managed  carelessly. 

"  Two  cents,"  suddenly  announced  the  clerk  with  a 
certain  surly  indifference. 
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"Two  cents  a  pound'" 

ments."  "    ^'"^  "'«  o"  smaller  consign- 

W^iuliwgh?'"^''"'^'^^"-    •    ■    •    two  cents. 

toAnnixter.asL  :;;  ;,rw„  -  H  "''"'''''"  ""=  -" 
a"d  fussing  so  long     Two  .    .      ^"  '"'■^"'  "Addling 
Seems  fair  to  mt      Th^i^ZT  "  ""  "^^'-  though 
on.    I  know  'em    thele      f  '"T^  "'  '"'^  ^''^  a"  Put 

-  a  dischariTeX  :  SVff"'";;  ""^  ''"-  ^ 
P"ne  just  to  make  me  seem  2  uu  '^  ^'^  P'^^'^''  the 
favours  of  him.  I  don't  «.  *">«'' ''«^«"se  I  had  to  ask 
■•'»  slavees  off   o  act  hL  ?'"'  u'  ^"=""^'  Office  tips 

'hro.^h  the  whole^'eli;  rm'"Ve""=';  '""^  '"""^ 
"'•    We  let  ye  live  onlv  ,o  i  "  ^°'  ^°  '^ome  to 

are  ye  going  to  do  abo„°  it"^  ]]  "*=  J^^'  -d  what 
out.'"  aoout  It?    If  ye  don't  like  it,  git 

^a^a1Sa^r  STe^-r  ^°  ^''^  ^^  -^ 
'he  General  Store  wSe  Dvl^T  ""^  ^""«*"  ^^nt  into 

f  PPers  for  Sidney  Befo^e^he""'.  "  ""'^  P'''^  ''^  ^«=^ 
"■em  up.  Dyke  4ped  a  ^  ^o  "T  'f  "'"^PP^'' 
a  wmk  at  Annixter  ""*  '°*  <^^  «ach  with 

"^"in  tct  TJX  ■'- T?':;;':"'  •"■'  '*»■' «' 

"  Wtre  It,  „„„? -T'      ?    "  '"  ""•  "'  SM  • 

^  .-.n  p.„  „";■  ,„'„",  ^^:2  s° '" ""  '•■»'  o«" 
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The  two  separated,  and  .  xter  hurried  throush  the 
crowd  to  the  Post  Office,  but  the  mail  that  had  come  in 
on  that  morning's  train  was  unusually  heavy.  It  was 
nearly  hali  an  hour  before  it  was  distributed.  Naturally 
enough,  Annixter  placed  all  the  blame  of  the  delay  upon 
the  railroad,  and  delivered  himself  of  some  pointed  re- 
marks in  the  midst  of  the  waiting  crowd.  He  was  irri- 
tated to  the  last  degree  when  he  finally  emerged  upon 
the  sidewalk  again,  cramming  his  mail  into  his  pockets. 
One  cause  of  his  bad  temper  was  the  fact  that  in  the 
bundle  of  Quien  Sabe  letters  was  one  to  Hilma  Tree 
in  a  man's  handwriting. 

"  Huh!  "  Annixter  had  g;rowled  to  himself,  "  that  pip 
p.  :ney.  Seems  now  that  I'm  to  act  as  go-between  for 
'em.  Well,  maybe  that  feemale  girl  gets  this  letter,  and 
then,  again,  msyoe  she  don't. " 

But  suddenly  his  attention  was  diverted.  Directly 
opposite  the  Post  Office,  upon  the  corner  of  the  str-.et, 
stood  quite  the  best  business  building  of  which  Bonne- 
ville could  boast.  It  was  built  of  Colusa  granite,  very 
soKd,  ornate,  imposing.  Upon  the  heavy  plate  of  the 
window  of  its  main  floor,  in  gold  and  red  letters,  one  read 
the  words:  "  Loan  and  Savings  Bank  of  Tulare  County." 
It  was  of  this  bank  that  S.  Behrman  was  president.  At 
the  street  entrance  of  the  building  was  a  curved  sign  of 
polished  brass,  fixed  upon  the  angle  of  the  masonry;  this 
sign  bore  the  name,  "  S.  Behrman,"  and  under  it  in 
smaller  letters  were  the  words,  "  Real  Estate,  Mort- 
gages." 

As  Annixter's  glance  fell  upon  this  building,  he  was 
surprised  to  see  Dyke  standing  upon  the  curb  in  front 
of  it,  apparently  reading  from  a  newspaper  that  he  held 
in  his  hand.  But  Annixter  promptly  discovered  that  he 
was  not  reading  at  all.  From  time  to  tin  a  the  former 
engineer  shot  a  swift  glance  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye 
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op  and  down  the  street  Ann.-  .  ■ 
-on.  A.,  idea  suddenly  Zun^d  TT''  "  "  ~"^'"- 
^tchmg  to  see  if  he  waTob' r  ?  '"'"•  ^y""  ^»' 
opportunity  when  no  one  who  k7  r*"  *»'""ff  «" 
"(rht  Annixter  stepped  b«k  IZ^'"'  *''°"''l  be  i„ 
»f;«Ph  pole  somewhat  L?wee",,i!„':"'f'^«*'"P  »  tele- 
'nterested,  he  watched  w}^f  '"''  ""=  "'her.    ^'erv 

D^Xe  thrust  .he  paper  no'L^?"!  ""•  ^^"^ -o" 
f«^ly  to  the  windows  o?  a  static  '  '""  "'""•"«'' 
street  entrance  of  S    ItehL  ''■''  "°''*^'  "«t  the 

"conds  he  stood  there  It  k    ?  "  °'""'-     ^'°r  a  few 
-"ed  in  the  clis;l;r'b  t  etnJT''  ^"'"'"^'^  ^^ 
nevertheless;  then  he  turln      ^  """  '*'"»  ""rowly 
fb-'and  stepped  sSf^ ".o  ^  h"  '  ^'^  '^  '-'  'ook 
.(•rass  s,gn.    He  disappeared     Annr^""'^  '^  ""^  ^"^ 
■  :nd  the  telegraph  po^  with  a  flulhT"  ""^^  ''""^  "«- 
'"'face.    There  had  been  sfml      ''"'' ^''^"'^  "P°" 
n-wn,  in  the  movements  anV™"^  '°  ''""king,  so 
onest  fellow  of  an  e„gL,eer  ThTtt  °'  1\'  ''''''''  ^"^ 
f'el  ashamed  for  him     cSum,L     '°"'''  ""'  ''^'P  but 
>^'mple  business  transactor.'"  ^'""^  ''"^h  that 

pa 'c.  a  degradation,  a  thSo'r  *°  °^'^  """°^'  <="^- 
.    Borrowing  mon^v  of  s^r!,  ''"  *^°r=''''^- 
"'«er,  ■'  mortgaging'y^lf  „.f,f';'"«" '"  '^°"""^"ted  An- 
^oad  putting  your  nfckTn  ti   1,^"'^''  '°  '^e  rail- 
P"yofit.    GoodLordvourh  -■■    ^''^^  (ooU    The 

old  man."  ^"'''O  our  hops  mustpayyou  big.  „ow 

Annixter  lunched  at  fho  v 
J-  on.  towa^d  the  middle  oillTlj;''''''  -'^  then 
«f 'he  town  at  a  canter  bv  thV,       afternoon,  rode  out 
*«  paralleled  the  railroad  traT''  °i  '^'  ^PP"  ^oad 
"«">■  straight   between   Bonne  •r*'  '''''  ""  ^■'-'"et- 
!  Jbout  half-way  between  fhe  "Jo     , '"'   ^'"'^^^mr.. 
P^  her  Sarria  trudging  back  to  T  '^  '"'  ^'  °^"took 
-ck  powdered  with^dul    ^  J,"  -^-T'  ""  '°"^  «- 
I  ^-^''^^^^■cker  crate  in  one 
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hand,  and  in  the  other,  in  a  small  square  valise,  the 
materials  for  the  Holy  Sacrament.  Since  early  morn- 
ing the  priest  had  covered  nearly  fifteen  miles  on  foot, 
in  order  to  administer  Extreme  Unction  to  a  moribund 
good-for-nothing,  a  greaser,  half  Indian,  half  Portu- 
guese, vifho  lived  in  a  remote  corner  of  Osterman's  stock 
range,  at  the  head  of  a  caiion  there.  But  he  had  re- 
turned by  way  of  Bonneville  to  get  a  crate  that  had  come 
for  him  from  San  Diego.  He  had  been  notified  of  its 
arrival  the  day  before. 

Annixter  pulled  up  and  passed  the  time  of  day  with  the 
priest. 

"  I  don't  often  get  up  you^  way,"  he  said,  slowing  down 
his  horse  to  accommodate  Sarria's  deliberate  plodding. 
Sarria  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  smooth,  shiny 
face. 

You?  Well,  with  you  it  is  different,"  he  answered. 
"  But  there  are  a  great  many  Catholics  in  the  county- 
some  on  your  ranch.  And  so  few  come  to  the  Mission. 
At  High  Mass  on  Sundays,  there  are  a  few — Mexicans 
and  Spaniards  from  Guadalajara  mostly ;  but  weekdays, 
for  matins,  vespers,  and  the  like,  I  often  say  the  offices  to 
an  empty  church—'  the  voice  of  one  crying  in  the  wilder- 
ness.' You  Americans  are  not  good  churchmen.  Sun- 
days you  sleep — you  read  the  newspapers." 

"Well,  there's  Vanamee,"  observed  Annixter.  "I 
suppose  he's  there  early  and  late." 
Sarria  made  a  sharp  movemen'  cf  interest. 
"  Ah,  Vanamee — a  strange  lad;  a  won-J<;rful  character, 
for  all  that.  If  there  were  only  more  1^:^ .  him.  I  am 
troubled  about  him.  You  know  I  am  a  very  owl  at 
night.  I  come  and  go  about  the  Mission  at  all  hours. 
Within  the  week,  three  times  I  have  seen  Vanamee  in 
the  little  garden  by  the  Mission,  and  at  the  dead  of  night. 
He  had  come  without  asking  for  me.    He  did  not  see 
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the  garden.  He  mu  W  h^  .I!  "'"''"^^  "^^^  °"'  °f 
is  acting  queerly  iit  Is  tale.  h"''u  ''^"'^''*-  "« 
sunken  than  ever  There  uf  u"  ^^^'^'  ^^^  "o^ 
I  can't  make  it  out.  l"'  a  1^^"^:"°''^  ^^ith  nim. 
him?"  " 'S  a  mystery.     Suppose  you  ask 

;;P  -sing  again.  In'dtop'r  oTSf  f^  ""'  '"" 
three  years.    Best  let  h;,r,  J        c        *"'  ^""^  another 

mor„,ng_as  you  might  say  in  Z  ^  '^'^'^  *'''* 

■n  the  faith.  i„  the  faitl    7,ZZC''   ''^'"^""^'  ""' 

"'o"^isS^"S""^Xr'1r"-'''-'^°-°^-°-" 

acquaintance  "  ^  '"^"^  ff°°d  fellow  on  better 

.o^S"tord"irit'tt ''"'''  ''^'--  -^ 

the  ranches  was  proverT.a  T'^'°'''  ^^P^obates  of 
*ome  half-dozen  famfe  Sat  ^^  ^''T^^^^  ^"PP°'-'ed 
'ost  and  all  but  inac«  b L  L  th '''"  '°''^°"^"  «=«'"ns, 
range  and  cafion.  Tht  particular'  '°'"""'  ^^  ^'^'^'^ 
est.  the  dirtiest,  the  mosfwS  ^""'f '"  ^^'  '^'  '^^i" 
Sarria's  mind,  the  lo^wL  !"  °^  '^'  '°'-    But  in 

«re.  unquest  oniL     ThH  /"  "^'^^  °^  ^'^^<^''°"'  sin- 

hasketofprovisionf-coWham  "f  f'  ""''''  -*"  ^ 
'oaves  of  bread,  evlTlc^C""'  ^  ''°"''  °'  ^'"^'  ^'-'ves, 
interminable  st  etch  oVcounTr  "'k'"''-*-'^^  over  the 
"nd  his  cabin.  Of  lafe  T  "^  l''^'^"  ^"^^  Mission 
;^-  visits  had  beU'aWtlly'  S'  ^■"^""^• 
'^^  P"est  leave  the  bedside  thattdid^rii^That 
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dollar  into  the  palm  of  his  wife  or  oldest  daughter.    And 
this  was  but  one  case  out  of  many. 

His  kindliness  toward  animals  was  the  same.  A  horde 
of  mange-corroded  curs  lived  oflf  his  bounty,  wolfish, 
ungrateful,  often  marking  him  with  their  teeth,  yet  never 
knowing  the  meaning  of  a  harsh  word.  A  burro,  over- 
fed, lazy,  incorrigible,  browsed  on  the  hill  back  of  the 
Mission,  obstinately  refusing  to  be  harnessed  to  Sarria's 
little  cart,  squealing  and  biting  whenever  the  attempt 
was  made;  and  the  priest  suffered  him,  submitting  to  his 
humour,  inventing  excuses  for  him,alleging  that  the  bur- 
ro was  foundered,  or  was  in  need  of  shoes,  or  was  feeble 
from  extreme  age.  The  ^wo  peacocks,  magnificent, 
proud,  cold-hearted,  resenting  all  familiarity,  he  served 
with  the  timorous,  apologetic  affection  of  a  queen's  lady- 
in-waiting,  resigned  to  their  disdain,  happy  if  only  they 
condescended  to  enjoy  the  grain  he  spread  for  them. 

At  the  Long  Trestle,  Annixter  and  the  priest  left  tiic 
road  and  took  the  trail  that  crossed  Broderson  Creek 
by  the  clumps  of  grey-green  willows  and  led  across 
Quien  Sabe  to  the  ranch  house,  and  to  the  Mission  far- 
ther on.     They  were  obliged  to  proceed  in  single  file 
here,  and  Annixter,  who  had  allowed  the  priest  to  go  in 
front,  promptly  took  notice  of  the  wicker  basket  he  car- 
ried.    Upon  his  inquiry,  Sarria  became  confused.    "  It 
was  a  basket  that  he  had  had  sent  down  to  him  from  the 
city." 
"  Well,  I  know— but  what's  in  it?  " 
"  Why— I'm  sure— ah,  poultry— a  chicken  or  two." 
"Fancy  breed?" 

"  Yes,  yes,  that's  it,  a  fancy  breed." 

At  the  ranch  house,  where  they  arrived  toward  five 

o'clock,  Annixter  insisted  that  the  priest  should  stop 

long  enough  for  a  glass  of  sherry.     Sarria  left  the  basket 

and  his  small  black  valise  at  the  foot  of  the  porch  steps, 
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and  sat  down  in  a  rocker  nn  .u  '°^ 

■mself  with  his  broaSriZe,  h'r'' jtseJf.  ^-^-ng 
dust  from  his  cassoclc.  jSxteru'  '"''  "'*'^'"«  ^he 
canter  of  sherry  and  glasses^f;'.^'*'"^'"  °"*  the  de- 
other's  health.  ^      "•  ^"'^  the  two  dranlc  to  each 

wifhl  '4?rn\,rof'l;4tr„  'it  '>  "'P'""^  his  lips 
!hat  had  attached  hin,  eS  to"'„Sxt    "t^''  '"^"^  -"" 
;™'"  ""derneath  the  porch  and  "„, '  .''°"'^  '^   "«  «« 
he  w.cker  basket.    He  „p,eHt  "^^^'f  ^°"«'y  about 
down  the  cover  shpped.  the  bit.  Ju    '"''  P^^  folding 
a^  .t  fell,  and  a  cock" hi   head  e„H      J  '"^'^"^^'  "P^"'"! 
"ag  such  as  are  used  for  gld  w^ th     '"  '  """'^  '^"^"'"'^ 
out  .nto  the  open  air.    aZIZT      '"'"''^Sled  blindly 
'owed.    The  pair.  stupefiedTnT,?  '  1™'^"'^  hooded,  fol- 
-d  bewildered  in'  tH^^Z  du'ck  "'^"'■'  ''°°'  ^'^^ 
'as  were  closely  sheared     Twt"^  T'^''^'    ^heir 
»d  extraordinarily  long,  were  furn  f '.  '"''^'^  '""^'^'^d. 
"ueWooking  spurs.     TheTreed  1        ''  ^''''  ^"°'-'"°"^ 
"■^er  looked  once  at  the  pa  'the      "'""'^'^'^able.   A„- 
ter.  ^  "^  pa"-,  then  shouted  with  laugh- 

'°'^!l'^shZl!  ^Z  -  t-o'--fa„cy  breed'- 
=°^ks'  Oh,youoldrat(  C-jlbr:  "''''''     lighting 
^"d  keep  a  hospital  for  infirm  I"  "  "^V"''  *«  ^  burro 
game  cocks.    Oh,  Lord"    ^  ^S  ■^^'.  ''"^  y°"  will  figh 

ajr.„d  as  I  ever  heard.  '  Th^Je''s  47".'  ""  '^  ^^  ^°°d 

"»t,  after  all."  """^  '  the  Spanish  cropping 

.  Speechless  with  chagrin   th.      ■ 

'f  °  the  basket  and  TSi'JJ^    ^T'  ''""'^'^^  'he  cocks 
^^^Ptly  away,  almosfrunn  ""  *-n'  "'"^^'  took  hin,sel 
7  of  hearin'g  of Tnni^e  -? ''"  "^  ''^^  P"t  himse, 

---heslopeofthetU^-;::--a^c. 
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of  the  Mission,  still  hurrying  on  at  a  great  pace,  his 
cassock  flapping  behind  him,  his  head  bent;  to  Annixter's 
notion  the  very  picture  of  discomfiture  and  confusion. 

As  Annixter  turned  about  to  reenter  the  house,  he 
found  himself  almost  face  to  face  with  Hilma  Tree.  She 
was  just  going  in  at  the  doorway,  and  a  great  flame  of 
the  sunset,  shooting  in  under  the  eaves  of  the  porch, 
enveloped  her  from  her  head,  with  its  thick,  moist  hair 
that  hung  low  over  her  neck,  to  her  slim  feet,  catting  a 
golden  flash  in  the  little  steel  buckles  of  her  low  shoes. 
She  had  come  to  set  the  table  for  Annixter's  supper. 
Taken  all  aback  by  the  suddenness  of  the  encounter, 
Annixter  ejaculated  an  abi-upt  and  senseless,  "  Excuse 
me."  But  Hilma,  without  raising  her  eyes,  passed  on 
unmoved  into  the  dining-room,  leaving  Annixter  trying 
to  find  his  breath,  and  fumbling  with  the  brim  of  his  hat, 
that  he  was  surprised  to  find  he  had  taken  from  his  head. 
Resolutely,  and  taking  a  quick  advantage  of  his  oppor- 
tunity, he  followed  her  into  the  dining-room. 

"  I  see  that  dog  has  turned  up,"  he  announced  with 
brisk  cheerfulness.  "That  Irish  setter  I  was  asking 
about." 

Hilma,  a  swift,  pink  flush  deepening  the  delicate  rose 
of  her  cheeks,  did  not  reply,  except  by  nodding  her  head. 
She  flung  the  table-cloth  out  from  under  her  arms  across 
the  table,  spreadv.g  it  smooth,  with  quick  little  caresses 
of  her  hands.  There  was  a  moment's  silence.  Then 
Annixter  said : 

"  Here's  a  letter  for  you."  He  laid  it  down  on  the 
table  near  her,  and  Hilma  picked  it  up.  "  And  see  here, 
Miss  Hilma,"  Annixter  continued,  "  about  that — this 
morning — I  suppose  you  think  I  am  a  first-class  mucker, 
If  it  will  do  any  good  to  apologise,  why,  I  will.  I  want 
to  be  friends  with  you.  I  made  a  bad  mistake,  and 
started  in  the  wrong  way.    I  don't  know  much  about 
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Then  she  drew  !  deep   alt  h  ""T'"^  *"'  ''""*'°°- 
cheeks  returning         ^'  ^""'^  "'■"''''•  ^^e  flush  in  her 

'^^rlt'''ciir;:rl:rur  r"^  •'^  ^°"'"  ^'^^  --. 

-^h,  for  an  hour"  "°^  ''"^  "  ''"^*  "«•    I  cried 

-vS'iis'htdSaS  '"!!"'■"-;  ,f""-'er  vaguely, 
ofagirlyou  were-Imean  I„,L  "'.'^""^  ^''^^  "^'"d 
it  didn't  make  much  d'SncT  1',^*^ ",  '*''°"S''' 
were  about  alike."  "^""-    ^  thought  all  feemales 

"I'v'e  S  eZgh"":  haTe'"  Trr^'  "'""^  ™«f""^ 
don't  know,     wfy    thurtir  u"*-     ^  "^^d-you 

-en^her     I  hopT^'u  kn^Tor"*"^"  ^"^'"^^"^  ^  - 

did/  a^sTered  m"a  tf  ^°"/"^'  *°  '^^^^^  you 
waist  to  her  throat  ris.  ""/  '  ^''^  '^^"  f''^'"  ^^^ 
"Itwastha  youthou^Kf    '"'"^  '"  ''^^  ^^^'-n- 

could  that  ^lnlTSi£:7zr''~T'''''''°''y 

Oh!"  she  cried    with  «  fL  "y'^"  '«   <:heap. 

'hroat/'I„everca„trL">''"/°''''"^  "'^h  in  her 
it  >neans  to  a  girl  "         ^''  '*'  ^"'^  ^^^  ''^"'t  know  what 

"  Well,  that's  just  what  I  do  want "  h» 
want  you  to  forp-Pf  ;t  ,  J  1.  '    "^  repeated.     "I 


208 


The  Octopus 


He  could  see  that  her  trouble  was  keen.  He  was 
astonished  that  the  matter  should  be  so  grave  in  her 
estimation.  After  all,  what  was  it  that  a  girl  should  be 
kissed?    But  he  wanted  to  regain  his  lost  ground. 

"  Will  you  forget  it,  Miss  Hilma?  I  want  you  to  like 
me." 

She  took  a  clean  napkin  from  the  sideboard  drawer 
and  laid  it  down  by  the  plate. 

I— I  do  want  you  to  like  me,"  persisted  Annixter. 
"  I  want  you  to  forget  all  about  this  business  and  like 
me." 

Hilma  was  silent.    Annixter  saw  the  tears  in  her  eyes. 
"  How  about  that  ?    Will  ^'ou  forget  it  ?    Will  you— 
will — will  you  like  me  ? " 
She  shook  her  head. 
"  No,"  she  said. 

"  No  what?    You  won't  like  me?    Is  that  it?  " 
Hilma,   blinking  at   the   napkin   through   her   tears, 
nodded  to  say.  Yes,  that  was  it. 

Annixter  hesitated  a  moment,  frowning,  harassed  and 
perplexed. 

"  You  don't  like  me  at  all,  hey  ?  " 
At  length  Hilma  found  her  speech.    In  her  low  voice, 
lower  and  more  velvety  than  ever,  she  said: 
"  No — I  don't  like  you  at  all." 

Then,  as  the  tears  suddenly  overpowered  her,  she 
dashed  a  hand  across  her  eyes,  and  ran  from  the  room 
and  out  of  doors. 

Annixter  stood  for  a  moment  thoughtful,  his  pro- 
truding lower  lip  thrust  out,  his  hands  in  his  pocket. 

"  I  suppose  she'll  quit  now,"  he  muttered.     "  Suppose 

she'll  leave  the  ranch— if  she  hates  me  like  that.    Well, 

she  can  go— that's  all— she  can  go.     Fool  feemale  girl," 

he  muttered  between  his  teeth,  "  petticoat  mess." 

He  was  about  to  sit  down  to  his  supper  when  his  eye 
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-"ed  supinely  „po„  hi  bacT^th  ""'''  ''  '^"^  ''°-"  -^ 
™ss.o„.  tame,  abject,  disgus  fn'/  1^"''  '?^'  °^  ^"''- 
'0  dnve  Annixter  to  a  fury     h!'  t   L'^f'  "'^  °"«  thing 
porch  in  a  rolling  exnlo '  J'     ,      "'''^''  ">«  dog  off  the 
"own  to  his  seat^Sr*:  ,rf  •  '"'  """/j"-', 
Damn  the  dog  and  th.       , '     """^  ^"^^  Panting 
b-;ness-a„d  «4''  he  exda!;:  d"'  *'^  "''°'^  -"- 
jnalm  arose  in  his    tomach  "  ^  '-^^  ^  *"''^^"  fancied 
•^''?ht  have  known  it     oj'  :/„,''     "  ""  '"^''^  ""^  «"<=k. 
"P  the  whole  day.     Let  he'r     °    J'  1"^."^  '^^'  '°  ^'"d 
sooner  the  better."  *^°'  ^  ^on't  care,  and  the 

of  the  bed,  and  opfn^  'h?''  r  "  '^'''  "'''  ^^e  head 
'"-'^ed  by  the  Li^Vp^^^^'^^f'^"  at  the  place 
P^nes.  For  upward  of  an  h  ?  ""^  '^^  ^^S  of 
■methodically    swallowing    one    n"'  ''  '^^''  "^^  "°vel, 

,  --hed  the  bottom  of  a^a  "     "^11"%  '^"^    '™^    "e 
lew  out  the  lamp  and   punfl^inc,        u  "'""  °'^'°<='^  he 

I  '""self  for  the  night         '^  "^  "P  '^'^  Pi"ow,  settled 

|-^'7-.0Pene.es£::j--S-ws.^.e 
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the  deep  swell  of  her  breast  and  hips,  the  delicate,  lus- 
trous floss  on  her  cheek,  impalpable  as  the  pollen  of  a 
flower.  He  saw  her  standing  there  in  the  scintillating 
light  of  the  morning,  her  smooth  arms  wet  with  milk, 
redolent  and  fragrant  of  milk,  her  whole,  desirable  figure 
moving  in  the  golden  glory  of  the  sun,  steeped  in  a  lam- 
bent flame,  saturated  with  it,  glowing  with  it,  joyous  as 
the  dawn  itself. 

Then  it  was  Los  Muertos  and  Hooven,  the  sordid 
little  Dutchman,  grimed  with  the  soil  he  worked  in,  yet 
vividly  remembering  a  period  of  military  glory,  exciting 
himself  with  recollections  of  Gravelotte  and  the  Kaiser, 
but  contented  now  in  the  country  of  his  adoption,  defining 
the  Fatherland  as  the  place  where  wife  and  children  lived. 
Then  came  the  ranch  house  of  Los  Muertos,  under  the 
grove  of  cypress  and  eucalyptus,  with  its  smooth,  grav- 
elled driveway  and  well-groomed  lawns;  Mrs.  Derrick 
with  her  wide-opened  eyes,  that  so  easily  took  on  a  look 
of  uneasiness,  of  innocence,  of  anxious  inquiry,  her  face 
still  pretty,  her  brown  hair  that  still  retained  so  much 
of  its  brightness  spread  over  her  chair  back,  drying  in 
the  sun;  Magnus,  srect  as  an  officer  of  cavalry,  smooth- 
shaven,  grey,  thin-lipped,  imposing,  with  his  hawk-like 
nose  and  forward-curling  grey  hair;  Presley  with  his 
dark  face,  delicate  mouth  and  sensitive,  loose  lips,  in 
corduroys  and  laced  boots,  smoking  cigarettes — an  in- 
teresting figure,  suggestive  of  a  mixed  origin,  morbid, 
excitable,  melancholy,  brooding  upon  things  that  had  no 
names.    Then  it  was  Bonneville,  with  the  gayety  and 
confusion  of  Main  Street,  the  whirring  electric  cars,  the 
zinc-sheathed  telegraph    poles,    the    buckboards    with 
squashes  stowed  under  the  seats;  Ruggles  in  frock  coat. 
Stetson  hat  and   shoe-string  necktie,   writing  abstract- 
edly upon  his  blotting  pad;  Dyke,  the  engineer,  big- 
boned,  powerful,  deep-voiced,  good-natured,  with  liis 
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fine  blonde  bear  a  on^  _ 

praises  of  his  little  dauthTer^ir^;!!'""'"^  ">* 
one  ambition  tl,at  she  should  I     T  *""*  ""'^  ^^  '^e 
•lipping  a  dime  into  the  toe  of  I     T'^- "'  *  ^*'"'""y' 
then,  later,  overwhelmed  ^th    u""  **""""""'  ^''PP". 
Behrman's  office  to  mortS'e  1^'  '""'"^  '""'  S. 
heeler  of  the  corporation  th^tLJ^r"*"''  *°  the 
suggestion.  Annixter    aw  S   B.h,        ''''^'''  '"''"■     ^y 
vast  stomach,  the  check  and        J"**"'  '""■  f"*''  *i'h  a 
great,  tremulous  jotr the  ron"?r"""^  *°  f°™  ^^ 
sprinkled  with  sparse  St  ffha,V  ^'u  °^"  ''»  ~"«r. 

topped  hat  of  vSshed ItlaT'th!".'"  ''^°""'  -""'»- 
with  innumerable  interlocked  h^Wesh^^rLT*  '*""P''^ 
chain,  clinking  against  thp  n,,  i  .  '   '''  ''^^^  watch 

placid,  "nruffl^ed'^vertosi^  H  ''*  ''""°"^'  '"^«"«bly 
sailabie.  enthroned  ^  ^'  ^'""P"'  "'^"^"e,  unas- 

ai-TriS^SretL^^'^lradf  '^''V'^'-  ^^  ^" 
dated  earth,  calm  at  last  n"         ^u"'  *°  '"='''"  *»>«  f«<=t>n- 

'ife.  ruddy  ^ith  Se  insetTh'hor  '^  '^'"^'^"'^''  ^'^^'«  °f 
clamour  of  the  day  laps";  J" ''°"^°"^  P"rple.  the  small 

light,  building  itseK  domf  ,k°  T  '  '}'  «^^"''  ^""  ^^i" 
bam  fowls  wfre  roosttg  n  he  tr°er'  '"%""'"'•  ^he 
horses  crunching  their  fodd'r-  1  "^^'  ^^^  't^''><='  the 
ceasing  by  sloj  de^et  /nrth"*'"^' *'^  *^^-^'^  ^-^ 
churchman.  Father  Wk  r"r  .  P""''  '^'  Spanish 
^■^■indly,  benign,  be  evtg  J  1,1°'/  '^^''"^^  '•^^■«^. 
J'ows  and  of  dumb  anLl  "yftT l"' that  T  °' ''' 
av/ay  m  confusion  and  discomfi  u'!  '  "'"'''^'"Sr 

hand  the  vessels  of  the  iSv  r        '  ^"^""^  '"  °"« 
other  a  basket  of  game  cock?  ^°'""'""'<^"  and  in  the 


CHAPTER  VI 

It  was  high  noop,  and  the  rays  of  the  sun,  thai  hung 
poised  directly  overhead  in  an  intolerable  white  glory,  fell 
straight  as  plummets  upon  the  roofs  and  streets  of  Gua- 
dalajara.   The  adobe  walls  and  sparse  brick  sidewalks 
of  the  drowsing  town  radiated  the  heat  in  an  oily,  quiver- 
mg  shimmer.    The  leaves  of  the  eucalyptus  trees  around 
the  Plaza  drooped  motionless,  limp  and  relaxed  under  the 
scorching,  searching  blaze.    The  shadows  of  these  trees 
had  shrunk  to  their  smallest  circumference,  contracting 
close  about  the  trunks.    The  shade  had  dwindled  to  the 
breadth  of  a  mere  line.    The  sun  was  everywhere.    The 
heat  exhaling  from  brick  and  plaster  and  metal  met  the 
heat  that  steadily  descended  blanketwise  and  smother- 
mg,  from  the  pale,  scorched  sky.    Only  the  lizards— they 
lived  in  chinks  of  the  crumbling  adobe  and  in  interstices 
of  the   sidewalk— remained   without,   motionless,  as  if 
stuffed,  their  eyes  closed  to  mere  slits,  basking,  stupefied 
with  heat.    At  long  intervals  the  prolonged  drone  of  an 
insect  developed  out  of  the  silence,  vibrated  a  moment  in 
a  soothing,  somnolent,  long  note,  then  trailed  slowly  into 
the  quiet  again.     Somewhere  in  the  interior  of  one  of  the 
'dobe  houses  a  guitar  snored  and  hummed  sleepily.    On 
the  ro.-)f  of  tlie  hotel  a  group  of  pigeons  cooed  incessantly 
with  subdued,  liquid  murmurs,  very  plaintive;  a  cat,  per- 
fectly white,  with  a  pink  nose  and  thin,  pink  lips,  doz-d 
complacently  on  a  fence  rail,  full  in  the  sun.    In  a  comer 
of  the  Plaza  three  hens  wallowed  in  the  baking  hot  dust, 
their  wings  fluttering,  clucking  comfortably. 
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And  this  was  all    Ak    a 
-noribund  town,  peaceful  profo3'^  T''^"^  ""=  *"«'« 
«r»'""<'.  a  sense  of  erl?«]  ^  "*"»'"  P'^^sing 

tl.rKorching  plaster     K^/"':"«"'''''°n  «''al«d  from 
of  human  business.     The  Lw  V°  "'"^^"e"'-  no  sound 
intennittent  murmur  of  tlL  t L  T  "^  ^  '"«'^''  '"c 
■ngs  of  the  pigeons  the  nm^     ?  "'*'  ""^""^^  complain- 
ts^ contented' LcWng^f^ISj^^^^^      '"^  '^'^'^  -'• 
fW  together  to  form   a  fain^ V"'"' "°''^'' ™"- 
'onged,  stupefying,  surges,  ve'f     °"^'^  '^"'■''°"'   P^o- 
calm,  complacent  VcTntesod"!  '"'"'''  •'"''^''  °^  '^ 
-ts  end  under  the  gorgeous  W,'   T"«  ^"''"'"^  '» 
W-  sky  and  the  sfeal^  oTaHnt       "  'm"'"'^"'  P'"^ 
In  Solotari's  Spanish  M-  '"'^"nmable  sun. 

-"  Presley  sat  opS L  e-"'"^^"  "'""""'■  ''''"'""'='= 
"^»r  the  door,  a  Kle  of  whif  "•  "*  °"'  °^  "'^  ^''''les 
-"en  pot  Of  fHjoJ  bftJetrthl'  Th"'""'  ^"''  ^" 
sole  occupants  of  the  place     U  I'     ^'■>'  "^^"^  "'e 

'"  had  chosen  for  his  ba™  H  ""''  "!f  '^"^  "^«'  ^nnix- 
Quien  Sabe  was  in  fete  ana  w^/  '  '"  '=°"»«q"«^ce, 
»nd  Vanamee  had  arranged  to  "T"^'''"  ^-'^^^''^v 
other's  company.  lunchLgTt  Sol.  '^"  *'''  '^''^  '"  «>^'' 
I'amp  in  the  aftemoon^j^or  ^t  ' '  '""  ''"^'"^  ^  '°"& 
'"  their  chairs,  their  mea^  Jl  \  "^'"^  '^'^  ''''  ^'^^ 
^■•ought  black  coffee  and  f  „  '  ^"''^"^-  Solotari 
^«iring  to  a  corner  of  the  ro^m  ""''''  °'  '"«^«''  -^ 
A"  through  the  meal  Presr  JdT  '°  ^'^^P" 

st:£----Sni2s^sr^is 
^^^^"^^st:::;.^--— .  His 

'  f--ff  from  the  holLw  cheZ'    „  f  .'^'  '"'  '■'"^' 
'^-'-^Hatofayou^tr^liJrtlStS 
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•hepherd  of  the  Hebraic  legends,  a  dweller  in  the  wilder- 
ness, gifted  with  strange  powers.  He  was  dressed  ai 
when  Presley  had  first  met  him,  herding  his  sheep,  in 
brown  canvas  overalls,  thrust  into  top  boots ;  grey  flannel 
shirt,  open  at  the  throat,  showing  the  breast  ruddy  with 
tan ;  the  waist  encircled  with  a  cartridge  belt,  empty  of 
cartridges. 

But  now,  as  Presley  took  more  careful  note  of  him,  he 
was  surprised  to  observe  a  certain  new  look  in  Vanamee's 
deep-set  eyes.  He  remembered  now  that  all  through  the 
morning  Vanamee  had  been  singularly  reserved.  He  was 
continually  drifting  into  feveries,  abstracted,  distrait. 
Indubitably,  something  of  moment  had  happened. 

At  length  Vanamee  spoke.  Leaning  back  in  his  chair, 
his  thumbs  in  his  belt,  his  bearded  chin  upon  his  breast, 
his  voice  was  the  even  monotone  of  one  speaking  in  his 
sleep. 

He  told  Presley  in  a  few  words  what  had  happened 
during  the  first  night  he  had  spent  in  the  garden  of  the 
old  Mission,  of  the  Answer,  half-fancied,  half-real,  that 
had  come  to  him. 

"  To  no  other  person  but  you  would  I  speak  of  this," 
he  said,  "  but  you,  I  think,  will  understand— will  be  sym. 
pathetic,  at  least,  and  I  feel  the  need  of  unburdening 
myself  of  it  to  some  one.    At  first  I  would  not  trust  my 
own  senses.    I  was  sure  I  had  deceived  myself,  but  on  a 
second  night  it  happened  again.    Then  I  was  afraid— or 
no,  not  afraid,  but  disturbed — oh,  shaken  to  my  very 
heart's  core.    I  resolved  to  go  no  further  in  the  matter, 
never  again  to  put  it  to  test.    For  a  long  time  I  stayed 
away  from  the  Mission,  occupying  myself  with  my  work, 
keeping  it  out  of  my  mind.    But  the  temptation  was  too 
strong.     One  night  I  found  myself  there  again,  under 
the  black  shadow  of  the  pear  trees  calling  for  Angele, 
summoning  her  from  out  the  dark,  from  out  the  night 
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TW«  time  the  Aniwer  wa.  nrom^ 
not  explain  to  you  whl"  w«  *;•  T"'*'"'"'-    ^  ««- 
for  there  wa,  no  «,und     I^L    I  ^*'*  ''  '^^  to  me. 
the  empty  night.    Therewa.  n^  '^*""''i^  """'•"«  «>„ 
off  there  over  the  little  vaTlVvf     T    ^"*  ^mewhere 
'"-"Wed;  that  n,e  that  we!t  ;?'  °"'  ""*  ''«'''""»  wa. 
from  the  Mission  garden  Tut        T"  ""^  '"ought-ou, 

her,  searching  forget  Cri^onVf'^^'  "'""^  ^^ 
found  a  resting  nlar-_L.  "       '      °°" '  ''"ow  what,  but 

•^- 1  have  Jr^::^s:z,  "■•""  "■-»  •'■- 

n'ght  was  the  third  time."  ^"^'"'  "'  "'^ht    Last 

'e-edTl'd^rirf  2  l^^f--'-    P«sley 
absorption.  """'    mot'onless   with   intense 

"  Well— and  last  nieht  "  h.  „ 
Vanamee  stirred  hT  J' S"'^^''''^- 
»n  instant  upon  the  taWe  ^^'""'  ^'"'  ''<=  •^"'"""ed 

Last  night,"  he  answered   "tt,„ 
?ange.     The  Answer  Ja^-  hfr  ^''^"'ere  was  a 
"nearer."  "'*'"    ''*  drew  a  deep  breath— 

"  You  are  sure  '  " 

^•"d  not  be  mistaken  No  tLf'r.''"'"^'-'  ««"^'--  I 
"a^kness.  that  which  has  em;red  „T  "*?  "'"  '™"""«^  *"« 
^ommg  nearer  to  me-phSv  T  '^^  '"'P'^  "'?ht-is 
His  voice  sank  again  ffi'?  ^  ,"'''  ''^'"^"^  nearer." 
P^Phets,  the  seers^Sok  on  n  If '^.^'^/-e  of  younger 
He  looked  vaguely  'before  h"m  wJth  unT"''  •="P"^^'°"- 

Suppose,"  he  murmured^  "  .  '"^  ^y"" 

""derthepeartreesatnthund.Tr'  ^  ^'^"^  *h<>re 
-d  each  time  the  Answef  comes  „e  "  '^''"  ^"'^  '^''^' 
7'  until  at  last  one  n  ght  he  ,  '"'^  "^"^^  »"d  I 
*e~she •'  *"'-  ™  supreme  night  of  all. 

Suddenly  the  tension  broke.    With  «  c^ 

With  a  sharp  cry  and  a 
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violent  uncertain  gesture  of  the  hand  Vanamee  came  to 
himself, 

"  Oh,"  he  exclaimed,  "  what  is  it?    Do  I  dare?    What 
does  it  mean?    There  are  times  when  it  appals  me  and 
there  are  times  when  it  thrills  me  with  a  sweetness  and  a 
happiness  that  I  have  not  known  since  she  died.    The 
vagueness  of  it!     How  can  I  explain  it  to  you,  this  that 
happens  when  I  call  to  lu-r  across  the  night— that  faint, 
far-off,  unseen  tremble  in  the  darkness,  that  intangible 
scarcely  perceptible  stir.     Something  neither  heard  nor 
seen,  appealmg  to  a  sixth  sense  only.     Listen,  it  is  somc- 
thmg  like  this:     On  Quien  Sabe,  all  last  week,  we  have 
been  seeding  the  earth,     -rtie  grain  is  there  now  under 
the  earth  buried  in  the  dark,  in  the  black  stillness,  under 
the  clods.     Can  you  imagine  the  first— the  very  first  little 
quiver  of  life  that  the  grain  of  wheat  must  feel  after  it  is 
sown,  when  it  answers  to  the  call  of  the  sun,  down  there 
m  the  dark  of  the  earth,  blind,  deaf;  the  very  first  stir 
from  the  inert,  long,  long  before  any  physical  change  has 
occurred,— long  before  the  microscope  could  discover  the 
slightest  change,— when  the  shell  first  tightens  with  the 
first  fault  premonition  of  life?     Well,  it  is  something  as 
illusive  as  that."    He  paused  again,  dreaming,  lost  in  a 
reverie,  then,  just  above  a  whisper,  murmured : 

That  which  thou  sowest  is  not  quickened  except  it 
die.'  .  .  .  and  she,  Angele  .  .  .  died." 
^^  "You  could  not  have  been  mistaken?"  said  Presley. 
"  You  were  sure  that  there  was  something?  Imagination 
can  do  so  much  and  the  influence  of  the  surroundings 
was  strong.  How  impossible  it  would  be  that  anything 
should  happen.  And  you  say  you  heard  nothing,  saw- 
nothing." 

"  I  believe,"  answered  Van,.mee,  "  in  a  sixth  sense,  or, 
rather,  a  whole  system  of  other  unnamed  senses  beyond 
the  reach  of  our  understanding.    People  who  live  much 
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alone  and  close  to  nah,,»  .  '  ^ 

f-erhaps  it  is  soMnT  ;„r"""  ''''  ^'="^«"°"  of  it 

b-rds  south  long  before  the  firs?c„n  5  *''"  ''"'^'  'he 
ma  e  the  .^ain  of  wheal  ^"f  up  l""^  *''"^  *'^^' 
And  this  sense  never  deceives  Vn^  '"""'  '"^^  «""• 
hear  wrong,  but  once  touch  Ih'         u    ""^^  '^^  ^'ong, 

^^  I  don't  Icnow." 

"Strange  enough,"  commented  Pr«i 
Vanamee  sank  back  in  hie    ,         ^^^  ^""tiering. 
vacant  again:  '"  ""^  '='''"^'  '"s  eyes  growing 

Thte"wr"°r^''"'''"'"™"^ed. 

^^-  ih  that^ibSrincif^r  '''''  -  -ved. 
»'^^te,  flagellated  with  heat  d«  I  ."'  ^'"^PP^^  i„  its 
-oon-day  silence,  these  ttt:::'  '^°"''  '«'^'"?  '" 
J  nature,  the  other  by  tr7n,W  W^'"'  ''''  °"^  ^  P°-t 
'h^r  world,  dreamers  Lrnf  ^'  ^*''  °"'  °f  '""e  with 
«'iar  at  that  e^d  ofS  ^ctt'^^^^^^^^  lost  and  ut 

;f;^  gn,ping  and  baffled  am,rL*'"^%'earching  ^r  a 
;f  the  Delusion,  sat  over  em^v  I  '  Perplexing  obscuritv 
he  pervading  silence  that  surround".'  f ''"'  ^"^"'  ^'t^ 
•he  cooing  of  doves  and  th/T  "^  *''""'  "^e^""?  only 
P-found,  that  at  len^h  ^J  "  coT  f  ''^"^'  *"^  '^"^e'  o 
'"•^^^'■=   the    p,,ffi„nnr'°"^,^.P'«'"'ydisti„iishat 

^hing  cars  in  the^statn  Ta  J  of"!.  "'   \  '°<^-o''- 
"  was,  no  doubt    n,;,   •  ^"         Bonneville. 

,  C.^"y("«f  X™^  2,°°'  ""  "  ""'«■ 
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luncheon,  and  stepping  out  into  the  heat  and  glare  of  the 
streets  of  the  town,  passed  on  through  it  and  took  the 
road  that  led  northward  across  a  comer  of  Dyke's  hop 
fields.  They  were  bound  for  the  hills  in  the  northeastern 
corner  of  Quien  Sabe.  It  was  the  same  walk  which 
Presley  had  taken  on  the  previous  occasion  when  he  had 
first  met  Vanamee  herding  the  sheep.  This  encompass- 
ing detour  around  the  whole  country-side  was  a  favorite 
pastime  of  his  and  he  was  anxious  that  Vanamee  should 
share  his  pleasure  in  it. 

But  soon  after  leaving  Guadalajara,  they  found  them- 
selves upon  the  land  that  Dyke  had  bought  and  upon 
which  he  was  to  raise  his  famous  crop  of  hops.     Dyke's 
house  was  close  at  hand,  a  very  pleasant  little  cottage, 
painted  white,  with  green  blinds  and  deep  porches,  while 
near  it  and  yet  in  process  of  construction,  were  two  great 
storehouses  and  a  drying  and  curing  house,  where  the 
hops  were  to  be  stored  and  treated.     All  about  were  evi- 
dences that  the  former  engineer  had  already  been  hard  at 
work.     The  ground  had  been  put  in  readiness  to  receive 
the  crop  and  a  bewildering,  innumerable  multitude  of 
poles,  connected  with  a  maze  of  wire  and  twine,  had  been 
set  out.     Farther  on  at  a  turn  of  the  road,  they  came  upon 
Dyke  himself,  driving  a  farm  wagon  loaded  with  more 
poles.     He  was  in  his  shirt  sleeves,  his  massive,  hairy 
arms  bare  to  the  elbow,  glistening  with  sweat,  red  with 
heat.     In  his  bell-like,  rumbling  voice,  he  was  calling  to 
his  foreman  and  a  boy  at  work  in  stringing  the  poles 
together.     At  sight  of  Presley  and  Vanamee  he  hailed 
them  jovially,  addressing  them  as  "  boys,"  and  insisting 
that  they  should  get  into  the  wagon  with  him  and  drive 
to  the  house  for  a  glass  of  beer.     His  mother  had  only 
the  day  before  returned  from  Marysville,  where  she  had 
been  looking  up  a  seminary  for  the  little  tad.     She  would 
be  delighted  to  see  the  two  boys ;  besides,  Vanamee  must 
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see  how  the  h'ttle  tad  f.,^ 

beer  had  been  on  ice  s^d  Lo'-'""'  n"'"  ^'^ '  ^"^  the 
mee  could  not  well  refuse  ^^^    ^'"'"^^  ^"^^  ^ana- 

They   climbed    info   ft,-> 
-even  ground  th  ough  rheTaTf'"'  ^""^^   ^^   ^^e 
*e  house.     Inside  thfy  fou„H  M       4'  °^  '^"P-P"'^  ^ 
with  a  very  gentle  face  wh  "  '^  °^''^'  ^"  °'d  '^dy 

••-''■•oned  IL  with    :'op    L^'u'st"''  \"'  ^  '^'^  °'^- 
a  comer  of  the  parlor     Thf.  ^"^  ""^  ^''^*-"°t  in 

*f,-^r^was  had  from  off  the  ke"'"  ""''' ^'^'^^'^'^  and 

great  btnd\e?rd.  "  Jn^t  sid  tn'"''?'^  '"^^  ^'""^  ^'•°'"  ^'^ 
Mr.  Vanamee  to  s  e  how  she  hT/""  '''°"'-  ^  ^'"t 
'="1  in  Tulare  County   bojs  '''''F°'"^:    Smartest  little 

-t  SdS?  w^rt^:-^^^^^^^^^  ^-  -  ^-  explained 
»''PPers  for  the  first  tSe  th.  ^"  P""'"?  on  her  new 
found  a  dime  in  the  to^of  o„e  oTtT'"^  '^'°^^'  ^"^  "ad 
whole  house  by  the  ears  ever  ,^""  ""^  ''^'^  ^^d  the 

,  ,  "Was  it  for  SceTo    'T    ^''''°"'''P^"^-'*- 
I  '"quired  Dyke  gravely  '  '""'    '''=°"«  water.?" 

'  ^«,"  said  Mrs.  Dvke     "  T  ,r,,j    u 

-  f  ng  to  get  before  she  wenfand  it '"  "r  "'^^  ^''^ 
Dyke,  though  his  mnth  "  ^as  licorice  " 

-«  that  PreJey  L  Va^Zrr ?  ''^'  "^  ^^  ^-'-^ 
young  ones."  insisted  uZT  '^  "°  «^^*'  '"'"e^t  in 
copy-books.  The'  werT  "^'"^  *''^  ^'«it°«  Sidney's 
-^  neatness,  th  TriTe  „  ^t™?'  '^''°"°-'  ^^'^^ - 
''"^  °f  the  philanthropTsts t H  'm  f^^^^-^^de  aphor- 
Page  to  page  with  wea  "L "'  "f  ""*^'  ^^P^-t^'l  from 
p"erican  Citizen.  5  6"^..'"™'%  "^'  *°°'  am  an 
-       As  the  Twig  is  B«int  the 
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Tree  is  Inclined,"  "  Truth  Crushed  to  Earth  Will  Rise 
Again,"  "As  for  Me,  Give  Me  Liberty  or  Give  Me 
Death,"  and  last  of  all,  a  strange  intrusion  amongst  the 
mild,  well-worn  phrases,  two  legends.  "  My  motto- 
Public  Control  of  Public  Franchises,"  and  "  The  P.  and 
S.  W.  is  an  Enemy  of  the  State." 

"  I  see,"  commented  Presley,  "  you  mean  the  little  tad 
to  understand  '  the  situation '  early." 

"  I  told  him  he  was  foolish  to  give  that  to  Sid  to  copy," 
said  Mrs.  Dyke,  with  indulgent  remonstrance.  "  What 
can  she  understand  of  public  franchises  ?  " 

"  Never  mind,"  observed  Dyke,   "  she'll  remember  it 
when  she  grows  up  and  when  the  seminary  people  have 
rubbed  her  up  a  bit,  and  then  she'll  begin  to  ask  questions 
and    understand.     And    don't   you   make    any   mistake, 
mother,"  he  went  on,  "about  the  little  tad  not  knowing 
who  her  dad's  enemies  are.     What  do  you  think,  bovs? 
Listen,  here.     Precious  little  I've  ever  told  her  of  the 
railroad  or  how  I  was  turned  off,  but  the  other  day  I  was 
working  down  by  the  fence  next  the  railroad  tracks  and 
Sid  was  there.     She'd  brought  her  doll  rags  down  and 
she  was  playing  house  behind  a  pile  of  hop  poles.     Well, 
along  comes  a  through  freight — mixed  train  from  Mis- 
souri points  and  a  string  of  empties  from  New  Orleans — 
and  when  it  had  passed,  what  do  you  suppose  the  tad  did? 
She  didn't  know  I  was  watching  her.    She  goes  to  the 
fence  and  spits  a  little  spit  after  the  caboose  and  puts  out 
her  little  head  and,  if  you'll  believe  me,  hisses  at  the 
train;  and  mother  says  she  does  that  same  every  time 
she  sees  a  train  go  by,  and  never  crosses  the  tracks  that 
she  don't  spit  her  little  spit  on  'em.    What  do  you  think  I 
oithat?" 

"  But  I  correct  her  every  time,"  protested  Mrs.  Dyke  | 
seriously.     "  Where  she  picked  up  the  trick  of  hissin?  1 
don't  know.    No,  it's  not  funny.    It  seems  dreadful  to  | 
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see  a  little  girl  who's  as  swpet  =.n^ 
every  other  way,  so  venonls      Sh/'       ."'  '""  ""^  '" 
girls  at  school  and  the  5"^  ioo        '"^f  "'^  °'^^'  ""'« 
Oh,  dear,"  she  s.Vhed    "     ;!'       ,',  ""^  ^"  "^^  ^^'"e  way. 
-  unkind  and  „:S    Wul  iVu  ^T''  O'^"  ^ 
all  the  money  in  the  wo^u'lf  rT    !       ''"'"'''  ^'"' 
little  child  hated  me-hated  ml      ^u""^^'  "'"'  ^^^"  '-^n«= 
W-  at  n,e.    And  i  's  not  1^  h^.''"  ^™"W  spit  and 
Sidney  says;  and  th^k  0   a,I  the      '  "'  '"  "'  *^^'"'  «> 
'he  road,  women  and  me„     he     f  7"  P'°P'^  ^l'"  ^^''^ 
State,   thousands  an'l  Thouslnds  of     'T'"^'  *'"  "''°'«= 
onagers  and  the  directors  of  th      ^'?''-    °°"''  '^'^ 
Aat?    Don't  they  ever  tWnk  of  Lth  T''  '"''"  "^'""'^  "^ 
•hem,  everywhere,  eve  ywhere  tj  ?/' '  '""f  ""°""^^ 
just  grit  their  teeth  when  th.  .  r  ^°°'^  P^°P'^  that 

tioned  ?  Why  do  they  wanf^'  T  f  ''"^  ™^^  '^  «en- 
No,"  she  n,urLred,Thrt  3  "I'r'^Pr^'^^'^'h^'"? 
I  'ell  you,  Mr.  Preslj^^thl  ml  ".""''  -"■  ''"'  "  '^°' 
wicked,  bad-hearted  men  whnV  -   "''"  '''"  '■""'•°«d  are 

^r  people  suffer    ot"    a  Ve^S.ru'""  ""^^  ^''^ 

*--th:^-:^r~J^ 
-;,-notrig.-s;s;^^^^--- 

4!  DykXily^a*^^^^^^^^^^^  --  ^-"^  ^•'-e>^- 
'» 'he  gate  that  openedlmo  trn""  '"  e''  *^^°"  «^  ^" 
'he  way,  Presley  referred  to  wh.  ^^^J^^  ^«"<=-*'-  On 
'^d  Dyke,  himself.   o!iv  of  '^H    ^ '  ''''''  """"  ^^'^  and 

■'VVelV'Dyke;;:^''^    -s l^etH/"^^^^ 
Personally,   haven't  g^t  the   r  ^L      'M"  ^''^''^^-     ^' 

wheat-growingpeoplflg^ess  tfdiff         '':    ^'*   y°" 
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The  rates  on  hops  are  fair.  I've  got  to  admit  that ;  I  was 
in  to  Bonneville  a  while  ago  to  find  out.  It's  two  cents  a 
pound,  and  Lord  love  you,  that's  reasonable  enough  to 
suit  any  man.  No,"  he  concluded,  "  I'm  on  the  way  to 
make  money  now.  The  road  sacking  me  as  they  did 
was,  maybe,  a  good  thing  for  me,  after  all.  It  came  just 
at  the  right  time.  I  had  a  bit  of  money  put  by  and  here 
was  the  chance  to  go  into  hops  with  the  certainty  that 
hop.s  would  quadruple  and  quintuple  in  price  inside  the 
year.  No,  it  was  my  chance,  and  though  they  didnt 
mean  it  by  a  long  chalk,  the  railroad  people  did  me  a 
good  turn  when  they  gavp  ,ue  my  time— and  the  tad'll 
enter  the  seminary  next  fall." 

About  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  they  had  said  good- 
bye to  the  one-time  engineer,  Presley  and  Vanamee, 
tramping  briskly  along  the  road  that  led  northward 
through  Quien  Sabe,  arrived  at  Annixter's  ranch  house. 
At  once  they  were  aware  of  a  vast  and  unwonted  bustle 
that  revolved  about  the  place.  They  stopped  a  few 
moments  looking  on,  amused  and  interested  in  what  was 
going  forward. 

The  colossal  barn  was  finished.  Its  freshly  white- 
washed sides  glared  intolerably  in  the  sun,  but  its  interior 
was  as  yet  innocent  of  paint  and  through  the  yawning 
vent  of  the  sliding  doors  came  a  dehcious  odour  of  new, 
fresh  wood  and  shavings.  A  crowd  of  men— Annixter's 
farm  hands— were  swarming  all  about  it.  Some  were 
balanced  on  the  topmost  rounds  of  ladders,  hanging  fes- 
toons of  Japanese  lanterns  from  tree  to  tree,  and  all 
across  the  front  of  the  barn  itself.  Mrs.  Tree,  her  daugh- 
ter Hilma  and  another  woman  were  inside  the  bam  cut- 
ting into  long  strips  bolt  after  bolt  of  led,  white  and  blue 
cambric  and  directing  how  these  strips  should  be  draped 
from  the  ceiling  and  on  the  walls ;  everywhere  resounded 
the  tapping  of  tack  hammers.    A  farm  wagon  drove  up 
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--ed  upon  and  affixed  as  sunn  ^'^  '""«^diately 

the  tri-coIo,.red  caSc  L„  th  T'^  decorations  to 
Two  of  the  larger  eve' r„  reV"'  '  ""'''  °'  ^^^  *>^™- 
^ile  the  barn  door  and  the"  t^n  u"'"  '"'"''  °"  "t'"^^ 
arch.    In  the  middle  S  this  LS  °"'"  *°  ''"^  ^" 

a  mammoth  pasteboarri    .      fu    "^^^  P''°P°'^''  *«  hang 

IO.O.F.  hall  in  Bonne™  Te  ifeap  d   he^'",'  ""'^'  '^°"' 
parently  hopeless  ento/  '^      themselves  in  an  ap- 

•ered  about   "eLp'omp?^^^^^^^^  """'l"'  "■■?-'-  ^lat- 
modate  the  band  ^  ^'"^  ""^''^  ^««  '°  accom- 

There  was  a  strenuous  gayety  in  tho  .,V 
was  m  the  best  of  spirits.     Notes  of  ilthT'  '"'"^''^''^ 

■nterrupted  the  conversation  on  every  CT""'"^ 
moment  a  eroun  nt  ^^^  ■       ,       ''""y  "and.     At  every 

ous  horse-pi  rTheTo'r^'S.'''^'"^^'^^^  '»  "ProarZ 
hands  to  each  other  ',  °^"'"' ^""^^^  ''^'''"d  their 
-"eant  for  the  tZ'^Zf  uT^  double-meanings 
thereat,  stamping  Zr^^ol''"^'^  /'"'  '^"^''^- 
the  sexes  grew  more  int^r^^.  .^'  '''^*'°"'  "'^'^^^n 

ing  the  young  f^LwIn  T*"""  ""^  ^'^'^  P"«h- 
ous  thr/sts  0I  h  -r  elS  T  ''"^  '''''  ^'"'  -i^- 
'»  group  that  Ade  a  vj^ca  J'  ^^^P^^-'^  fro"-  group 
wife,  had  lost  her  irw    the%      ?"  ^"P^rintendenfs 

of  the  Home  ra^ch^  wl/wd  ."h  7  °J  '""^  '°'^'- 
dairy-house.  ^'^  ''^'^'"'^  'he  door  of  the 

'-"rtre;;ti:x':„rr^.^^^^^^^  ^^^  *>-  to 

^-^ied  between^hfba^^"  :dt  TanS'lo""^'^^-    "^ 

now  a  wickered  demijohn,  now  a ""  e  „.      ''  '^^'^^ 

!>a3ket  of  lemons  and  pineappler  rL  h  "'  ""'^  * 

assume  the  responsibility  of 
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composing  the  punch— something  stiff,  by  jingo,  a  punch 
that  would  raise  you  right  out  of  your  boots ;  a  regular 
hairlifter. 

The  harness  room  of  the  bam  he  had  set  apart  for 
himself  and  intimates.  He  had  brought  a  long  table 
down  from  the  house  and  upon  it  had  set  out  boxes  of 
cigars,  bottles  of  whiskey  and  of  beer  and  the  great 
china  bowls  for  the  punch.  It  would  be  no  fault  of  his, 
he  declared,  if  half  the  number  of  his  men  friends  were 
not  uproarious  before  they  left.  His  barn  dance  would 
be  the  talk  of  all  Tulare  County  for  years  to  come.  For 
this  one  day  he  had  resolved  to  put  all  thoughts  of  busi- 
ness out  of  his  head.  For  the  matter  of  that,  things  were 
going  well  enough.  Ostemian  was  back  from  Los  An- 
geles with  a  favourable  report  as  to  his  afTair  with  Dis- 
brow  and  Darrell.  There  had  been  another  meeting  of 
the  committee.  Harran  Derrick  had  attended.  Though 
he  had  taken  no  part  in  the  discussion,  Annixter  was 
satisfied.  The  Governor  had  consented  to  allow  Harran 
to  "  come  in,"  if  he  so  desired,  and  Harran  had  pledged 
himself  to  share  one-sixth  of  the  campaign  expenses, 
providing  these  did  not  exceed  a  certain  figure. 

As  Annixter  came  to  the  door  of  the  bam  to  shout 
abuse  at  the  distraught  Chinese  cook  who  was  cutting  up 
lemons  in  the  kitchen,  he  caught  sight  of  Presley  and 
Vanamee  and  hailed  them. 

"  Hello,  Pres,"  he  called.  "  Come  over  here  and  see 
how  she  looks ;  "  he  indicated  the  barn  with  a  movement 
of  his  head.  "  Well,  we're  getting  ready  for  you  to- 
night," he  went  on  as  the  two  friends  came  up.  "But 
how  we  are  going  to  get  straightened  out  by  eight  o'clock 
I  don't  know.  Would  you  believe  that  pip  Caraher  is 
short  of  lemons— at  this  last  minute  and  I  told  him  I'd 
want  three  cases  of  'em  as  much  as  a  month  ago,  and 
here,  just  when  I  want  a  good  lively  saddle  horse  to  get 
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around  on,  somebody  hikes  th«  h.,-.i,  i  • 
Stole  her,  by  jingo,    n   hive  2  if        T  '^'  '=°^"'- 
breaks  me-4nd  f  ix  v  H„n         J,?"^  °"  '*""*  ^^'^^  '^  it 
with  her ;  and  only  about  hi  r^H  ^"'  '"''■'''^"  ^°- 

'hat  I  ordered  have  shown!  .  "'"^^  °^  J"P  ''*"*""'' 
f-  Ifs  enoS  Srke":  21"^''^^^'''^''' 
done  that  you  don't  do  yourselT,  nl  ^''"^ ^  "°th>ng 
these  loafers  with  a  club/ Z^"  "h^^  f'^'  °^" 
^nd  I've  lost  my  hat-  wish  to  Cod  M  °''  ''"''""^ 
of  givin'  this  rotten  foo   T^L     Qutt L  th"".  -"T '^ 

-"^^;^rta^-^---^- 

.a.k!I  ioutnger"^  '"^^  '^^^^     ^orry  I  can't  stop  and 

He  shouted  a  last  imprecation  at  H,«  re- 
turned back  into  the  hJnpZ^^Z  Va™"  '"' 
on,  but  Annixter  as  hp  ^.„      j  l!^^         Vanamee  went 
but  collided  Sh  Hilma  SI    t  '°°''  °'  ^'^'^  '"^"'  «» 
of  the  stalls,  a  box  ofSUTI;  t^^^Z'  °"  ^^°'"  °- 

al>  the  responsibilhy  of  trr^oment   ;>•  '"'^'"""^ 

down  in  one  of  the  h.v-V  u  "'°'"*"t'  ''*  a  cigar  and  sat 

His  feet  on  the  table   frow"'  u"  '""'^  '"  ""''  P-'<«>ts, 
blue  smoke  '       """'"^  thoughtfully  through  the 

^-M:o:^:t^;^i^^:^---himse.that 

=  ofX--i^^£^^tLS 

?:^t^-sr^£5^^^^ 
^^o^S-Sf^omH 
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of  the  day  he  was  pestered  with  it.  It  interfered  with 
his  work,  got  mixed  up  in  his  business.  What  a  miser- 
able confession  for  a  man  to  make ;  a  fine  way  to  waste 
his  time.  Was  it  possible  that  only  the  other  day  he  had 
stood  in  front  of  the  music  store  in  Bonneville  and  seri- 
ously considered  making  Hilma  a  present  of  a  music- 
box?  Even  now,  the  very  thought  of  it  made  hiip  flush 
with  shame,  and  this  after  she  had  told  him  plainly  that 
she  did  not  like  him.  He  was  running  after  her — he, 
Annixterl  He  ripped  out  a  furious  oath,  striking  the 
table  with  his  boot  heel.  Again  and  again  he  had  re- 
solved to  put  the  whole  affair  from  out  his  mind.  Once 
he  had  been  able  to  do  so,  but  of  late  it  was  becoming 
harder  and  harder  with  every  successive  day.  IT,:  had 
only  to  close  his  eyes  to  see  her  as  plain  as  if  bhe  i-.ood 
before  him ;  he  saw  her  in  a  glory  of  sunlight  that  set  a 
fine  tinted  lustre  of  pale  carnation  and  gold  on  the  silken 
sheen  of  her  white  skin,  her  hair  sparkled  with  it,  her 
thick,  strong  neck,  sloping  to  her  shoulders  with  beauti- 
ful, full  curves,  seemed  to  radiate  the  light;  her  eyes. 
brown,  wide,  innocent  in  expression,  disclosing  the  full 
disc  of  the  pupil  upon  the  slightest  provocation,  flashed 
in  this  sunlight  like  diamonds. 

Annixter  was  all  bewildered.  With  the  exception  of 
the  timid  little  creature  in  the  glove-cleaning  establish- 
ment in  Sacramento,  he  had  had  no  acquaintance  with 
any  woman.  His  world  was  harsh,  crude,  a  world  of 
men  only — men  who  were  to  be  combatted,  opposed— 
his  hand  was  against  nearly  every  one  of  them.  Women 
he  distrusted  with  the  instinctive  distrust  of  the  overgrown 
schoolboy.  Now,  at  length,  a  young  woman  had  come 
into  his  life.  Promptly  he  was  struck  with  discomfiture, 
annoyed  almost  beyond  endurance,  harassed,  bedevilled, 
excited,  made  angry  and  exasperated.  He  was  suspicious 
of  the  woman,  yet  desired  h^r,  totally  ignorant  of  how  to 
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labour  o/p„ST„i,r'"°"!""''  '"""■»■  •<« 
pUc.  from  ,h.  „("„     Th^  ,°' ."■"'""  ""  '•-'B  1" 

Afar  supper  Annixter  bathed  and  dressed.^  He  decS 

"  ^"  through  his  dressing  and  then  HpriH,.^  f^  t, 
one  more  look  around  the  bam  for  it  ^^''^ 

™  ana  teed  room,  all  to  no  purpose.  At  last  he  came 
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out  again  upon  the  main  floor,  definitely  giving  up  the 
search,  looking  about  him  to  see  if  everything  was  in 
order. 

The  festoons  of  Japanese  lanterns  in  and  around  the 
bam  were  not  yet  lighted,  but  some  half-dozen  lamps, 
with  great, tin  reflectors,  that  hung  against  the  walls,  wen- 
burning  low.  A  dull  half  light  pervaded  the  vast  interior, 
hollow,  echoing,  leaving  the  corners  and  roof  thick  with 
impenetrable  i/lack  shadows.  The  bam  faced  the  west 
and  through  the  open  sliding  doors  was  streaming  a  single 
bright  bar  from  the  after-glow,  incongruous  and  out  of 
all  harmony  with  the  dull  flare  of  the  kerosene  lamps. 

As  Annixter  glanced  about  him,  he  saw  a  figure  step 
briskly  out  of  the  shadows  of  one  corner  oi  the  building, 
pause  for  the  fraction  of  one  instant  in  the  bar  of  liglit, 
then,  at  sight  of  him,  dart  back  again.  There  was  a 
sound  of  hurried  footsteps. 

Annixter,  with  recollections  of  the  stolen  buckskin  in 
his  mind,  cried  out  sharply: 

"Who's  there?" 

There  was  no  answer.  In  a  second  his  pistol  was  in 
his  hand. 

"  Who's  there?    Quick,  speak  up  or  I'll  shoot." 

"  No,  no,  no,  don't  shoot,"  cried  an  answering  voice. 
"  Oh,  be  careful.    It's  I— Hilma  Tree." 

Annixter  slid  the  pistol  into  his  pocket  with  a  great 
qualm  of  apprehension.  He  came  forward  and  met 
Hilma  in  the  doorway. 

"  Good  Lord,"  he  murmured,  "  that  sure  did  give  me  a 
start.    IflAodshot " 

Hilma  stood  abashed  and  confused  before  him.  She 
was  dressed  in  a  white  organdie  frock  of  the  most  rigor- 
ous simplicity  and  wore  neither  flower  nor  ornament. 
The  severity  of  her  dress  made  her  look  even  larger  than 
usual,  and.  even  as  it  was  her  eyes  were  on  a  level  with 
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prUalf-ch.Id  a,  yet,  but  tall  as  a  man  for  all  that 
..^::r  ^  '"°'"'"'''  ''-''-"'  «^'-".  "-  Hilma 
ith^t^HLttr-^'^"''"^''-    ^'•'o-^Htlleft 

••^^el.cS.tvr^''^'''^  •'"'■'  "**'»^""'-- 

A^'^T^^^"^  "  ''"■'  **  '^''"''•y  "  ^'"'dren  might  have 
done.  The  constraint  of  the  situation  was  a  little  relaxed 
and  Ann.xter.  with  sudden  directness,  glaned  sharpy 
at  the  young  woman  and  demanded  •  ^^ 

'Well,  Miss  Hilma,  hate  me  as  much  as  ever?" 
yo«.°     "°'  '"''  '^'  '"''*"^'''  "I  "«=ver  said  I  hated 

"S'^fl'  T  "''"'  ^  ''""^  y°"  **'«'  that." 
m.  ir    ^'^''ked  what  you  did_/n>rf  to  do.    It  made 

,«     hTr"'K'  '""  '"'■    ^  ^''^"'dn-t  have  said  wSl 
'I'd  that  time,  but  it  was  vour  fault." 

.iS  J:"'-^  '•'^"''-^  *>"''  ^'■^"''^  -yhody,"  ad- 
thaHt';"  ^  '"  '"^^  "  *"'  y°"  ^«"''  dislike  m.f    i. 

;;i  don't  dislike  anybody,"  persisted  Hilma. 
Ann,^;  ,    ^°"  ™°'*  *''''"  *hat,  didn't  I?"  queried 

waf  lr„"mtl^r.'"''"'""^'y  *°  his.    In  her  words 

ce«,:sh~?rS'''  """  °^  ^""'"^^  ^--^y-    ^"- 
"Why?" 
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Annixter  was  struck  speechless.  In  the  face  of  such 
candour,  such  perfect  ingenuousness,  he  was  at  a  loss  for 
any  words. 

"Well— well,"  he  stammered,  "well— I  don't  know," 
he  suddenly  burst  out.  "  That  is,"  he  went  on,  groping 
for  his  wits,  "  I  can't  quite  say  why."  The  idea  of  a 
colossal  lie  occurred  to  him,  a  thing  actually  royal. 

"  I  like  to  have  the  people  who  are  around  me  like  me," 
he  declared.  "I— I  like  to  be  popular,  understand? 
Yes,  that's  it,"  he  continued,  more  reassured.  "  I  don't 
like  the  idea  of  any  one  disliking  me.  That's  the  way  I 
am.    It's  my  nature." 

"Oh,  then,"  returned  Hilma,  "you  needn't  bother. 
No,  I  don't  dislike  you." 

^^  "Well,  that's  good,"  declared  Annixter  judicially. 
"  That's  good.  But  hold  on,"  he  interrupted,  "  I'm  for- 
getting. It's  not  enough  to  not  dislike  me.  I  want  you 
to  like  me.    How  about  tltatf  " 

Hilma  paused  for  a  moment,  glancing  vaguely  out  of 
the  doorway  toward  the  lighted  window  of  the  dairy- 
house,  her  head  tilted. 

"I  don't  know  that  I  ever  thought  about  that,"  she 
said. 

"  Well,  think  about  it  now,"  insisted  Annixter. 

"But  I  never  thought  about  liking  anybody  particu- 
larly," she  observed.  "It's  because  I  like  everybody, 
don't  you  see?" 

"  Well,  you've  got  to  like  some  people  more  than  other 
people,"  hazarded  Annixter,  "and  I  want  to  be  one  of 
those  •  some  people,'  savvy?  Good  Lord,  I  don't  know 
how  to  say  these  fool  things.  I  talk  like  a  galoot  when  I 
get  talking  to  feemale  girls  and  I  can't  lay  my  tongue  to 
anything  that  sounds  right.  It  isn't  my  nature.  And 
look  here,  I  lied  when  I  said  I  liked  to  have  people  like 
me— to  be  popular.    Rot !    I  don't  care  a  curse  about 
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people's  opinions  of  me.    But  there's  a  few  woole  fh,f 
are  more  to  me  than  most  others-that  chaTpS     . 
instance— and  those  nennl»  t    .         *'  "^"^P  P«sley,  for 
What  they  thinkj:?  ktwT  1 1'^^%"'^  '"^- 

speaking  half  to  himself  "  ^r  ^^''  *°°'    "^^  ^ent  on, 

laiow  It,  and  a  '  buUv  '  too     Oh    t  1,  u  '    ^ 

m,^' ,  k    ^   t  .  ^"'  ^  ''"'>w  what  thev  call 

headed-  and  'obstinate.'  They  sav  aH  th.f  u^t  "J^" 
^»'  to  say,  too,  that  I'm  c,ev7re:Th::  X'r^^^^Z 
the  runnmg.  There's  nobody  can  get  ahead  o3e  "  H^^ 
eyes  snapped.  "Let  'em  grind  thdr  teSh.  They  can" 
down-  me.    When  I  shut  my  fist  there's  not  one  o 

H  ma""  -r  "wet"  T  "'""  ^  ^*-'"    «^  ^--d  to 
to  it  Sll  .  ^'"'  *''""  "  ™"'*  h'ted  as  much  as 

acCVrre'^  ^^  ^'^  ''^"'"^  *"«*  '"°-  me  bestiha 

re  to  d„  H  "'^'  ^°';  '"^^"'='=-     I'd  P"t  my  hand  in  the 

hre  to  do  him  a  real  service.    Sometimes  I  get  kind  of 

b^«ome;  wonder  if  you  would  understandf  S  nj 

rh'is  e  rs  blew  ".'  '  t""  ^"""^  '""^  P'^^  ^^at  do"^ 
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his  teeth  at  me.  I  kick  that  Irish  setter  every  time  I 
see  him— but  wonder  what  I'd  do,  though,  if  he  didn't 
shnk  so  much,  if  he  wagged  his  tail  and  was  glad  to  see 
me?  So  it  all  comes  to  this:  I'd  like  to  have  you— well 
sort  of  feel  that  I  was  a  good  friend  of  yours  and  like 
me  because  of  it." 

The  flame  in  the  lamp  on  the  wall  in  front  of  Hilma 
stretched  upward  tall  and  thin  and  began  to  smoke.    She 
went  over  to  where  the  lamp  hung  and,  standing  on  tip- 
toe, lowered  the  wick.    As  she  reached  her  hand  up 
Anmxter  noted  how  the  sombre,  lurid  red  of  the  lamp 
made  a  warm  reflection  on  her  smooth,  round  arm. 
"  Do  you  understand  ?  "  he  queried. 
"  Yes,  why,  yes,"  she  answered,  turning  around.    "  It's 
very^  good  of  you  to  want  to  be  a  friend  of  mine.    I 
didn't  think  so,  though,  when  you  tried  to  kiss  me.    But 
maybe  it's  all  right  since  you've  explained  things.    You 
see  I'm  different  from  you.     I  like  everybody  to  like  me 
and  I  like  to  like  everybody.    It  makes  one  so  much 
happier.    You  wouldn't  believe  it,  but  you  ought  to  try 
It,  sir,  just  to  see.    It's  so  good  to  be  good  to  people  and 
to  have  people  good  to  you.    And  everybody  has  always 
been  so  good  to  me.    Mamma  and  papa,  of  course,  and 
Billy,  the  stableman,  and  Montalegre,  the  Portugee  fore- 
man, and  the  Chinese  cook,  even,  and  Mr.  Delaney— only 

he  went  away— and  Mrs.  Vacca  and  her  little " 

"  Delaney,  hey  ?  "  demanded  Annixter  abruptly.  "  You 
and  he  were  pretty  good  friends,  were  you?" 

"Oh,  yes,"  she  answered.  "He  was  just  as  good  to 
me.  Every  day  in  the  summer  time  he  used  to  ride  over 
to  the  Seed  ranch  back  of  the  Mission  and  bring  me  a 
great  armful  of  flowers,  the  prettiest  things,  and  I  used 
to  pretend  to  pay  him  for  them  with  dollars  made  of 
cheese  that  I  cut  out  of  the  cheese  with  a  biscuit  cutter. 
It  was  such  fun.    We  were  the  best  of  friends." 
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"^^'^^^^i^T^iUyZF^^^^         STowled  Annixter. 
'h.s  floor  here.    It's  a"i  i;S  7     ^*  '°'"^'«dy  sweeps 
I'vf  got  a  lot  to  do.    Sl^S;;-  ""  "''"  P'"^  "^^dles. 
*^o<^-bye,  sir." 
Annixter   returned    to    tt,» 

clenched  enraged,  his  face  SLh'i        ''°""'    "«    ^-^I' 

^"•'  I  her  en^plo^er/her  b  « ^  r^'r^-P"-"" 
D«'»"ey,  too.  It  would  be  easj  L.  .  °^  '''^"^"^ 
laney  can  have  her_if  heJTu^^~'""^  "^en  De- 

A"  evil  light  flashin^r l'r~t'*"  '"^■" 
over  his  face.    The  n,afe  Snc";  of'  '"  "="''''  'P'^ 
^oned,  treacherous  oblin„J  °f  Possession,  unrea- 

^"  t!:^  '-er  natures  tIt;;-^*-^*°  the  surfaS. 
■^-^ed  at  one  and  the  same  tin,?  '.r"'^"'  °^  ^^"en, 
™«ed  itself  like  a  hid^^s  S  r'\^"'"''y  and  desire 
« the  same  moment,  HZarefnT'"""^  "^^^t-  And 
«">S  to  herself  as  ske  Sed  h  '^  1°  '^^  ''°"^«.  ^-n- 
«h  a  shimmer  of  fainriffrl  f  ^'"'^  ^^'^^^  flowing 
*e  after-glow.  '^'^°"  ''^^t  in  the  last  ray  of 

"■  f^ont  of  the  new  ban,  i!  7°?'="-^°"^'  arrived 
«P-ss  wagon  loaded  down  wSha  '*''^  ^''''^'^'^  an 
I  f7'»h.Mexicans,  gorgeoTs  In  J  '"^^"""^  ^="""y  °f 
*-ed.  Billy,  thf  sSmi;  an/ V  ''"°"  •=°'°»«- 
J^f^  of  the  teams,  unchwSw  T\  ^"  '^^''^^ant  took 
*«n  to  a  fence  bak  oTS  T.     '  ''°""  ^"^  "itching 
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lemons  under  the  seat.  It  looked  as  if  the  whole  array 
of  invited  guests  was  to  arrive  in. one  unbroken  proces- 
sion, but  for  a  long  half-hour  nobody  else  appeared. 
Annixter  and  Caraher  withdrew  to  the  harness  room  and 
promptly  involved  themselves  in  a  wrangle  as  to  the 
make-up  of  the  famous  punch.  From  time  to  time  their 
voices  could  be  heard  upli|ted  in  clamorous  argument. 

"  Two  quarts  and  a  half  and  a  cupful  of  chartreuse." 

"  Rot,  rot,  I  know  better.    Champagne  straight  and  a 
dash  of  brandy." 

The  druggist's  wife  and  sister  retired  to  the  feed  room, 
where  a  bureau  with  a  swinging  mirror  had  been  placed 
for  the  convenience  of  the'  women.  The  druggist  stood 
awkwardly  outside  the  door  of  the  feed  room,  his  coat 
collar  turned  up  against  the  draughts  that  drifted  through 
the  barn,  his  face  troubled,  debating  anxiously  as  to  the 
propriety  of  putting  on  his  gloves.  The  Spanish-Mexi- 
can family,  a  father,  mother  and  five  children  and  sister. 
in-law,  sat  rigid  on  the  edges  of  the  hired  chairs,  silent, 
constrained,  their  eyes  lowered,  their  elbows  in  at  their 
sides,  glancing  furtively  from  under  their  eyebrows  at 
the  decorations  or  watching  with  intense  absorption 
young  Vacca,  son  of  one  of  the  division  superintendents, 
who  wore  a  checked  coat  and  white  thread  gloves  and 
who  paced  up  and  down  the  length  of  the  bam,  frowning, 
very  important,  whittling  a  wax  candle  over  the  floor  to 
make  it  slippery  for  dancing. 

The  musicians  arrived,  the  City  Band  of  Bonneville- 
Annixter  having  managed  to  offend  the  leader  of  the 
"  Dirigo "  Club  orchestra,  at  the  very  last  moment,  to 
such  a  point  that  he  had  refused  his  services.  These 
members  of  the  City  Band  repaired  at  once  to  their  plat- 
form in  the  corner.  At  every  instant  they  laughed  up- 
roariously among  themselves,  joshing  one  of  their  num- 
ber, a  Frenchman,  whom  they  called  "  Skeezjcks."    Their 
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just  the  same.  'nought  them  pretty  fresh, 

"I'm  busy,  I'm  very  busy"  ret.,™.^  ^u 
continuing  on  his  way   S  flT         *'"'  ^°""8^  "»"' 
stump  of  candle.  ^'       '  ^'"'^"'"S^  «»d  Paring  the 

•■Ai:;Sinii:;^^^,5rr^''''^'^" 

it«»'/.    /know  £er"         '*'''"•  ^^"'"''"->-ay. 

^oIefo"^thTm.S:„1stt^"  r  ^  --  °^  -^"«. 
the  sawdust  stin'irtbe  S  ^f'tV'  "^"  -^"^  ^°°^' 
ately  the  druggist  went  fron^  °°""8^-    ^^"ber- 

contemplative^before  LrH"'  ?  *'  °*''^'-'  P'*"""? 
a«d  again  took  up  Ws  li'tion  h  'l"™'''  ^°^"  *''«  «"« 
room,  nodding  hfs  hLf-'^}''  *^  ^°°-  of  the  feed 
•iecided  to  put  on  his  glove"         "''  '^  "'  ^^*'^«^^-     «= 

^^^t^^tJ^^-  "-een  the  barn 
step-ladders  lighting  the  f^^f!^  ^ee  a  group  of  men  on 
'nthedarknesj  only  their  fa  7'  °^  ^"^"""^  'sterns. 
%h  above  theVoLd"  eI„T„'T'''  ''=''^  ^"<^  *ere. 
grotesque.  GraduX  t  .h  ,  ^'"^  °^  ^'='^'  '''"nge, 
«''  the  light  spr^d     ?.  f  •"'"'*'t«de  of  lanterns  X 

green  excelsior'    Another  ^:"  ""/"'°°'  '°°''«=d  «ke       . 
^rn  itself,  lightin^™^^  '"vaded  the 

'he  whole  place  was  rfeTln  f'™'  *"^-    Soon 

Voung  Vacc'a.  whrhad^dSpearld      f"'^   °^  "^'''• 
pockets  full  of  wax  candle      r'  '"''"""^^  ^''^  "^'^ 

'efeing  to  answer  any  nuestSL''""'"^  ''^  "'"■"""^' 
"-as  busy.  ^  questions,  vociferating  that  he 
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hands  into  his  pockets.  It  was  Cutter,  Magnus  Derrick's 
division  superintendent,  who  came,  bringing  his  wife  and 
her  two  girl  cou?ins.  They  had  come  fifteen  miles  by 
the  .irail  from  the  far  distant  division  house  on  "  Four " 
of  Los  Muertos  and  had  ridden  on  horseback  instead  o^ 
driving,  ^ts.  Cutter  could  be  Mnird  declaring  that  she 
""^^  PW^-  ^^^^  ^"^  felttmore  like  going  to  bed  than 
dancin|.  The  two  girl  cousins,  in  dresses  of  dotted 
Swiss  over  blue  sateen,  were  doing  their  utmost  to  pacify 
her.  She  could  be  heard  protesting  from  moment  to 
moment.  One  distinguished  the  phrases  "  straight  to  my 
bed,"  "  back  nearly  broken  in  two,"  "  never  wanted  to 
come  in  the  first  place."  'The  druggist,  obsers;ing  Cut- 
ter take  a  pair  of  gloves  from  Mrs.  Cutter's  reticule, 
drew,  his  hands  from  his  pockets. 

But  abruptly  there  was  an  interruption.  In  the  musi- 
cians' corner  a  scuffle  broke  out.  A  chair  was  over- 
turned. There  was  a  noise  of  imprecations  mingled 
with  shouts  of  derision.  Skeezicks.  the  Frenchman,  had 
turned  upon  the  joshers. 

"  Ah,  no,"  he  was  heard  to  exclaim,  "  at  the  end  of  the 
end  it  is  too  much.  Kind  of  a  bad  canary — we  will  go  to 
see  about  that.  Aha,  let  him  close  up  his  face  before  I 
demolish  it  with  a  good  stroke  of  the  fist." 

The  men  who  were  lighting  the  lanterns  were  obliged 
to  intervene  before  he  could  be  placated. 

Hooven  and  his  wife  and  daughters  arrived.  Minna 
was  carrying  little  Hilda,  already  asleep,  in  her  arms. 
Minna  looked  very  pretty,  striking  even,  with  her  black 
hair,  pale  face,  very  red  lips  and  greenish-blue  eyes. 
She  was  dressed  in  what  had  been  Mrs.  Hooven's  wed- 
ding gown,  a  cheap  affair  of  "farmer's  satin."  Mrs. 
Hooven  had  pendent  earrings  of  imitation  jet  in  her 
ears.  Hooven  was  wearing  an  old  frock  coat  of  Magnus 
Derrick's,  the  sleeves  too  long,  the  shoulders  absurdly  too 
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wide.    He  and  Cutter  at  once  entered  mf„ 

Dot's  goot-der  brendt^nd  j  iT  ""IM"^'*" 
boo<e  mit  der  bieck  star  bei  Tr  yp  Jl^A- .".f 
oaf  Any  someones  you  esk  tell  you  dot  jslMfel ' 
You  esk  any  someones.    Der  brendt?    T    SFT^'''- 

tepz  you  doand  own  dose  barn   hey  ""  ^  ''"" 

i  m  busy,  I'm  very  busy  "    tL 
by  with  grave  preoccupadon  ^""""^  ""'"  P"^''^'' 

"  I^rr  ''"f ''  '"'  ^  ''^'^-    Two  quarts  '„'  a  half  » 
know  better.     That's  all  rot."  "^• 

«ut  the  barn  was  filling  up  raoidlv     a. 
ment  there  was  a  rattle  ^t  "P'^^y-    At  every  mo- 

outside.    Cues    ailer  J  T  "'"^  ""''"^  ^'^''^'  ^'^ 

-.iy  or  ircoupts  TL  TT"  '■"  '"^  "'^'-'y' 

parties  of  fiye  and  six  N  "!  "'  °'  '"  ^""'""^ 
"■other  from  LosMueL  .^"^  ^''^'P^  «"d  his 

'on's  with  Ws  fomn  '  """^  ^  ^°'''='"^"  fror"  Broder- 

a  Bonn  ville  stte  tir  '  ^7k^  ^"P^-"^"^^  '^'^^'^  f-- 
^P'acetoput  Sshat  nolV  T'""^'''  '-^"^■"^  f- 
(Tirls  from  GuadalaL  wlh  ""'  '  °'  ^Panish-Mexican 
-d  yellow  about  tSrl      „?"'""''  '""^'^  °'  W«ck 
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tion.  He  wore  a  new  cassock  and  carried  his  broad- 
brimmed  hat  under  his  arm.  His  appearance  made  quite 
a  itir.  He  passed  from  group  to  group,  urbane,  afiable, 
shaking  hands  right  and  left ;  he  assumed  a  set  smile  of 
amiability  which  never  left  his  face  the  whole  evening. 

But^Tttptly  there  was  a  veritable  sensation.  From 
out  tV^le  crowd  that  persistently  huddled  about  the 
doorw^Hmtae  Osterman.  He  wore  a  dress-suit  with  a 
white  wiistcoat  and  patent  leather  pumps — what  a  won- 
der I  A  little  qualm  of  excitement  spread  around  the 
bam.  One  exchanged  nudges  of  the  elbow  with  one's 
neighbour,  whispering  earnestly  behind  the  hand.  What 
astonishing  clothes  I  Catch  on  to  the  coat-tails  I  It  was 
a  masquerade  costume,  maybe;  that  goat  Osterman  was 
such  a  josher,  one  never  could  tell  what  he  would  do 
next. 

The  musicians  began  to  tune  up.    From  their  corner 
came  a  medley  of  mellow  sounds,  the  subdued  chirps  of 
the  violins,  the  dull  bourdon  of  the  bass  viol,  tne  liquid 
gurgling  of  the  flageolet  and  the  deep-toned  snari  of  the 
big  horn,  with  now  and  then  a  rasping  stridulating  of  the 
snare  drum.    A  sense  of  gayety  began  to  spread  through- 
out the  assembly.    At  every  moment  the  crowd  increased. 
The  aroma  of  new-sawn  timber  and  sawdust  began  to  be 
mingled  with  the  feminine  odour  of  sachet  and  flowers. 
There  was  a  babel  of  talk  in  the  air — ^male  baritone  and 
soprano  chatter — varied  by  an  occasional  note  of  laugh- 
ter and  the  swish  of  stiffly  starched  petticoats.    On  the 
row  of  chairs  that  went  around  three  sides  of  the  wall 
groups  began  to  settle  themselves.    For  a  long  time  the 
guests  huddled  close  to  the  doorway;  the  lower  end  of 
the  floor  was  crowded,  the  upper  end  deserted ;  but  by  de- 
grees the  lines  of  white  muslin  and  pink  and  blue  sateen 
extended,  dotted  with  the  darker  figures  of  men  in  black 
suits,    The  conversation  grew  louder  as  the  timidity  of 
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Annixter  emerged  from  the  harness  room'  his  face  red 
J.th  wranghng.  He  took  a  position  to  the  right  ol  he 
door,  shakmg  hands  with  newcomers,  inviting  SLo^er 

hem      ^TT"'  ""^  °'^'''  ^"'^  ^''»  others,  a  score  of 
speech    dehberate,  dressed  in  broadcloth.     Old  Brolr 

2  z  r/tiSV"  ^"'  °" ''"  ^™'  ^^"  ^"  '^^ 

whomTothing  bu    hifnlH!/,"^*^'"  °r^^'  °^ 
m,„      u  .  ^""^  ^3*  known,  a  silent  nIH 

man,  who  made  no  friends,  whom  nobody  knew  or  sJke 

tZ     """"  T"  °"'^  "P°"  *"'^''  occasions  as  thl  coX 
from  no  one  knew  where,  going,  no  one  cared  tJ  S^rf 

prrssL     q  .Magnus's  entry  caused  no  little  im- 

".dins.   fmpo.i„s,  tatata  J^     r^T    ^^'''r" 

withthnf      !  •  ^  younger  men;  blond,   strong 

nim  liked.    He  took  h.s  mother  upon  his  am, 
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and   conducted   her  to   a   seat   by   the   side   of   Mr. 
Broderson. 

Annie   Derrick   was  very  pretty  that   evening.    She 
was  dressed  in  a  grey  silk  gown  with  a  collar  of  pink 
velvet.    Her  light  brown  hair  that  yet  retained  so  much 
of  Its  brightness  was  transfixed  by  a  high,  shell  comb 
very  Spanish.    But  the  look  of  uneasiness  in  her  large 
eyes— tihe  eyes  of  a  young  girl— was  deepening  every 
day.    The  expression  of  innocence  and  inquiry  wliich 
they  so  easily  assumed,  was  disturbed  by  a  faint  sugges- 
tion of  aversion,  almost  of  terror.    She  settled  herself  in 
her  place,  in  the  comer  of,the  hall,  in  the  rear  rank  of 
chairs,  a  httle  frightened  by  the  glare  of  lights,  the  hum 
of  talk  and  the  shifting  crowd,  glad  to  be  out  of  the 
way,  to  attract  no  attention,  willing  to  obliterate  herself. 
AH  at  once  Annixter,  who  had  just  shaken  hands  with 
Dyke,  his  mother  and  the  little  tad,  moved  abruptly  in 
his  place,  drawing  in  his  breath  sharply.    The  crowd 
around  the  great,  wide-open  main  door  of  the  bam  had 
somewhat  thinned  out  and  in  the  few  groups  that  still 
remained  there  he   had  suddenly   recognised   Mr.   and 
Mrs.  Tree  and  Hilma,  making  their  way  towards  some 
•empty  seats  near  the  entrance  of  the  feed  room. 

In  the  dusky  light  of  the  bam  earlier  in  the  evening 
Annixter  had  not  been  able  to  see  Hilma  plainly.  Now, 
however,  as  she  passed  before  his  eyes  in  the  glittpnng 
radiance  of  the  lamps  and  lanterns,  he  caught  his  bi  .th 
in  astonishment.  Never  had  she  appeared  more  beautiful 
m  his  eyes.  It  did  not  seem  possible  that  this  was  the 
same  girl  whom  he  saw  every  day  in  and  around  the 
ranch  house  and  dairy,  the  girl  of  simple  calico  frocks 
and  plain  shirt  waists,  who  brought  him  his  dinner,  who 
made  up  his  bed.  Now  he  could  not  take  his  eyes  from 
her.  Hilma,  for  the  first  time,  was  wearing  her  hair 
done  high  upon  her  head,    The  thick,  sweet-smelling 
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«»"«««.  bitumen  brown  in  the  .h»H„ 
golden  filaments  i„  the  iLS     h     ""*•  '=°^"'«<:«*d  "ke 
long,  longer  than  any  IX.,      »"  "'^'""^'^  ^^<^k  was 
of  her  neck  and  br«  t  bare^l''* ,  ""??■    ''  '«="  «  «'«« 
Annixter  muttered  L       ,^  ""  "^  ''"  ""n- 

didshemanT^etrkl^hlTr-  '"^'"'""*'  «»- 
%  at  the  shoulder XS  Sh°d"  T''"''^  '"•=»*'°-- 
'0  the  elbow  and  wr  st  Siw  .u  "°"'  ""dulations 
l«tre.  As  often  as  she  tu™,  I  u  '^'^''^'''  »'""""? 
'^t  a  slow  undulation  over  h.  '.  "'  ""^  '"°^^'"«="t 
pale  amber-tinted  sSoru  L"  he' Ti^'""''''"'  *»«= 
P»ng  over  the  creamy  whiteness  of  ^t  \"°"""^  *"'' 
clanging  moire  of  silk  Thl  .  ""^  ''''"  "''e  «« 
cheek  had  deepened  to  a  nal!  P'"'^''"^*  colour  of  her 

^^l-^scJaspedb^hinVh^ii^stiT^^^^^^^^^  ^""'•-^  ^'^ 

:n:^;;^^infc£ir^^^^^ 

^ho  was  to  be  the  belle  of V  '""'"  ''°"'''  «*  '^ 

'-mph  was  in^mediate  coUte     Z"-  ."''"^'^  '""'« 
hw  voice  from  time  to  tim.  ^7        Ann.xter  could  hear 

v^^Jting  to  a  no,::u^2Z7tT'''^  ^"^^'"- 

o^d^Ma-r  ^  sr  warr  °^  '"^° '  --"-^e 

"partners."  Young  Vacca  still  ''''"'  T''  '°  '"'^'^ 
pushed  to  one  side  Th»  ,  ^°'"^  *''^  ™"nds,  was 
Bonneville  stor;  1 1  h^.  fadt  ^^^ ' '^"^^'^  ^^°-  *'- 
not  find  his  "partner"  H.?^""°"-  "«  ^ould 
^"'.  bewildered'  his  eyes"  ,11^"  He "'"'f  !.'°"*  ^"^ 
pare  an  elaborate  pro^ramm;      ^'  '""''"^•^  *°  Pre- 

^velope.    Ranidlv^^    r         "''^  °"  ^^^  back  of  an  old 

--  iSrick  in'  he^ead  W  :'T^''  ""-"^  "'^  "- 
^-d  to  engage  •:  Shtta'^rset  5  °'''""^*^'>-  ^''- 
-.^  Soon  the  confusrh:i^-;-rs:Sedt^^^^ 
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metsured  cadence;  the  orcheitra  blared  and  wailed,  the 
ware  drum,  rolling  at  exact  intervals,  the  comet  mark- 
ing the  time.    It  wa*  half-past  eight  o'clock. 
Annixter  drew  a  long  breath : 

"Good,"  he  muttered,  "  the  thing  is  under  way  at  last." 
Singularly  enough,  Osterman  also  refused  to  dance. 
The  week  before  he  had  returned  from  Los  Angeles! 
bursting  with  the  importance  of  his  mission.  He  had 
been  successful.  He  had  Disbrow  "  in  his  pocket."  He 
was  impatient  to  pose  before  the  others  of  the  committee 
as  a  skilful  political  agent,  a  manipulator.  He  forgot 
his  attitude  of  the  early  part  of  the  evening  when  he  had 
drawn  attention  to  himseK  with  his  wonderful  clothes. 
Now  his  comic  actor's  face,  with  its  brownish-red  cheeks, 
protuberant  ears  and  horizontal  slit  of  a  mouth,  was 
overcast  with  gravity.  His  bald  forehead  was  seamed 
with  the  wrinkles  of  responsibility.  He  drew  Annixter 
into  one  of  the  empty  stalls  and  began  an  elaborate  ex- 
planation, glib,  voluble,  interminable,  going  over  again 
in  detail  what  he  had  reported  to  the  committee  in  outline. 
"I  managed  — I  schemed  — I  kept  dark  — I  lav 
low ■'  ^ 

But  Annixter  refused  to  listen. 

"  Oh,  rot  your  schemes.  There's  a  punch  in  the  har- 
ness room  that  will  make  the  hair  grow  on  the  top  of  your 
head  in  the  place  where  the  hair  ought  to  grow.  Come 
on,  we'll  round  up  some  of  the  boys  and  walk  into  it." 

They  edged  their  way  around  the  hall  outside  "The 
•  Grand  March,"  toward  the  harness  room,  picking  up  on 
their  way  Caraher,  Dyke,  Hooven  and  old  Broderson. 
Once  in  the  harness  room,  Annixter  shot  the  bolt. 

"  That  aflfair  outside,"  he  observed,  "  will  take  care  of 
itself,  but  here's  a  little  orphan  child  that  gets  lonesome 
without  company." 

Annixter  began  ladling  the  punch,  filling  the  glasses. 
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^^Br^L'JiT  *°  Q"-  «••-  •"«>  the 
rtnarking:  *^'"'  *'P'"«f  ''"  '«"?  «>«rd  and 

^w  Of  SeeMX  ^sl^'r,-  -r  *°  ^'"''^ 
paid  any  attentioa  '"vial.ties  to  which  nobody 

•■•«.e  tad.  irth^  it°irs„:r;;'  ^^e'^^  ^- '••^ 
-^^"^?:r::::L^^^i;xr'"ca.- 

instant.  '"*'^  "*'^«d  "P  on  the 

^it  was  left  to  Hooven  to  launch  the  successful 

glas^T^t'dl!:-  't"""=''  •'""""^  °"*  his  second 
I  tink  dot  txx)nsrh?,.ir         ^   ^"*'''     ^^'  P°°nsch,  say 


a44 


The  Octopus 


"I'm  bald,  ain't  I?  Want  to  know  how  I  lost  my 
hair?  Promise  you  won't  ask  a  single  other  question 
and  I'D  tell  you.    Promise  your  word  of  honour." 

"Eh?     What— wh— I— I    don't    understand.     Your 
hair?    Yes,  I'll  promise.    How  did  you  lose  it?" 
"  It  was  bit  off." 

The  other  gazed  at  him  stupefied;  his  jaw  dropped. 
The  company  shouted,  and  old  Broderson,  believing  he 
had  somehow  accomplished  a  witticism,  chuckled  in  his 
beard,  wagging  his  head.  But  suddenly  he  fell  grave, 
struck  with  an  idea.  He  demanded : 
"  Yes — I  know— but— but  what  bit  it  off  ?  " 
"Ah,"  vociferated  Ostennan,  "that's  just  what  you 
promised  not  to  ask." 

The  company  doubled  up  with  hilarity.  Caraher 
leaned  against  the  door,  holding  his  sides,  but  Hooven, 
all  abroad,  unable  to  follow,  gazed  from  face  to  face  with 
a  vacant  grin,  thinking  it  was  still  a  question  of  his 
famous  phrase. 

".Vertilizer,  hey?  Dots  some  fine  joke,  hey?  You 
bedt." 

What  with  the  noise  of  their  talk  and  daughter,  it  was 
some  time  before  Dyke,  first  of  all,  heard  a  persistent 
knocking  on  the  bolted  door.  He  called  Annixter's  at- 
tention to  the  sound.  Cursing  the  intruder,  Annixter 
unbolted  and  opened  the  door.  But  at  once  his  manner 
changed. 

"  Hello.    It's  Presley.    Come  in,  come  in,  Pres." 

There  was  a  shout  of  welcome  from  the  others.  A 
spirit  of  effusive  cordiality  had  begun  to  dominate  the 
gathering.  Annixter  caught  sig^t  of  Vanamee  back  of 
Presley,  and  waiving  for  the  moment  the  distinction  of 
employer  and  employee,  insisted  that  both  the  friends 
should  come  in. 

"Any  friend  of  Pres  is  my  friend,"  be  declared. 
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exchanged 


But  when  the  two  had  entered  and  had 
greetrngs.  Presley  drew  Annixter  aside 

exp,^::;r"  We'stwDelf  *  Tr  '™'"  ^°""-"^-"  ^^ 
skin,  and  he's  i^l,  oT  Sd  V  J"'-  "^'^  ^'  *^  «'"*- 
should  see  hi^  hi?  ''^^^'"^^^y  »"d  dago-red.  You 
fit,  hair  t7ou  Tr;  30^^""*^  *"  ''^  '=°-P"n<^hi„g  out- 
and  he  has  ^Ji^Thl^S  :oT4"re:r  't  °^  ^'' 

show  him  off  Quien  Sabe  at^hlT'  T  ^''^''^'^  '° 

that  he's  going  to  rvevouthl'i  •°"  ^'  ""'' 

"  At,  »  ^      y      *™  chance  to-nieht ! " 

is  he  ? -:    '=°'"""'"^^'  ^""'^^-'  -<l<l'n^  hisU,  "  he  is, 

effect     He  Sn  to  ex  j  *°  .r.^"*^^  *  ""o^  dramatic 

I^'aney  had^S^et^V'^eSfLln^^^^^^^^^^ 
country.    He  was  known  as  a  'Mbad  "  ma„     Buf  a""' "' 
ter  refused  to  be  drawn  But  Annix- 

dri/k.»  ""^'^  '"^^  ^^"^  Kirls  off.    Get  i„  and 

T^tt:s;j:rz:Sa^.s^r'"r-^"- 

at  his  fiftieth  wax  Lnrfi!   ^  ^i  °""^  ^^'=<=^'  "o^' 

%pery  su^Lrof  gla  t'  '^^1  7'^•'^t'•^  "-r  to  the 

*%ht  l-S^ '  JT      ^"^'  *'"""'°"^  I'^^th  of  pure 
m.    The  music,  the  weaving  colours,  the  heat  of  the 
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air,  by  now  a  little  oppressive,  the  monotony  of  repeated 
sensation,  even  the  pain  of  physical  fatigue  had  exalted 
all  her  senses.  She  was  in  a  dreamy  lethargy  of  happi- 
ness. It  was  her  "first  ball."  She  could  have  danced 
without  stopping  until  morning.  Minna  Hooven  and  Cut- 
ter were  "  promenading."  Mrs.  Hooven,  with  little  Hilda 
already  asleep  on  her  knees,  never  took  her  eyes  from 
her  daughter's  gown.  As  often  as  Minna  passed  near 
her  she  vented  an  energetic  "  pst !  pst  I  "  The  metal  tip 
of  a  white  draw  string  was  showing  from  underneath  the 
waist  of  Minna's  dress.  Mrs.  Hooven  was  on  the  point 
of  tears. 

The  solitary  gayly  appirelled  clerk  from  Bonneville 
was  in  a  fever  of  agitation.  He  had  lost  his  elaborate 
programme  card.  Bewildered,  beside  himself  with  trepi- 
dation, he  hurried  about  the  room,  jostled  by  the  dancing 
couples,  tripping  over  the  feet  of  those  who  were  seated ; 
he  peered  distressfully  under  the  chairs  and  about  the 
floor,  asking  anxious  questions. 

Magnus  Derrick,  the  centre  of  a  listening  circle  of 
ranchers — Gamett  from  the  Ruby  rancho,  Keast  from 
the  ranch  of  the  same  name,  Gethingsand  Chattern  of 
the  San  Pablo  and  Bonanza — stood  near  the  great  open 
doorway  of  the  bam,  discussing  the  possibility  of  a 
shortage  in  the  world's  wheat  crop  for  the  next  year. 

Abruptly  the  orchestra  ceased  playing  with  a  roll  of 
the  snare  drum,  a  flourish  of  the  comet  and  a  prolonged 
g^owl  of  the  bass  viol.  Tlie  dance  broke  up,  the  couples 
hurrying  to  their  seats,  leaving  the  gayly  apparelled  clerk 
suddenly  isolated  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  rolling  his 
eyes.  The  druggist  released  the  Spanish-Mexican  girl 
with  mechanical  precision  out  amidst  the  crowd  of 
dancers.  He  bowed,  dropping  his  chin  upon  his  cravat: 
throughout  the  dance  neither  had  hazarded  a*word.  The 
girl  found  her  way  alone  to  a  ciiair,  but  the  druggist, 
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sick  from  continually  revolving  in  the  same  direcUon 

^ led  r'^n'?  ^^T"  '•'^  "''"•    A"  »*  once  thrbaS 

u   I      u    '"'"'  ^^  *""  '^°*"-    There  was  a  greS 

laugh    but  he  scrambled  to  his  feet  and  disappS 

barn  deathly  pale,  his  hand  upon  his  stomach. 

Dabney,  the  old  man  whom  nobody  knew,  approached 
fte  group  of  ranchers  around  Magnus  Derrick  T'd  sToS. 

t  s  ty r i  ■cr""l^^^'='^  *°  -''='*  ^-^-^  «"--■ 
no  opS.        ''"  ""'  '"  "'^  =°"='''  "'-*'  ^ff-n^ 

But  the  leader  of  the  orchestra,  with  a  great  gesture  of 
his  violm  bow,  cried  out:  B^siure  01 

"All  take  partners  for  the  lancers  and  oromenade 
around  the  hall ! "  proraenaae 

However,  there  was  a  delay.  A  little  crowd  formed 
an>„nd  the  musicians'  platform;  voices  were  raised S 
was  a  cornmobon.  Skeezicks,  who  played  the  big  ho™ 
accused  the  comet  and  the  snare-d^m  of  steafng  S 
cddjunch.    At  intervals  he  could  be  heard  ex^tu- 

"Ah,  no!  at  the  end  of  the  end  I  Render  me  the 
sausages  you.  or  less  I  break  your  throat !  Aha,  " W 
}ou.    You  are  gomg  to  play  me  there  a  bad  farce     Mv 

rSe  r' '"'  "^'^  --'-'''''  •='- '  ^  -^-  W 

He  made  an  exaggerated  show  of  replacing  his  big 

othllhr."'"  ""'^  °"^  ^^"^=*^^  ^'^^  produced; 
hZul  L  '^''^PPeBved.  In  the  end  Skeezichs  allowed 
h.n«elf  to  be  appeased.    The  dance  was  resumed. 

wafconl.    K,  '!"'  ^'^'""«  '"  '^'  ^''^^  room 

^s  considerably  reinforced.    It  was  the  corner  of  the 

n»ran  Derrick,  who  only  cared  to  dance  with  Hilma 
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T/ee,  was  admitted.  Gamett  from  the  Ruby  rancho  and 
Gothings  from  the  San  Pablo,  came  in  a  little  afterwards. 
A  fourth  bowl  of  punch  was  mixed,  Annixter  and  Car- 
aher  clamouring  into  each  other's  face  as  to  its  ingre- 
ficnts.  Cigars  were  lighted.  Soon  the  air  of  the  room 
b'jcame  blue  with  an  acrid  haze  of  smoke.  It  was  very 
warm.  Ranged  in  their  chairs  around  the  side  of  the 
room,  the  guests  emptied  glass  after  glass. 

Vanamee  alone  refused  to  drink.  He  sat  a  little  to 
one  side,  disassociating  himself  from  what  was  going- 
forward,  watching  the  others  calmly,  a  little  contemptu- 
ously, a  cigarette  in  his  fingers. 

Hooven,  after  drinking  ^lis  third  glass,  however,  was 
afflicted  with  a  great  sadness;  his  breast  heaved  with 
immense  sighs.  He  asserted  that  he  was  "obbressed;" 
Cutter  had  taken  his  steer.  He  retired  to  a  comer  and 
seated  himself  in  a  heap  on  his  chair,  his  heels  on  the 
rungs,  wiping  the  tears  from  his  eyes,  refusing  to  be  com- 
forted. 

Old  Broderson  startled  Annixter,  wh  >  sat  next  to  him, 
out  of  all  measure  by  suddenly  winking  at  him  with 
infinite  craftiness. 

"  When  I  was  a  lad  in  Ukiah,"  he  whispered  hoarsely, 
"I  was  a  devil  of  a  fellow  with  the  girls;  but  Lordy!" 
he  nudged  him  slyly,  "  I  wouldn't  have  it  known ! " 

Of  those  who  were  drinking,  Annixter  alone  retained 
all  his  wits.  Though  keeping  pace  vdth  the  others,  glass 
for  glass,  the  punch  left  him  solid  upon  his  feet,  clear- 
headed. The  tough,  cross-grained  fibre  «f  him  seemed 
proof  against  alcohol.  Never  in  his  li^  had  he  been 
drunk.  He  prided  himself  upon  his  pow«^  of  resistance. 
It  was  his  nature. 

"  Say  I  "  exclaimed  old  Broderson,  gravely  addressing 
the  company,  pulling  at  his  heard  uneasily — "  say !  T— I 
— Ustenl  ■  I'm  a  devil  of  a  fellow  with  the  girls."    He 
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»«gged  his  head  doggedly,  shutting  his  eyes  in  »  t„„ 
mg  fashion.    "  Yes  sir  T  ^^     tu  ^  *  *"*»*- 

in  Ukiah-that  w«  wh«  I'^^s  11,7  J"  '  ^"""^  '^^^ 

««<•  to  meet  in  the  cemete^L  tiA.  ''''"*''"•    '^* 
to  go  away  to  school  aVT  afternoons.    I  was 

almost  missed  the  train     VfJ  „  ^^  ^  '°"«  ^ 

""  '"">•    tier  name  was  CelesHn»  " 
JT-ere  was  a  pause.    The  others  waited  ^l^f^rest  of 

;;And  afterwards?"  prompted  Annixter 
'Afterwards?    Nothing  afterwards     T^. 
"gain.    Her  name  was  Celesrine"  ^  "^^^^  saw  her 

™a?':rrScS;^!''  ^  •^•'-^  «*  «'--.  and  Oster- 
"  Say  I  jAo/'^  a  pretty  good  one !    Tell  us  another  " 

^^!i^::it^:^£  -'  ^^«-"^e  had 

in? in  his  ear:  *^  °'*'"^  *°  ^im.  whisper- 

to 'sa^Fra'iSscXp'^We.Ksn  r  ^  ^'  ''^  "- 
rav    Oh  T'~  ^       "'^ "  go  skylarkmg.    We'll  h.^ 

Punt'risf:.;L:r;H?aS3^r.t  f '^  •--•  ''^ 
for  a  "fertilisr^frr,   ^?      ***  ^^  ^^  *  ^«=ip« 

;  P'^Koff  the     die.  "Selthi:*''*  T'"  '''''  *^ 
I  >her,  who  still  persisted  in  ,h^  h.m  wranglmg  with  Car- 

« into  the  drrtolJh        5- '''''^'^"^^' ^"-^ ''tapped 
"W««ite  wail,  their  mothers  and  older 
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sisters  in  u  second  dark-clothed  rank  behind  them.  A 
babel  of  talk  was  in  the  air,  mingled  with  gusts  of 
laughter.  Everybody  seemed  having  a  good  time.  In 
the  increasing  heat  the  decorations  of  evergreen  trees 
and  festoons  threw  off  a  pungent  aroma  that  suggested 
a  Sunday-school  Christmas  festival.  In  the  other  stalls, 
lower  down  the  bam,  the  young  men  had  brought  chairs, 
and  in  these  deep  recesses  the  mob.  desperate  love-making 
was  in  progress,  the  young  man,  his  hair  neatly  parted, 
leaning  with  great  solicitation  over  the  girl,  his  "part- 
ner" for  the  moment,  fanning  her  conscientiously,  his 
arm  carefully  laid  along  tl)e  back  of  her  chair. 

By  the  doorway,  Annixter  met  Sarria,  who  had  stepped 
out  to  smoke  a  fat,  black  cigar.  The  set  smile  of  amia- 
bility was  still  fixed  on  the  priest's  smooth,  shiny  face; 
the  cigar  ashes  had  left  grey  streaks  on  the  front  of  his 
cassock.  He  avoided  Annixter,  fearing,  no  doubt,  an 
allusion  to  his  game  cocks,  and  took  up  his  position  back 
of  the  second  rank  of  chairs  by  the  musicians'  stand, 
beaming  encouragingly  upon  every  one  who  caught 
his  eye. 

Annixter  was  saluted  right  and  left -as  he  slowly  went 
the  round  of  the  floor.  At  every  moment  he  had  to 
pause  to  shake  hands  and  to  listen  to  congratulations 
upon  the  size  of  his  barn  and  the  success  of  his  dance. 
But  he  was  distra  t,  his  thoughts  elsewhere;  he  did  not 
attempt  to  hide  his  impatience  when  some  of  the  young 
men  tried  to  engage  him  in  conversation,  asking  him  to 
be  introduced  to  their  sisters,  or  their  friends'  sisters. 
He  sent  them  about  their  business  harshly,  abominably 
rude,  leaving  a  wake  of  angry  disturbance  behind  him, 
sowing  the  seeds  of  future  quarrels  and  renewed  un- 
pt^ularity.    He  was  looking  for  Hihna  Tree. 

When,  at  last  he  came  unexpectedly  upon  her,  standing 
near  where  Mrs.  Tree  was  seated,  some  half-dozen  young 
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left  him  cold.    His  old  Z-        I    -^  abruptness  that 
ment  returned  toh£Z.TT°''  ""'^  ^^"'^- 

definite.V4e.  and  thrSLf '"^'  ^'-P-  ^^  ''er. 
had  changed.  CchangetT/ubr  '"''"^'-  ™"* 
.0  define,  but  not  the  less  unJstakaS'  Th""'""*'  "^^"^ 
the  enchanting  delight  the  Tw  •  !"■  ^"^  excitement. 
first  ball,"  had  pX'ed  L  ,?  "'ft^'-bance  of  "the 
only  been  this  lackinr  it  iaTwd  t  ""'^k  '"^^^  ''^'^ 
brief  instant  of  time  AnnirT.  ,   '*y'  ''"*  ^<"-  *«* 

the  woman.  She  wL  no  Ton  ""V^^^^  ^'  Hilma. 
whom  he  might  Ic^^  do  T  *'  ^°""^  ^^  "Pon 
^-„d.  who? HtSn tti  L?°"  ''  '"'^''*  ^-- 
e«d  with  amused  t<;ieraS  *"'"  *°  **  '=°'"''*- 

WnnralLr  rmatSe'^hr  ''-'  ^^  '- 
H  indeed,  made  a  mar^eET-'fertStr^  wh^f  ""/" 
tLTI  '^^'  '""*^''  "'*  Champa^  Id  llmon '^  '"" 

^^  c'S  °  hS  '''''  "-'^^  sredVra 

?  Violent 's«mula?ors"p;,rorT  '''  ''''^'  ""^^^ 
Cudder,  bei  Gott "  wh  le  of^  ''"'"^  "*  °"*^t  "'" 

;;.tje  end  Of  the  r^om   Sr^l";?  °"  ^  '^''^'^ 

Ker""-"-*^«''emigi;rte^/::^— 

But,  abruptly.  Annixter  discovered  th.,  ,u    ,• 
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not  provided  sufficient  drink  at  his  entertainment.  He 
slipped  out,  unobserved,  and,  finding  two  of  his  ranch 
hands  near  the  doorway,  sent  them  down  to  the  ranch 
house  to  bring  up  all  the  cases  of  "  stuff  "  they  found 
there. 

However,  when  this  matter  had  been  attended  to,  An- 
nixter  did  not  immediately  return  to  the  harness  room. 
On  the  floor  of  the  bam  a  square  lance  was  under  way. 
the  leader  of  the  City  Band  calling  the  figures.  Young 
Vacca  indefatigpbly  continued  the  rounds  of  the  barn, 
paring  candle  after  candle,  possessed  with  this  single  idea 
of  duty,  pushing  the  danqers  out  of  his  way,  refusing 
to  admit  that  the  floor  was  yet  sufficiently  sWppery.  The 
druggist  had  returned  indoors,  and  leaned  dejected  and 
melancholy  against  the  wall  near  the  doorway,  unable 
to  dance,  his  evening's  enjoyment  spoiled.  The  gayly 
apparelled  clerk  from  Bonneville  had  just  involved  him- 
self in  a  deplorable  incident.  In  a  search  for  his  hand- 
kerchief, which  he  had  lost  while  trying  to  find  his  pro- 
gramme card,  he  had  inadvertently  wandered  into  the 
feed  room,  set  apart  as  the  ladies'  dressing  room,  at  the 
moment  when  Mrs.  Hooven,  having  removed  the  waist' 
of  Minna's  dress,  was  relacing  her  corsets.  There  was  a 
tremendous  scene.  The  clerk  was  ejected  forcibly,  Mrs. 
Hooven  filling  all  the  neighbourhood  with  shrill  expostu- 
lation. A  young  man,  Minna's  "  partner,"  who  stood  near 
the  feed  room  door,  waiting  for  her  to  come  out,  had 
invited  the  clerk,  with  elaborate  sarcasm,  to  step  ci:tside 
for  a  moment;  and  the  clerk,  breathless,  stupefied,  hustled 
from  hand  to  hand,  remained  petrified,  with  staring  eyes, 
turning  about  and  about,  looking  wildly  from  face  to 
face,  speechless,  witless,  wondering  what  had  happened 
But  the  square  dance  was  over.  The  City  Band  was 
just  beginning  to  play  a  waltz.  Annixter  assuring  him- 
self that  everything  was  going  all  right,  was  picking  his 
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way  across  the  floor    when  h.  -. 
quite  alone,  and  Zl^Z^".^^  f"'  "P^  «''""  Tree 
dancers.  ^"""^  *"'"°«»>y  «nong  the  crowd  of 

P.u"4t?:Sfe:r'  ^-  «'-^"  He  demanded. 

bualnTJn'r^halt:^'''"'^'-  "^"^  "^  '-- 
I'm  left  all  alo^e^S  ^  ^^  .v '"^'''""^'-  ^-1 
she  added  proudiP"  Havi  "  '*''°'*  *^«nin?." 

and  I've  „S  ,;;,"a^*=i  cl^t  L^!' '""  '•""  ---^' 
of  them.    He  was  /I  ^"  "*  remember  half 

c'-Mthink  b^aUC^Lr  '"^  Bonnevill,^ 
there,  and  he  wor^tfe  prSS^HTsr?  '"■'"  ^"  ^  ^'- 

H---^"^-"eror^^ 

"s,"  ^* '"jnds.    He  clenched "isttr    '"  ""'" 

*a^^r^^r-i'SS-fa„cewUhthat- 
very  bad  of  me,  isn't  it?"   ^      ^-       ^  *"PPo*«  that's 
Annixter  fulminated  a"  vigorous  protest 

r^ChlSilf-'TJlfH^-"-^-- 

I  have  had!  I  was  s^  J"m  ^' T*  '  ^°^  »™«  a'' 
"ower  and  sit  up^  Z^lT.  J  ^  ^""'"^  ^  ^  -=J»- 
«?;  and  as  it  is  I  havTh^r  '^''P'  *^'  ^''°'^  ^^en- 
-e  dances  I  hkd  to  i;,,'^'  S?,  «"f  S^"t'  ^"''  ^^- 
'"?  'ovingly  around  the  bam  „oi  ''*''"'''  ^''«=- 

"^""-'---^-.-Tj^SLTte^VlS 
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lamps,  and  "  decorations  "  of  evergreen ;  "  oh-h !  it's  all 
so  lovely,  just  like  a  fairy  story;  and  to  think  that  it 
can't  last  but  for  one  little  evening',  and  that  to-morrow 
morning  one  must  wake  up  to  the  every-day  things 
again  t " 

"  Well,"  observed  Annixter  doggedly,  unwilling  that 
she  should  forget  whom  she  ought  to  thank,  "  I  did  my 
best,  and  ray  best  is  as  good  as  another  man's,  I  guess." 

Hilma  overwhelmed  him  with  a  burst  of  gratitude 
which  he  gruffly  pretended  to  deprecate.  Oh,  that  was 
all  right.  It  hadn't  cost  him  much.  He  liked  to  see 
•  people  having  a  good  time  himself,  and  the  crowd  did 
seem  to  be  enjoying  theniselves.  What  did  she  think? 
Did  things  look  lively  enough?  And  how  about  herself 
— was  she  enjoying  it? 

Stupidly  Annixter  drove  the  question  home  again,  at 
his  wits'  end  as  to  how  to  make  conversation.  Hilma 
protested  volubly  she  would  never  forget  this  night, 
adding  : 

"  Dance  I  Oh,  you  don't  know  how  I  love  it  I  I  didn't 
know  myself.  I  could  dance  all  nig^t  and  neyer  stop 
once  I " 

Annixter  was  smitten  with  uneasiness.  No  doubt  this 
"  promenading  "  was  not  at  all  to  her  taste.  Wondering 
what  kind  of  a  spectacle  he  was  about  to  make  of  him- 
self, he  exclaimed: 

"  Want  to  dance  now  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes ! "  she  returned. 

They  paused  in  their  walk,  and  Hilma,  facing  him, 
gave  herself  into  his  arms.  Annixter  shut  his  teeth, 
the  perspiration  starting  from  his  forehead.  For  five 
years  he  had  abandoned  dancing.  Never  in  his  best  days 
had  it  been  one  of  his  accomplishments. 

They  hesitated  a  moment,  waiting  to  catch  the  time 
irom  the  musicians.    Another  couple  bore  down  upon 
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T\  ,"?"'*''  •*«»«  ""d"-  his  breath.   His  arm  stUl 
.bout  the  young  woman,  he  pulled  her  over  to  Lec^rle" 
Now.-  he  muttered,  "  we'll  try  again  " 

.hrt'^'"'  ^'i'  i!"*"'"^  '"  *''*  one-two-three,  one-two- 
three  cadence  of  the  musicians,  they  endeavou  ed  to^ 
under  way.  Annixter  waited  the  fraction  of  a  Mco^h 
too  long  and  stepped  on  Hilma's  foot.  0„  the  '2 
attempt,  having  worked  out  of  the  corned,  a  'ir  "J 
dancers  bumped  into  them  once  more,  and  a    thefwere 

.nto  one  another's  faces,  when  Delaney  arrived 

He  came  with  the  suddenness  of  an  explosion     Tt,-,. 
w«  a  commotion  by  the  doorway.  a'S^burlf" 
Mths,  a  funous  stamping  of  hoofs,  a  wild  scramble  of 

Ae^doorway  and  out  into  the  middle  of  the  floor  of  the 

o.t,  at  the  same  time  driving  home  the  spurs  and  th. 
upon  her  hmd   feet,  and  coming  down  arain   with   = 

w*;tthl'r  ''"f "'""  *^ '°"-  flooTiLhiJou 

S^n  herl^'""  r^""''-"'  ''''  ^'^'^  ''^'^hed,  her  head 
n?^,  '''^'^^"-  It  was  the  running  buck  and  had 
n^  Delaney  been  the  hardest  buster  in  the  county  woS 

Is  o7th  l-t'"'?'"^  "'^  =*  "'^'^  ^'  -nd.  'etc 

S.  L  tL";!'  rj^p'"«^  *''<^  "«^«'^  fl^ks  with  his 

taees,  and  the  buckskin,  having  long  since  known  her 
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muter,  came  to  hand  quivering,  the  bloody  ipume  drip- 
ping from  the  bit  upon  the  slippery  floor. 

Delaney  had  arrayed  himself  with  painful  elaboration, 
determined  to  look  the  part,  bent  upon  creating  the  im- 
prewion,  resolved  that  his  appearance  at  least  should 
justify  his  reputation  of  being  "bad."  Nothing  was 
lacking-^ieither  the  campaign  hat  with  up-turned  brim, 
nor  the  dotted  blue  handkerchief  knotted  behind  the  neck, 
nor  the  heavy  gauntleU  stitched  with  red,  nor— this  above 
all — the  bear-skin  "  chaparejos,"  the  hair  trousers  of  the 
mountain  cowboy,  the  pistol  holster  low  on  the  thigh.  But 
for  the  moment  this  holster  was  empty,  and  in  his  right 
hand,  the  hammer  at  full, cock,  the  chamber  loaded,  the 
puncher  flourished  his  teaser,  an  army  Colt's,  the  lamp- 
light dully  reflected  in  the  dark  blue  steel. 

In  a  second  of  time  the  dance  was  a  bedlam.  The 
musicians  stopped  with  a  discord,  and  the  middle  of  the 
crowded  floor  bared  itself  instantly.  It  was  like  sand 
bk>wn  from  off  a  rock;  the  throng  of  guests,  carried 
by  an  impulse  that  was  not  to  be  resisted,  bore  back 
against  the  sides  of  the  bam,  overturning  chairs,  tripping 
upon  each  other,  falling  down,  scrambling  to  their  feet 
again,  stepping  over  one  another,  getting  behind  each 
other,  diving  under  chairs,  flattening  themselves  against 
the  wall — a  wild,  clamouring  pell-mell,  blind,  deaf,  panic- 
stricken  ;  a  confused  tangle  of  waving  arms,  torn  muslm, 
crushed  flowers,  pale  faces,  tangled  legs,  that  swept  in 
all  directions  back  from  the  centre  of  the  floor,  leaving 
Annixter  and  Hibna,  alone,  deserted,  their  arms  about 
each  other,  face  to  face  with  Delaney,  mad  with  alcohol, 
bursting  with  remembered  insult,  bent  oa  evil,  reckless 
of  results. 

After  the  first  scramble  for  safety,  the  crowd  fell  quiet 
for  the  fraction  of  an  instant,  glued  to  the  walls,  afraid 
to  stir,  struck  dumb  and  motionless  with  surprise  and 
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tttmr,  tad  in  the  iiutant'g  lilence  that  followMl  An«i^-. 

^  l«ck.  get  .w.y  to  one  .ide.    The  fool  migk, 

TWe  WM  .  .econd'.  re.pite  afforded  while  Delaney 
ZS  «f  r  '\r'"'"^  the  buckdcin.  and  i„ThS 
tftingoccurred.  Hilma.  turning  from  Delaney,  her  hand. 
S;"  Annixter'.  arm.  her  eye.  .eei'hiTl* 

"You,  tool" 

And  that  wa.  all ;  but  to  Annixter  it  was  a  revelation 

^tT.„dd',*°  "'^  —<''"^.  never  ^;rr 
•fvant,  he  suddr  .!y  understood.  For  the  briefoit  iJZ. 
on™M.e  jnd  Hilma  looked  deep  into  IVSS  ^^ 
«iJrom  that  moment  on,  Annixter  knew  that  Hital 

TT.C  whole  matter  wa.  brief  a,  the  .napping  of  a 

«r  J  °  r'''*  '"'^  "  «^''»"*=«  ""d  a"  wa.  donf  But 
*Mh«.gh  m,thing  had  occurred,  Annixter  pu.hS  HiL 
nwn  hun,  repeating  harshly  i«»"ca  ntima 

Je  bam,  pushing  Hilma  from  him.     In  the  end  he  thr"! 

^^^'J:.^''  rV'^  «^-  back 'wl'V    "ng 
«^er   Mmebody  caught  her  arm  and  drew  her  in  leav 

^ands  m  h.s  coat  pockets,  watchful,  alert.  facfng^J 
yef  "y^rirT"'"'  ^"^  "°*  '^^'^y  ♦»  «=«"«  to  grapples 

namtaini^  !i^  "  *'  ""^t  °f  th«  occasion 

«mt«„.„g  the  suspense,  playing  for  the  gall«y.   ^y' 
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touches  of  the  hand  and  knee  he  kept  the  buckskin  in 
continual,  nervous  movement,  her  hoofs  clattering,  snort- 
ing, tossing  her  head,  while  he,  himself,  addressing  him- 
self to  Annixter,  poured  out  a  torrent  of  invective. 

"Well;  strike  me  blind  if  it  ain't  old  Buck  Annixter! 
He  was  going  to  show  me  off  Quien  Sabe  at  the  toe  of 
his  boot,  was  he?    Well,  here's  your  chance, — with  the 
ladies  to  see  you  do  it.    Gives  a  dance,  does  he,  high- 
falutin'  hoe-down  in  his  bam  and  forgets  to  invite  his 
old  broncho-bustin'   friend.    But  his   friend  dtwi't  for- 
get him;  no,  he  don't.'   He  remembers  little  things,  does 
his  broncho-bustin'  friend.    Likes  to  see  a  dance  hisself 
on  occasion,  his  friend  dof s.    Comes  anyhow,  trustin'  his 
welcome  will  be  hearty;  just  to  see  old  Buck  Annixter 
dance,  just  to  show  Buck  Annixter's  friends  how  Buck 
can  dance— dance  all  by  hisself,  a  little  hen-on-a-hot-plate 
dance  when  his  broncho-bustin'  friend  asks  him  so  polite. 
A  little  dance  for  the  ladies.  Buck.     This  feature  of  the 
entertainment  is  alone  worth   the   price  of  admission. 
Tune  up.  Buck.    Attention  now !    I'll  give  you  the  key." 
He  "  fs-nned  "  his  revolver,  spinning  it  about  his  index 
finger  by  the  trigger-guard  with  incredible  swiftness,  the 
•^ -'rling  weapon  a  mere  blur  of  blue  steel  in  his  hand. 
Su    .enly  and  without  any  apparent  cessation  of  the  move- 
ment, he  fired,  and  a  little  sp'inter  of  wood  flipped  into 
the  air  at  Annixter's  feet. 

"  Time ! "  he  shouted,  while  the  buckskin  reared  to 
the  report.  "Hold  on— wait  a  minute.  This  place  is 
too  light  to  suit.  That  big  light  yonder  is  in  my  eyes. 
Look  out,  I'm  going  to  throw  lead." 

A  second  shot  put  out  the  lamp  over  the  musicians' 
stand.    The  assembled  guests  shrieked,  a  frantic,  shrink- 
ing quiver  ran  through  the  crowd  like  the  huddling  of 
frightened  rabbits  in  their  pen. 
Annixter  hardly  moved.    He  stood  some  thirty  paces 
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frnm  the  buster,  his  hands  still  i„  his  coat  pockets,  his 
eyes  ghstemng,  watchful.  t~»^"»,  nis 

Excitable   and  turbulent   in   trifling  matters,   when 
jdual  bodily  danger  threatened  he  was  of  an  abnornS 

"I'm  watching  you."  cried  the  other.    "Don't  make 
any  m.stake  about  that.    Keep  your  hands  in  your  ctl 

£  don't  r      *'  *°  '"'=  *  ""''  '°^''  -derstand 
And  don  t  let  me  see  you  make  a  move  toward  your  hip 
or  your  friends  will  be  asked  to  identify  you  ai  the 
morgue  to-morrow  morning.    When  I'm  bad,  I'm  called 

mght  that  I  m  scared  of  myself.  They'll  have  to  revise 
the  census  returns  before  I'm  done  with  this  ph« 
C^^on,  now,  I'm  getting  tired  waiting.    I  come  to  see 

"Ifand  over  that  horse,  Delaney,"  said  Annixter,  with- 
out raismji  ins  voice,  "and  clear  out" 
The  other  affected  to  be  overwhelmed  with  infinite 

"Wh-a-a-tl"  he  exclaimed;  "wh-a-a-t  did  you  say? 
2'l  gSs""'""  ""'  •"  '°°''"^  '''  *-""'=  that's 

"There's  where  you're  wrong,  m'son."  muttered  An- 
nmer,  partly  to  Delaney,  partly  to  himself.  "  If  J  J^s 
l^ng  for  trouble  there  wouldn't  be  any  guess-wS 

entSthe  r't  )"  ^F"  '^""^-     °^'^^y  ^^^  hardly 

Eire  W  r  '^""''''"'■'^  P'^  ^'^  ^^  f°"ned 

Ung  smce  h.s  revolver  was  in  the  pocket  of  his  coat,  and 

■ngth^r  """^^  *'^  ""^^  '''^''-  -'*-  -""^^w- 
Until  that  moment  Annixter  had  not  been  sure  of  him- 
self- There  was  no  doubt  that  for  the  first  few  momems 
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of  the  affair  he  would  have  welcomed  with  joy  any 
reasonable  excuse  for  getting  out  of  the  situation.  But 
the  sound  of  his  own  revolver  gave  him  confidence.  He 
whipped  it  from  his  pocket  and  fired  again. 

Abruptly  the  duel  began,  report  following  report 
spurts  of  pale  blue  smoke  jetting  like  the  darts  of  short 
spears  between  the  two  men,  expanding  to  a  haze  and 
drifting  overhead  in  wavering  strata.  It  was  quite  prob- 
able that  no  thought  of  killing  each  other  suggested  itself 
to  either  Annixter  or  Delaney.  Both  fired  without  aim- 
ing very  deliberately.  To  empty  their  revolvers  and 
avoid  being  hit  was  the  desire  common  to  both.  They 
no  longer  vituperated  edch  other.  The  revolvers  spoke 
for  them.' 

Long  after,  Annixter  could  recall  this  moment.  For 
years  he  could  with  but  little  effort  reconstruct  the  scene 
—the  densely  packed  crowd  flattened  against  the  sides  of 
the  barn,  the  festoons  of  lanterns,  the  mingled  smell  of 
evergreens,  new  wood,  sachets,  and  powder  smoke ;  the 
vague  clamour  of  distress  and  terror  that  rose  from  the 
throng  of  guests,  the  squealing  of  the  buckskin,  the  un- 
even exjdosions  of  the  revolvers,  the  reverberation  of 
trampling  hoofs,  a  brief  glimpse  of  Harran  Derrick's 
excited  face  at  the  door  of  the  harness  room,  and  in  the 
open  space  in  the  centre  of  the  floor,  himself  and  De- 
laney, manoeuvring  swiftly  in  a  cloud  of  smoke. 

Annixter's  revolver  contained  but  six  cartridges.  Al- 
ready it  seemed  to  him  as  if  he  had  fired  twenty  times. 
Without  doubt  the  next  shot  was  his  last.  Then  what? 
He  peered  through  the  blue  haze  that  with  every  dis- 
charge thickened  between  him  and  the  buster.  For  his 
own  safety  he  must  "  place  "  at  least  one  shot.  Oelaney's 
chest  and  shoulders  rose  suddenly  above  the  smoke  close 
upon  him  as  the  distraught  buckskin  reared  again.  An- 
nixter, for  the  first  time  during  the  fight,  took  definite 
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aim,  biit  before  he  could  draw  the  trkro«.  ti 

head  was  cut      Shp  t-tir^.^      j    ,  stones ,  her 

-je  blood  ta^^;"fr  ittsrjh'""-'''^' 

shrieking,   n^elted  before   her  ru  h     An  o  J  '**"^' 

thrown  down  aud  tramnled  ^.k  ,  ,  "^  ^''^ 
'Jedraggin,  bridlenSiuS  inra'cUlrf 
chairs  m  one  comer,  and  came  down  with  a  terX  "'  ^ 
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And  an  hour  later  the  dance  was  progressing  as  evenly 
as  though  nothing  in  the  least  extraordinary  had  oc- 
curred.    The  incident  was  closed— that  abrupt  swoop  of 
terror  and  impending  death  dropping  down  there  from 
out  the  darkness,  cutting  abruptly  athwart  the  gayety  of 
the  moment,  come  and  gone  with  the  swiftness  of  a 
thunderclap.    Many  of  the  women  had  gone  home  talc- 
mg  their  men  with  them ;  but  the  great  bulk  of  the  crowd 
still  remained,  seeing  no  reason  why  the  episode  should 
interfere  with  the  evening's  enjoyment,  resolved  to  hold 
the  ground  for  mere  bravado,  if  for  nothing  else     De- 
laney  would  not  come  back,  of  that  everybody  was  pe- 
suaded,  and  in  case  he  should,  there  was  not  found  want- 
ing fully  half  a  hundred  young  men  who  would  give 
him  a  dressing  down,  by  jingo  I    They  had  been  too  sur- 
pnsed  to  act  when  Deianey  had  first  appeared,  and  be- 
fore they  knew  where  they  were  at,  the  buster  had  cleared 
out.     In  another  minute,  just  another  second,  they  would 
have  shown  him— yes,  sir,  by  jingo !-^h,  you  bet! 

On  all  sides  the  reminiscences  began  to  circulate    At 
least  one  man  in  every  three  had  been  involved  in  a 
gun  fight  at  some  time  of  his  life.     "Ah,  you  ought  to 
have  seen  in  Yuba  County  one  time—"     "Why  in 
Butte  County  in  the  early  days-"    "Pshaw!  this'to- 
night  wasn't  anything!     Why,  once  in  a  saloon  in  Ari- 
zona when  I  was  there—"  and  so  on,  over  and  over 
again.    Osterman  solemnly  asserted  that  he  had  seen  a 
greaser  sawn  in  two  in  a  Nevada  sawmill.    Old  Broder- 
son  had  witnessed  a  Vigilante  lynching  in  '55  on  Cali- 
fornia Street  in  San  Francisco.     Dyke  recalled  how  once 
m  his  engineering  days  he  had  run  over  a  drunk  at  a 
street  crossing.    Gethings  of  the  San  Pablo  had  taken  a 
shot  at  a  highwayman.  Hooven  had  bayonetted  a  French 
Chasseur  at  Sedan.     An  old  Spanish-Mexican,  a  cen- 
tenarian from  Guadalajara,  remembered  Fremont's  stand 
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on  a  mountain  top  in  San  Benito  County.  The  dru«rist 
ted  fired  at  a  burglar  trying  to  break  too  his  sto7eTne 
New  Year's  eve.    Young  Vacca  had  seen  a  dog  shot  in 

rS^r'"  '^''*'''  ^^*  •'«''  '"°^«=  than  once  ^mi^" 
.Stored  the  sacran^ents  to  Portuguese  desperadoes  IXg 

Kenes  Mrs.  Cutter  recounted  to  an  interested  group 
tew  she  had  seen  a  clain  jumped  in  Placer  Counw  to 

nfte  shots,  and  expiring  later  upon  the  floor  of  her  kitchen 

told-up  when  the  shotgun  messenger  was  murdered 
Stones  by  the  hundreds  went  the  round  of  the  compa^' 
The  a.r  was  surcharged  with  blood,  dying  groans  "he 
2  H  r.^^''-,^'""'^^.  the  crack  of  rifles  Al  the 
legends  o  '49.  the  violent,  wild  life  of  the  early  day 
were  recalled  to  view,  defiling  before  them  there  in  an' 

:t::e'';amr"""'^^"''^^'"^°^-''"'---^ 

the^l^jff  ^'"^  ^T'"^  "  ^^^^^^  spirit  amongst 
the  men  of  the  assembly.  Instantly  a  spirit  of  aggrL  ' 
s.on,  of  truculence,  swelled  up  underneath  waisEs 
and  starched  shirt  bosoms.  More  than  one  offend  wa 
pmjnptly  asked  to  "step  outside."  It  was  iS  young 
bucks  excited  by  an  encounter  of  stags,  lowering  their 
horns  upon  the  slightest  provocation,  showing  o7bete 

One  sought  laboriously  for  slights  and  insults,  veiled  in 

pre"  xtlLl     '  '^'r^'u"^  P"'"'-    Upon  the  slightest 
PWext  there  was  a  haughty  drawing  up  of  the  figure 

wooven  and  Cutter,  renewing  their  quarrel  as   10  the 
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ownersWp  of  the  steer.  All  at  once  Minna  Hooven's 
"partner"  fell  upon  the  gayly  apparelfcd  clerk  from 
Bonneville,  pummelling  him  with  hU  fists,  hustling  him 
out  of  the  hall,  vociferating  that  Miss  Hooven  had  been 
grossly  insulted.  It  took  three  men  to  extricate  the 
clerk  from  his  clutches,  dazed,  gasping,  his  collar  un- 
fastened and  sticking  up  into  his  fjice,  his  eyes  storing 
wildly  into  the  faces  of  the  crowd. 

But  Annixtei-,  bursting  with  pride,  his  chest  thrown 
out,  his  chin  in  the  air,  reigned  enthroned  in  a  circle 
of  adulation.  He  was  the  Hero.  To  shake  him  by  the 
hand  was  an  honour  to  be  struggled  for.  One  clapped 
him  on  the  back  with  solemn  nods  of  approval.  "  There's 
the  boy  lot  you ; "  "  There  was  nerve  for  you ; "  "  What's 
the  matter  with  Annixter  ?  "  "  How  about  that  for  sand 
and  how  was  that  for  a  shotf"  "Why,  Apache  Kid 
couldn't  have  bettered  that."  "  Cool  enough."  "  Took 
a  steady  eye  and  a  sure  hand  to  make  a  shot  like  that." 
'  There  was  a  shot  that  would  be  told  about  in  Tulare 
County  fifty  years  to  come." 

Annixter  had  refrained  from  replying,  all  ears  to  this 
conversation,  wondering  just  what  had  happened.  He 
knew  only  that  Delaney  had  run,  leaving  his  revolver 
and  a  spatter  of  blood  behind  him.  By  degrees,  how- 
ever, he  ascertained  that  his  last  shot  but  one  had  struck 
Delaney's  pistol  hand,  shattering  it  and  knocking  the 
revolver  from  his  grip.  He  was  overwhelmed  with  as- 
tonishment. Why,  after  the  shooting  began  he  had  not 
so  much  as  seen  Delaney  with  any  degree  of  plainness. 
The  whole  affair  was  a  whirl. 

"  Well,  where  did  you  learn  to  shoot  that  way?  "  some 
one  in  the  crowd  demanded.  Annixter  moved  his  shoul- 
ders with  a  gesture  of  vast  unconcern. 

"Oh,"  he  observed  carelessly,  "it's  not  my  shoot»i 
that  ever  worried  me,  m'son." 
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The  crowd  gaped  with  delight     There  u,,. 
wagging  of  heads.  *  *'*  *"  *  P"™* 

"  Well,  I  guess  not" 
"  No,  sir,  not  much." 
"Ah,  no,  you  bet  not." 

JS.'ectrinTrh'eTaT'  "^^  •'''"•  '"^^  «« 
Annixter  assunfed  a  pt  of  sutS  de^r'  '*;*^'*'"'  "^'»' 
est  self-obliteration  oTThe  IStr  "^Th T'  *''!?°'- 
self  of  a  remembered  phrase    Jervele^ntT^.  *"'"?■ 

-^^:f.fitr™^'---vi4; 
.  ir^drpSrVhi:  rm  °'  ^^--i-x. 

n-endous  sun,rise'^ ft  w[s  to  h-    w'"'''"^  ^^  '^  '^- 

,  night,  but  the  irrup  L  of  Lt      'T"/"'^"^  "'  '"'«'- 

order  of  events  Id    he  tl,  '''.^'"^  ^''^"^"^  *e 

ahead  of  time    ^1  '  ""'""  '*'°"&''t  '"  ^  hour 

beef,  cold  chickenraL°„M  H  T  ^'*  ""'''  ^«"*«  °f 
Niches,  pitches  of  ml       /?*''  """"^"'"^  "^  ««<»- 

Kwls;fdi;rp°atrof  o'       """^"'''  ^"*''*=  <='^««. 
of  this  sup^'^?/?  °/.  °';«"^«  and  nuts.    The  adven 

themselves  upon  the  fcL  wth,'^"        '  '"'"P'"^^  ^'^'^ 

«<•  a  vast  nmie  of^.r      !  ^'^*  "'"^'^''^  "^  <=hairs 

hn  the  clatter  of  d.-.r''  *""■''*""*•  ^^  organdies; 

I  nearest  at  hand   «m.  !     ■     "^  ^'^  whatever  was 

I  paper  caps  were  hrn,«A*        1     cnicken.    At  the  end  the 
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Th«  cap*  of  tissue  paper  were  put  on — "  Phrypan  Bon- 
nets," "  Magicians'  Caps,"  "  Liberty  Caps ; "  the  young 
girls  looked  across  the  table  at  theii  vis-a^vis  with  bursts 
of  laughter  and  vigorous  clapping  of  the  hands. 

The  harness  room  crowd  had  a  table  to  themselves,  at 
the  head  of  which  sat  Annixter  and  at  the  foot  Harran. 
The  gun  fight  had  sobered  Presley  thorough';  He  sat 
by  the  side  of  Vanamee,  who  ate  but  little,  preferring 
rather  to  watch  the  scene  with  calm  observation.  .<.  'ittle 
contemptuous  when  the  uproar  around  the  tdhU.  A^as  too 
boisterous,  savouring  of  intoxication.  Osterian  rolled 
bullets  of  bread  and  shot  them  with  astonishing  force 
up  and  down  the  table,  but  the  others — Dyke,  old  Broder- 
son,  Caraher,  Harran  Derrick,  Hooven,  Cutter,  Garnett 
of  the  Ruby  rancho,  Keast  from  the  ranch  of  ttit  same 
name,  Gethings  of  the  San  Pablo,  and  Chattem  of  the 
Bonanza — occupied  themselves  with  eating  as  much  as 
they  could  before  the  supper  gave  out.  At  a  corner  of 
the  table,  speechless,  iinobserved,  ignored,  sat  Dabney, 
of  whom  nothing  was  known  but  his  name,  the  silent 
old  man  who  made  no  friends.  He  ate  and  drank 
quietly,  dipping  his  sandwich  in  his  lemcmade. 

Osterman  ate  all  the  olives  he  could  lay  his  hands  on, 
a  score  of  them,  fifty  of  them,  a  hundred  of  them.  He 
touched  no  crumb  of  anything  else.  Old  Broderson 
stared  at  him,  his  jaw  fallen.  Osterman  declared  he  had 
once  eaten  a  thousand  on  a  bet.  The  men  called  each 
others'  attention  to  him.  Delighted  to  create  a  sensa- 
tion, Osterman  persevered.  The  contents  of  an  entire 
bowl  disappeared  in  his  huge,  reptilian  slit  of  a  mouth. 
His  cheeks  of  brownish  red  were  extended,  his  bald  fore- 
head glistened.  Colics  seized  upon  him.  His  stoinach 
revolted.  It  was  all  one  with  him.  He  was  satisfied, 
contented.    He  was  astonishing  the  people. 

"  Once  I  swallowed  a  tree  toad,"  he  told  old  Broder- 
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J  nat  reminds  me  of  a  stnrv  "  t,-      j  J    . . 

you-youmixmeallup"  "  «««  Ukiah.    You- 

v-hosat  nexfto  them  ^^5  "'"  '=^"^'''  *«  P^'* 
I  rollicking  movlent     tT:  ""'"y"'''^  '^'''^'^  ''^  '•"<>  » 

^till  wea  i^n  *e  Phr "  :!r  ^^  ^^  '^^ '  the  guest, 
pink  and  blue  tissue  2?"  '°""^'^  -^  «'>-ty  caps  of 

-th  bowl  of  fertmst  :L  LS"  oT  °^"^'  =  ^"^  -^■ 
f egs  of  a  glass  of  it  uTon  hSald  he!dT  f" '''  '"^ 
h.  couid  feel  the  hair  be'ginni^gXow  '    "'"'"^  '"^^ 

I-.    ThW  I-mtS,  old/  rilTo^  *°  "^^^  ^  ''-«-  I 
'■;a  regular  old  Jt  w'h L^T J?  '^"°^^- 
I    He  .arched  out  i^  the  barn  J£;S- 
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holding  their  side*.  He  found  an  aged  Mexican  woman 
by  the  door  and  hustled  her,  all  confuied  and  giggling, 
into  the  Virginia  reel,  then  at  its  height.  Every  one 
crowded  around  to  see.  Old  Broderson  stepped  off  with 
the  alacrity  of  a  colt,  snapping  his  fingers,  slapping  his 
thigh,  his  mouth  widening  in  an  excited  grin.  The  entire 
company  of  the  guests  shouted.  The  City  Band  re- 
doubled their  efforts ;  and  the  old  man,  losing  his  head, 
breathless,  gasping,  dislocated  his  stiff  joints  in  his  ef- 
forts. He  became  possessed,  bowing,  scraping,  advanc- 
ing, retreating,  wagging  his  beard,  cutting  pigeons'  wings, 
distraught  with  the  music,  the  clamour,  the  applause,  the 
effects  of  the  fertiliser. 

Annixter  shouted:        ' 

"  Nice  eye,  Santa  Claus." 

But  Annixter's  attention  wandered.  He  searched  for 
Hilma  Tree,  having  still  in  mind  the  look  in  her  eyes  at 
that  swift  moment  of  danger.  He  had  not  seen  her  since 
then.  At  last  he  caught  sight  of  her.  She  was  not 
dancing,  but,  instead,  was  sitting  with  her  "  partner  "  at 
the  end  of  the  bam  near  her  father  and  mother,  her  eyn 
wide,  a  serious  expression  on  her  face,  her  thoughts,  no 
doubt,  elsewhere.  Annixter  was  about  to  go  to  her  when 
he  was  interrupted  by  a  cry. 

Old  Broderson,  in  the  midst  of  a  double  shuffle,  had 
clapped  his  hand  to  his  side  with  a  gasp,  which  he  fol- 
lowed by  a  whoop  of  anguish.  He  had  got  a  stitch  or  had 
started  a  twinge  somewhere.  With  a  gesture  of  resigna- 
tion, he  drew  himself  laboriously  out  of  the  dance,  limp- 
ing abominably,  one  leg  dragging.  He  was  heard  asking 
for  his  wife.  Old  Mrs.  Broderson  took  him  in  charge. 
She  jawed  him  for  making  an  exhibition  of  himself, 
scolding  as  though  he  were  a  ten-year-old. 

"  Well,  I  want  to  know  I  "  she  exclaimed,  as  he  hobbled 
off,  dejected  and  melancholy,  leaning  upon  her  arm, 
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"thought  he  had  to  dance  in^,,Ai   un. 

old  grandpa,  thi..   H^d  iStS  be  hiS     TJ-'  ""^^ 

It  wa.  almo.t  midniri,r  Th. V       . * °' *•'•  *=°'^"" 

clo«  in  a  .torm  of  juS L     Thr*  ''''^  *°^*'*'»  '"'• 

toiled  like  galJey  slave.  S..^*    J  ■  P^^P'""?  musicians 

Even  MagnS.  DeTSkTnr  ^  !f  *•"  '«'™"»  ^«""- 
i  toast.  Presle/InH  V  ^""'"'  *°  «"*«''•  «"d  drink 
aloof.  looK.'^lJ^";  "'"  ll^"""^  ^''--.ve: 

Barney,  standing  tlrScT^wSedTd  f ''''''■ 
continued  to  sip  steadily  at  hiTl?  ,^  forgotten, 

Garnett  of  the  Ru^«„.\  '"t^*"'  '°'*""'  '''erved. 

•l.esamenanJe.GethUTo?the''rp'r  *"'  ^^-"^  "^ 
of  the  Bonanzi  leS  ^.1  L  fh  f  °'  '"**  ^''*""" 
coats  unbuttoned  Zr  I^  the>r  chairs,  their  waist- 
could  not  tell  why.XfraSrs  T'  'r^'""^-*''ey 
had  never  seen,  appeared  tnIZ  *^°"  ^"'''''r 

f-  places  as  farTj^  aT  ^  C^J'/pl'f  powers 
-»"  and  old.  proprietors  of  vSable  Tnn  1'^'  ^°""«^ 
Jeds  of  thousands  of  acf es  Twhtt'^^^SriT'  '""■ 
than,  a  score  of  them-  m«,  „k  "*'  *  ''°«"  of 

other,  but  who  wZ' ^^  1-°/''^  ''^*"^'»  ^  each 
Magnus  Derrick  ^e«*J?°'"V°  *''"''"  ^"^^  ^''h 

*ti  vrcrirr  i,^---'^  i^-  found 

*e  bam.  froliSg^Z^'t  M^Tr  °"  t  ''°°--  °* 
Pnia  reel  and  the  boS,c  T  ^^""  °^  "'^  Vir- 
hamessroom.down.W  h^l    .^^'""^  °^  '""'  '"  the 

'-"blies  hadtrrrt  J  •'Ern trlr^-  '°*'' 
■"Id  joined  in  the  dance   wt,.-i  ,     ^  °'''^''  P«°Ple 

■«"  who  did  not  dance  h^  f  "'^^f^^very  one  of  the 
harness  room,     ^e  two  ^^  *^"'  ^"^  '"*°  *e 

ine  two  groups  rivalled  each  other  in 

'■■<&'■'' 
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their  noise.  Out  on  the  floor  of  the  barn  was  a  very 
whirlwind  of  gayety.a  tempest  of  laughter,  hand-dapping 
and  cries  of  amusement.  In  the  harness  room  the  con- 
fused shouting  and  singing,  the  stamping  of  heavy  feet, 
set  a  quivering  reverberation  in  the  oil  of  the  kerosene 
lamps,  the  flame  of  the  candles  in  the  Japanese  lanterns 
flaring  and  swaying  in  the  gfusts  of  hilarity.  At  intervals, 
between  the  two,  one  heard  the  music,  the  wailing  of  the 
violins,  the  vigorous  snarling  of  the  cornet,  and  the 
harsh,  incessant  rasping  of  the  snare  drum. 

And  at  times  all  these  various  sounds  mingled  in  a 
single  vague  note,  huge,  clamorous,  that  rose  up  into  the 
night  from  the  colossal,  reverberating  compass  of  the 
barn  and  sent  its  echoes  far  off  across  the  unbroken  levels 
of  the  surrounding  ranches,  stretching  out  to  infinity 
under  the  clouded  sky,  calm,  mysterious,  still. 

Annixter,  the  punch  bowl  clasped  in  his  arms,  was 
pouring  out  the  last  spoonful  of  liquor  into  Caraher's 
glass  when  he  was  aware  that  some  one  was  pulling  at 
the  sleeve  of  his  coat.    He  set  down  the  punch  bowl. 

"  Well,  where  did  you  come  from?  "  he  demanded. 

It  was  a  messenger  from  Bonneville,  the  uniformed 
boy  that  the  telephone  company  employed  to  carry  mes- 
sages. He  had  just  arrived  from  tovra  on  his  bicycle, 
out  of  breath  and  panting. 

"  Message  for  you,  sir.    Will  you  sig^n  ?  " 

He  held  the  book  to  Annixter,  who  signed  the  receipt, 
wondering. 

The  boy  departed,  leaving  a  thick  envelope  of  yellow 
paper  in  Annixter's  hands,  the  address  typewritten,  the 
word  "  Urgent "  written  in  blue  pencil  in  one  comer. 

Annixter  tore  it  open.    The  envelope  contained  other  j 
sealed  envelopes,  some  eight  or  ten  of  them,  addressed  to 
Magnus  Derrick,  Osterman,  Broderson,  Garnett,  Keast,  j 
Gethings,  Chattern,  Dabney,  and  to  Annixter  himself. 
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"What's  up  now?" 

The  incident  had  attracted  attention.    A  comparative 
qu.et  folowed.  the  guests  following  the  letters  Xthei 
eyes  as  they  were  passed  around  the  table.    TheT  fancied 
that  Ann.xter  had  arranged  a  surprise 

Magnus  Derrick,  who  sat  next  to  Annixter,  was  the 
JsMo_rece.ve  h.s  letter.     With  a  word  of  excuse  he 

voice''s"'"Nn''''  "''  <==°^-"°^."^houted  a  half-dozen 
r;  here'Io-St  ' '  ^°"  '"°^-     ^^"^^'^^^  ^"^e 

J n-:  S  Lfr-e^d"  '''  ^°"'^"'^  °^  '''  •--  ^- 

Magnus  Derrick, 

Bonneville,  Tulare  Co.,  Cal. 
Dear  Sir: 

By  regrad.  of  October  ist,  the  value  of  the  railroad 
and  you  occupy,  included  in  your  ranch  of  lis  MJel, 

aTertLf'^^-^^''^^---    Thelfn^LlTS 
sale  at  that  price  to  any  one. 

Yours,  etc., 

Cyhus  Blakelee  Ruggles, 

Land  Agent,  P.  and  S.  W.  R.  R. 

S.  Behrman, 

Local  Agent,  P.  and  S.  W.  R.  R. 

olL'ilJ^^V^  **""  P'°^°""''  ^"«n«  that  followed, 
Usterman  was  heard  to  exclaim  grimly : 

/Ao/^  a  pretty  good  one.    Tell  us  another." 
^t  for  a  long  moment  this  was  the  only  remark 
The  silence  widened,  broken  only  by  the  sound  of  torn 
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paper  as  Annixter,  Osterman,  old  Broderson,  Garnett, 
Keast,  Gethings,  Chattern,  and  Dabney  opened  and  read 
their  letters.  They  were  all  to  the  same  effect,  almost 
word  for  word  like  the  Governor's.  Only  the  figures  and 
the  proper  names  varied.  In  some  cases  the  price  per 
acre  was  twenty-two  dollars.  In  Annixter's  case  it  was 
thirty. 

"  And — and  the  company  promised  to  sell  to  me,  to- 
to  all  of  us,"  gasped  old  Broderson,  "  at  two  dollars  and 
a  half  an  acre." 

It  WES  not  alone  the  ranchers  immediately  around 
Bonneville  who  would  be  plundered  by  this  move  on  the 
part  of  the  Railroad.  The  "  alternate  section  "  system 
applied  throughout  all  the  San  Joaquin.  By  striking 
at  the  Bonneville  ranchers  a  terrible  precedent  was 
established.  Of  the  crowd  of  guests  in  the  harness 
room  alone,  nearly  every  man  was  affected,  every  man 
menaced  with  ruin.  All  of  a  million  acres  was  suddenly 
involved. 

Then  suddenly  the  tempest  burst.  A  dozen  men  were 
on  their  feet  in  an  instant,  their  teeth  set,  their  fists 
clenched,  their  faces  purple  with  rage.  Oaths,  curses, 
maledictions  exploded  like  the  firing  of  successive  mines. 
Voices  quivered  with  wrath,  hands  flung  upward,  the 
fingers  hooked,  prehensile,  trembled  with  anger.  The 
sense  of  wrongs,  the  injustices,  the  oppression, extortion, 
and  pillage  of  twenty  years  suddenly  culminated  and 
found  voice  in  a  raucous  howl  of  execration.  For  a 
second  there  was  nothing  articulate  in  that  cry  of  savage 
exasperation,  nothing  even  intelligent.  It  was  the  human 
animal  hounded  to  its  corner,  exploited,  harried  to  its 
last  stand,  at  bay,  ferocious,  terrible,  turning  at  last  with 
bared  teeth  and  upraised  claws  to  meet  the  death  grapi^e. 
It  was  the  hideous  squealing  of  the  tormented  brute,  its 
back  to  the  wall,  defending  its  lair,  its  mate  and  its 
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Thete  orrrE'emv'"  ""''  -'^  '"^^"^-"^  »'^«er  out 
blood  and  fuo.  "^  '"  '  P"""'""''  ''^'"■^'  ^^'ter  of 

themselves  au SbL^r tre  """  '"'  '^"""^  ^''^ 

"Cho!?lir«"'  ''^'"'"  ^«'f««ted  Harran  Derrick 
*-nose  his  moment  v/ell  "  miitfor«j  a     .      '^"'^''• 
his  hardest  wheii    •        7u    """^'^«'' Ann.xter.    "Hits 
,,_^^„  wher.   ,  all  rounded  up  having  a  good 

"  Gentlemen,  this  is  ruin  " 
;| What's  to  be  done  now?" 
"Fight!     My  God!  do  vou  thintr 
3'and  this?    Do  you  think  we  ca'"'  "'  "'  ^^'"^  *° 

of^LhTsTndrriVtr--   ^5^  ^'^^^-  '''^  — % 
'he  part  of  the  RaSd  tV'"^    ''"''  °^  ^'''^  "^^-e  on 

'^emoreflagrLttr^rettrrirwl'-t^^''^^^^^^^ 
was  it  within  the  bound.:  ^f  .  """.^"^^^'e-   Was  it  possible, 

should  be  coi:^:f:,fTjT:v'''''''''''''''''^ 

had  driven  home  the  lesson  tl'  ^""^-P^^'  years 
ster  with  whom  thev  h,Tr"1  ,  ""P'^«*''e.  iron  mon- 
the  sense  of  ouTraee  anrf  „  "'  ""'  "^^'"  ^"^^  ^g^"' 

feet,  their  mou  hf  ^d"   ST'"  'T'  *''^'"  '°  '"^^'^ 

.i.huh.  throats  Ssr:!:thTs^^^^^^^^ 

rfCs^LtiLsri^v^^ 

«  there  is,  it  is  in  Shelgrim's  Docket    wi, 
courts  in  California?    Ain'Ht  She^ > "  ""  *'' 

God  damn  him." 

P'^^edgas-Se!"  "^  '"°""*'  "''''  ^■'^  '"'^hes  of 

"And  our  contracts,  the  solemn  pledges  of  the  comn. 

'^twn  to  sell  to  us  first  of  all »  ^^ 
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"  And  now  the  land  is  for  sale  to  anybody." 
"  Why,  it  is  a  question  of  my  home.    Am  I  to  be  turned 
out?    Why,  I  have  put  eight  thousand  dollars  into  im- 
proving this  land." 

"  And  I  six  thousand,  and  now  that  I  have,  the  Rail- 
road grabs  it." 

"And  the  system  of  irrigating  ditches  that  Derrick 
and  I  have  been  laying  out.  There's  thousands  of  dollars 
in  that  I" 

"  I'll  fight  this  out  till  I've  spent  every  cent  of  my 
money." 

"  Where  ?    In  the  courts  that  the  company  owns  ? " 
"  Think  I  am-  going  to  give  in  to  this?    Think  I  am  to 
get  of!  my  land?    By  (^od,  gentlemen,  law  or  no  law, 
railroad  or  no  railroad,  / — will — not." 
"  Nor  I." 
"  Nor  I." 
"  Nor  I." 

"  This  is  the  last.  Legal  means  first ;  if  those  fail— 
the  shotgun." 

"  They  can  kill  me.  They  can  shoot  me  down,  but 
I'll  die — die  fighting  for  my  home — before  I'll  give  in  to 
this." 
At  length  Annixter  made  himself  heard: 
"All  out  of  the  room  but  the  ranch  owners,"  he 
shouted.  "  Hooven,  Caraher,  Dyke,  you'll  have  to  clear 
out.  This  is  a  family  affair.  Presley,  you  and  your 
friend  can  remain." 

Reluctantly  the  others  filed  through  the  door.  There 
remained  in  the  harness  room — besides  Vanamee  and 
Presley— Magnus  Derrick,  .Annixter,  old  Broderson. 
Harran,  Garnett  from  the  Ruby  rancho,  Keast  from  the 
ranch  of  the  same  name,  Gethings  of  the  San  Pablo, 
Chattern  of  the  Bonanza,  about  a  score  of  others,  ranch- 
ers from  various  parts  of  the  county,  and,  last  of  all, 
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Dabney  ignored,  silent,  to  whom  nobody  spoke  and  who 
as  yet,  had  not  uttered  a  word 

But  the  men  who  had  been  asked  to  leave  the  harness 
room  spread  the  news  throughout  the  barn.     It  was  r 

out  of  the  dance.     Groups  were  formed.     By  swift  de- 

fr'Vh!  r^'^  •'""'  '"^^-  ^''^  Virginia'reeTbrot 
up.  The  tnusicans  ceased  playing,  and  in  the  place  of 
the  „o,sy,  effervescent  revelry  of  the  previous  half  hour  a 
subdued  murmur  filled  all  the  barn,  a  mingling  of  wWs! 
pers,  lowered  voices,  the  coming  and  going  of  Lht  7oot- 
:rdosed"dr'  ^5'f  ?°^PO-t-s,'whife  from  Lh^ 
the  closed  doors  of  the  harness  room  came  a  prolonged 
sullen  hum  of  anger  and  strenuous  debate.  The  Zee' 
came  to  an  abnapt  end.     The  guests,  unwilling  to  go  a 

Surr,;  t'T'":^"^  <='"-"y  about,^their% 
vague    their   hands  swmging    at    their    sides,    lookL 
pidly  mto  each  others'  faces.    A  sense  of  impenS 

am,ty  oppressive,  foreboding,  gloomy,  passed  Through 
he  a.r  overhead  m  the  night,  a  long  shiver  of  anguifh 
and  of  terror,  mysterious,  despairing.  ^ 

In  the  harness  room,  however,  the  excitement  con 
■nued  unchecked  One  rancher  after  another  dehverTd 
hunself  of  a  torrent  of  furious  words.  There  tsn' 
rer^  merely,  the  frenzied  outcry  of  blind  fury  One 
P.nt  a^one  was  common  to  all-resistance  at  whatever 
cost  and  to  whatever  lengths  whatever 

glet'w  fnTT"  vT'  '°  •''■^  ''''•  ''■^  bald  head 
g^mmg  m  the  lamp-hght,  his  red  ears  distended  a 
fo)d  of  words  filling  his  great,  horizontal  slit  of  a  mouth 

ImaT  Tt'  ""''  ''""'"^-     Like  the  hero  of  a  me lo 
drama,  he  took  stage  with  a  great  sweeping  gestifre 
0«..„,"  He  shouted,  "  that  mu'st  L^our  watch- 
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flow.  Here's  the  crisis,  here's  the  moment.  Shall  we 
meet  It?  I  call  for  the  Uague.  Not  next  week,  not  to- 
morrow, not  in  the  morning,  but  now,  now,  now,  this 
very  moment,  before  we  go  out  of  that  door.  Every  one 
of  us  here  to  join  it,  to  form  the  beginnings  of  a  vast 
organisation,  banded  together  to  death,  if  needs  be  for 
the  protection  of  our  rights  and  homes.  Are  you  ready  > 
Is  It  now  or  never?    I  call  for  the  League." 

Instantly  there  was  a  shout.    With  an  actor's  instinct 
Osterman  had  spoken  at  the  precise  psychological  moment' 
He  carried  the  others  off  their  feet,  glib,  dexterous,  volu- 
We.    Just  what  was  meant  by  the  League  the  others  did 
not  know,  but  it  was  something,  a  vague  engine,  a  ma- 
chine with  which  to  fight.    Osterman  had  not  done  speak- 
ing  before  the  room  rang  with  outcries,  the  crowd  of 
men  shouting,  for  what  they  did  not  know. 
"  The  League !    The  League !  " 
"Now,  to-night,  this  moment;  sign  our  names  before 
we  leave." 

"He's  right.  Organisation!  The  League!" 
"We  have  a  committee  at  work  alr^^dy,"  Osterman 
vociferated.  "  I  am  a  member,  and  also  Mr.  Broderson 
Mr.  Annixter,  and  Mr.  Harran  Derrick.  What  our  aims' 
are  we  will  explain  to  you  later.  Let  this  committee  be 
the  nucleus  of  the  League— temporarily,  at  least.  Trust 
us.  We  are  working  for  you  and  with  you.  Let  this 
committee  be  merged  into  the  larger  committee  of  the 
League,  and  for  President  of  the  League  "-he  paused 
the  fraction  of  a  second-"  for  President  there  can  be 
but  one  name  mentioned,  one  man  to  whom  we  all  must 
look  as  leader— Magnus  Derrick." 

The  Governor's  name  was  received  with  a  storm  of 
cheers.   The  harness  room  reechoed  with  shouts  of  ■ 

"  Derrick !    Derrick !  " 

"Magnus  for  President  1" 
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"Derrick,  our  natural  leader" 
"Derrick,  Derrick,  Derrick  for  President." 
Magnus  rose  to  his  feet.    He  made  no  gesture     Erect 
as  a  cava  ry  officer    tall    fl„„    „  _         7- 

"Gentlemen,"  he   saiH    "if  ^,., •    ..• 

word,  moderat  on  I  a  bette    one^    TH  "  '  ^°°'' 

wave  for  hasto    T       ^,  j"*""  °"«-     The  matter  is  too 
grive  lor  hasto.   I  would  suggest  that  we  each  and  sev- 
erally return  to  our  respective  homes  for  the  night  sleeo 
over  what  has  happened,  and  coi^ene  again  to  morrow 
when  we  are  calmer  and  can  approach^his  affairTa 
n^orejuchcous  mood.  As  for  the  honour  with  wWh  you 
would  mform  me,  I  must  affirm  that  that,  too,  is  a  maUer 
for  gr.ve  dehberation.  This  League  is  bU  a  .^arne  Tsyet 
To  accept  control  of  an  organisation  whose  princioles 
are^ot  yet  fixed  is  a  heavy  responsibility.    I  shrTnkTom 

But  he  was  allowed  to  proceed  no  farther     A  storm  nf 
protest  developed.    There  were  shouts  of  °^ 

ident.'-'  "°'    '^^  ^'^'  '^""'^^^  ="**  ^"'<=J'  fo"-  Pres- 
"We  have  been  moderate  too  long" 
T^he  League  first,  principles  afterward." 
We  cant  wait,"  declared  Osterman.    "Many  of  «, 

«  of  „„,„„„^  „  ^^  j^^         defence  rf 

■S«  ..«,  convert,™  g<,i„g  „  ^  uj  ,^"1 
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various  corners  of  the  room.  Ink,  pens,  and  a  sheaf  of 
foolscap  were  brought  from  the  ranch  house.  A  set  of 
resohitions  was  draughted,  having  the  force  of  a  plcL^e, 
organising  the  League  of  Defence.  Annixter  was  ic 
first  to  sign.  Others  followed,  only  a  few  holding  back, 
refusing  to  join  till  they  had  thought  the  matter  over 
The  roll  grew;  the  paper  circulated  about  the  table; 
each  signature  was  welcomed  by  a  salvo  of  cheers.  At 
length,  it  reached  Harran  Derrick,  who  signed  amid 
tremendous  uproar.  He  released  the  pen  only  to  shake 
a  score  of  hands.  t 

"  Now,  Magnus  Derrick." 

"  Gentlemen,"  beg^n  thp  Governor,  once  more  rising, 
"  I  beg  of  you  to  allow  me  further  consideration.  Gen- 
tlemen  " 

He  was  interrupted  by  renewed  shouting. 
"  No,  no,  now  or  never.    Sign,  join  the  League." 
"  Don't  leave  us.    We  look  to  you  to  help." 
But  presently   the   excited  throng   that  turned  their 
faces  towards  the  Governor  were  aware  of  a  new  face  at 
his  elbow.    The  door  of  the  harness  room  had  been  left 
unbolted  and  Mrs.  Derrick,  unable  to  endure  the  heart- 
breaking suspense  of  waiting  outside,  had  gathered  up 
all  her  courage  and  had  come  into  the  room.    Trembling, 
she  clung  to  Magnus's  arm,  her  pretty  light-brown  hair 
in  disarray,  her  large  young  girl's  eyes  wide  with  terror 
and  distrust.    What  was  about  to  happen  she  did  not 
understand,  but  these  men  were  clamouring  fo^  Magjnus 
to  pledge  himself  to  something,  to  some  te  course 

of  action,  some  ruthless,  unscrupulous  battle  to  the  death 
with  the  iron-hearted  monster  of  steel  and  steam.  Nerved 
with  a  coward's  intrepidity,  she,  who  so  easily  obliterated 
herself,  had  found  her  way  into  the  midst  of  this  frantic 
crowd,  into  this  hot,  close  room,  reeking  of  alcohol  and 
tobacco  smoke,  into  this  atmosphere  surcharged  with 
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No.  no,"  she  murmured ;  "  no.  don't  sign." 
She  was   the   feather  caught  in  the  whirlwind     En 
<nasse.  the  crowd  surged  toward  the  erect  Ce  of  tt 

r  the  Zx  S"  "  °"^  "^r  •  "''  ^''''  «"?^"  ^  h^ 

I  Jeafenin!    Ih'^""'-"""  ^'^""^  ''""•    The  clamour 
*a    ueafenmg;  the  excitement  culminated  bnisquelv 

SL:a^^.Xsx=d^tgH 

TasTe^Cof^crar-  ----'- 

a   ast.  .mperious.  resistless,  overwheCg^' it  was    he 
:<?  'Z^        T"'"^'-"-  the  brute,  many^ton^^d  r  d 
Ss  claT^  f-.8:"idance,  baring  its  teeth, ll^-sheh- 

P|^ssure  of  the  relaxed  p.ston,  inexorable,  knowing  «o 

doii'fSgn"/'"  '"^''"'  """""  °^"''='^-    "No,  Magnus, 

n,I"^'""f/l  *•""'""''  """"•  shouting  in  her  ear  to 

Agam  the  crowd  surged  forward,  roaring.  Mrs  Der 
nek  was  swept  back,  pushed  to  one  side  n^VZ'.^  \ 
"0  longer  belonged  to  her.    She  pa^  the  pe?ahf  ^^^^^ 

<:  listened,     there  was  a  moment's  lull    then  a  vaJ 
^hut  over  her  ears;  her  eyes,  dilated  with  fear. 
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brimmingr  with  tnn.  He  led  her  from  the  hamett  room 
to  the  outer  room,  where  Mrs.  Tree  and  Hilma  took 
charge  of  her,  and  then,  impatient,  refusing  to  answer  the 
hundreds  of  anxious  questions  that  assailed  him,  hurried 
back  to  the  harness  room. 

Already  the  balloting  was  in  progress, Osterman  acting 
as  temporary  chairman.  On  the  very  first  ballot  he  was 
made  secretary  of  the  League  pro  tern.,  and  Magnus 
unanimously  chosen  for  its  President.  An  executive 
committee  was  formed,  which  was  to  meet  the  next  day 
at  the  Los  Muertos  ranch  house. 

It  was  half-past  one  o'clock.  In  Ihe  barn  outside  the 
greater  number  of  the  guests  had  departed.  Long  since 
the  musicians  had  disappeared.  There  only  remained 
the  families  of  the  ranch  owners  involved  in  the  meeting 
in  the  harness  room.  These  huddled  in  isolated  groups 
in  corners  of  the  garish,  echoing  barn,the  women  in  their 
wraps,  the  young  men  with  their  coat  collars  ti'rned  up 
against  the  draughts  that  once  more  made  themselves 
felt. 

For  a  long  half  hour  the  loud  hum  of  eager  conversa- 
tion continued  to  issue  from  behind  the  door  of  the  har- 
ness room.  Then,  at  length,  there  was  a  prolonged 
scraping  of  chairs.  The  session  was  over.  The  men 
came  out  in  groups,  searching  for  jheir  families. 
^  At  once  the  homeward  movement  began.  Every  one 
was  worn  out.  Some  of  the  ranchers'  daughters  had 
gone  to  sleep  against  their  mothers'  shoulders. 

Billy,  the  stableman,  and  his  assistant  were  awakened, 
and  the  teams  were  hitched  up.  The  stable  yard  was  full 
of  a  maze  of  swinging  lanterns  and  buggy  lamps.  The 
horses  fretted,  champing  the  bits ;  the  carry-alls  creaked 
with  the  straining  of  leather  and  springs  as  they  received 
their  loads.  At  every  instant  one  heard  the  rattle  of 
wheels,  as  vehicle  after  vehicle  disappeared  in  the  night. 
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it  had  been  decided  he  was  to  t.n  °^"'""«-*hich 
moment-under  his  am,  t  .,  ^u  '"  •"'  '''^^  ^°'  ^^^ 
Magnus  departed     tT'       J'","^  "'"  '*^°  ^'^°°'<  hand.. 

of  the  ranch  house,  hen  w'!L  a  h„,I  *T  '"  ^'■'"" 
little  plank  bridge,  ^ned  the  Lw  V°"  «™«  « 

the  beat  of  the  horns'  hJ.f         l:""^'     ^°'  *  "'°"'«nt 
roadway.     I  ceased      s-hT.  ""t'  '''"^  ''^"'^  °"  *''« 
Annix'ter,  inThe^'doo  wl^'oV  ^7  r^  ?  r '  ^"^"=•'• 
looking  about  him  larTi  ^"'  ''^'■"'  **°°^ 

The  barn  was  eZtv     t.T"'""''  ^'°'"='  thoughtful. 
"        was  empty.    That  astonishine  evenino-  ha,i 
come  to  an  end     Thi.  ,.,i,;,i    *  .1  •        ^  cvenmg  had 

it  all  ov  r  By  LT  "'  '"°"^^  '"  *''^  '"°™'"g  'o  think 
™H  of  "amef^-ntrb  Sd~ke:*^Sf  "*=  r  *'''= 
J^h.d  and  shoulders,  and':::^rirt;^ 

terns  itit'TroI"'";.''^'''!'^  ""'  '"^^  S""-"^  '-- 

Icnrth   t^  ^       '  remained  talking,  t^lkine     At 
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rain  drummed  incessantly,  the  eaves  dripping.  The  floor 
was  littered  with  pine  needles,  bits  of  orange  peel,  ends 
and  fragments  of  torn  organdies  and  muslins  and  bits  of 
tissue  paper  from  the  "  Phrygian  Bonnets  "  and  "  Liberty 
Caps."  The  buckskin  mare  in  the  stall,  dozing  on  three 
legs,  changed  position  with  a  long  sigh.  The  sweat 
stiffening  the  hair  upon  her  back  and  loins,  as  it  dried, 
gave  off  a  penetrating,  ammoniacal  odour  that  mingled 
with  the  stale  perfume  of  sachet  and  wilted  flowers. 

Presley  and  Vanamee  stood  looking  at  the  deserted 
bam.    There  was  a  long  silence.    Then  Presley  said : 
"  Well    .    .    .    what  do  you  think  of  it  all  ?  " 
"  I  think,"  answered  Vanamee  slowly,  "  I  think  that 
there  was  a  dance  in  Brussels  the  night  before  Waterloo. " 


BOOK  II 


In  his  office  at  San  Francisco,  seated  before  a  massive 
desk  of  polished  redwood,  very  ornate,  Lyman  Derrick 
sat  dictating  letters  to  his  typewriter,  on  a  certain  mom- 
mg  early  in  the  spring  of  the  year.  The  subdued  mono- 
tone of  his  voice  proceeded  evenly  from  sentence  to  sen- 
tence, regular,  precise,  businesslike. 

"I  have  the  honour  to  acknowledge  herewith  your 

favour  of  the  14th  instant,  and  in  reply  would  state—" 

Please  find  enclosed  draft  upon  New  Orleans  to 

be  applied  as  per  our  understanding " 

"  In  answer  to  your  favour  No.  1107,  referring  to  the 
case  of  the  City  and  County  of  San  Francisco  against 
Excelsior  Warehouse  &  Storage  Co.,  I  would  say-— -" 

H.S  voice  continued,  expressionless,  measured,  distinct 
While  he  spoke  he  swung  slowly  back  and  forth  in  his 
eather  swivel  chair,  his  elbows  resting  on  the  arms,  his 
pop  eyes  fixed  vaguely  upon  the  calendar  on  the  opposite 
wajl^wmkingat  intervals  when  he  paused,  searching  for 

"That's  all  for  the  present,"  he  said  at  length. 
Without   reply,   the   typewriter  rose  and    withdrew, 

rrj  ^u  P'"'"  '"'°  '^'  ""  °f  ^''  hair,  closing  the 
door  behind  her,  softly,  discfeeJy. 

oulSr  '^lu""^  f""'  ^^'"^"  ™^"'  ^tr^tching  himself, 
putting  up  three  fingers  to  hide  his  yawn.    To  furthei^ 
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loosen  his  musdes.he  took  a  couple  of  turns  the  lengthof 
the  room,  noting  with  satisfaction  its  fine  appointments 
the  padded  red  carpet,  the  dull  olive  green  tint  of  the' 
walls,  the  few  choice  engravings— portraits  of  Marshall 
Taney,  Field,  and  a  coloured  lithograph— excellently 
done— of  the  Grand  Canon  of  the  Colorado— the  deep- 
seated  leather  chairs,  the  large  and  crowded  bookcase 
(topped  with  a  bu«  of  James  Lick,  and  a  huge  greenish 
globe),  the  waste  basket  of  woven  coloured  grass,  made 
by  Navajo  Indians,  the  massive  silver  inkstand  on  the 
desk,  the  elaborate  filing  cabinet,  complete  in  every  par- 
ticular, and  the  shelves  of  tin  boxes,  padlocked,  impres- 
sive, grave,  bearing  the  nimes  of  clients,  cases  and  estates. 
He  was  between  thirty-one  and  thirty-five  years  of 
age.    Unlike  Harran,  he  resembled  his  mother,  but  he 
was  much  darker  than  Annie  Derrick  and  his  eyes  were 
much  fuller,  the  eyeball  protruding,  giving  him  a  pop- 
eyed,  foreign  expression,  quite  unusual  and  unexpected 
His  hair  was  black,  and  he  wore  a  small,  tight,  pointed 
mustache,  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  pushing  delicately 
upward  from  the  comers  of  his  lips  with  the  ball  of  his 
thumb,  the  little  finger  extended.    As  often  as  he  made 
this  gesture,  he  prefaced  it  with  a  little  twisting  gesture 
of  the  forearm  in  order  to  bring  his  cuflf  into  view,  and, 
m  fact,  this  movement  hy  itself  was  habitual. 

He  was  dressed  carefully,  his  trousers  creased,  a  pink 
rose  m  his  lapel.  His  shoes  were  of  patent  leather,  hi. 
cutaway  coat  was  of  very  rough  black  cheviot,  hi. 
double-breasted  waistcoat  of  tan  covert  cloth  with  buttons 
of  smoked  peari.  An  Ascot  scarf— a  great  puiJ  of  heavy 
black  silk— was  at  his  neck,  the  knot  transfixed  by  a  tiny 
golden  pin  set  off  with  an  opal  and  four  small  diamonds. 
At  one  end  of  the  room  were  two  great  windows  of 
plate  glass,  and  pausing  at  length  before  one  of  these, 
Lyman  selected  a  cigarette  from  his  curved  box  of 
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.he  S  "  '"°"'""'  '"""^^^  »"d  interested  in 

.l^tstoodonthecor^erTMarketSt  e  t         '•'  ''°"'' 

^-HKea.e.tH:^::^-rst:ss 

,angi,ng  of  bells  and  a  strident  whirring  of loXd.Ss 
wmdows.  Drays  and  carts  clattered  over  the  cobJ^s 
and  an  mcessant  shuffling  of  thousands  of  feet  rose  from 
Je  pavement.  Around  Lotta's  fountain  the  baske  "f 
the  flower  sellers,  crammed  with  chrysanthemums  vSets 

Jlof^rr''  ,T'°"  '^'  ^^"'^^'^  '""P^^^ion  of  this 

acuv  ty.    It  was  a  contmuous  interest  in  small  things  a 
people  ever  w.llmg  to  be  amused  at  trifles   refush^^t. 

selves  to  be  imposed  upon,  takincr  life  easily-generoul 

to  day,  ma  place  where  the  lu^.ries  of  life  were  hZ 

-ityofaNap,es,;Iirt;^;;rraro1 
a  Sevlle,  without  its  picturesquene^.  '  °^ 

MS  work,  the  oflice  boy  appeared  at  the  door. 

«ou„!ed  trboj:""  *'  '"''°^'^'"'  '=°'"'^^''  -•"  - 

"Well,  what  does  he  want?"  demanded  Lyman  add- 
•ng,  however,  upon  the  instant:    "  Show  him  ? 
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A  young  man  entered,  carrying  a  great  bundle,  which 
he  deposited  on  a  chair,  with  a  gasp  of  relief,  exclaiming 
all  out  of  breath :  *' 

"  From  the  Standard  Lithograph  Comoanv  " 
"Whatis?"  ^' 

''  Don't  know,"  replied  the  other.    "  Maps,  I  guess  " 
I  don't  want  any  maps.    Who  sent  them?    I  guess 
you're  mistaken."  ^   ' 

Lyman  tore  the  cover  from  the  top  of  the  package 
drawmg  out  one  of  a  great  many  huge  sheets  of  whke 
paper,  folded  eight  times.  Suddenly,  he  uttered  an  excla- 
mation : 

"Ah,  I  see.  They  ah  maps.  But  these  should  not 
have  come  here  They  are  to  go  to  the  regular  office  for 
distnbutjon.  He  wrote  a  new  direction  on  the  label  of 
the  package :  "  Take  them  to  that  address,"  he  went  or. 
I II  keep  this  one  here.  The  others  go  to  that  address. 
If  you  see  Mr.  Darrell,  tell  him  that  Mr.  Derrick-you 
get  the  nam^Mr.  Derrick  may  not  be  able  to  get  around 
this  afternoon,  but  to  go  ahead  with  any  business  just  the 
same."  ■" 

The  young  man  departed  with  the  package  and  Lyman 
spreading  out  the  map  upon  the  table,  remained  for  some 
time  studying  it  thoughtfully. 

It  was  a  commissioner's  official  railway  map  of  the 
State  of  California,  completed  to  March  30th  of  that  year. 
Upon  ,t  the  diflferent  railways  of  the  State  were  accur- 
ately plotted  in  various  colours,  blue,  green,  yellow. 
However,  the  blue,  the  yellow,  and  the  green  were  but 
brief  traceries,  very  short,  isolated,  unimportant.  At  a 
little  distance  these  could  hardly  be  seen.  The  whole 
map  was  gridironed  by  a  vast,  complicated  network  of 
red  lines  marked  P.  and  S.  W.  R.  R.  These  centralised 
at  San  Francisco  and  thence  ramined  and  spread  north. 
east,  and  south,  to  every  quarter  of  the  State.    From 
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Colts,  in  the  topmost  corner  of  th^mo^  .    v 
lowest,  from  Reno  on  one  side   osTn"^  ""  '"  *"' 

other,  ran  tlie  plexus  of  red  a  v  °f  k^  ^'■*""*^°  «"  the 
circulation,  complicated  dIvH  ^^''  *^'*""  °^  »''«°d 

in.,  splitting,  exfX^tiVo^S^^^^^^ 

some  remote    oun^ "S  hoTd   """  '^"""^  "^  '"»° 
village  or  town  invoti„T^^  T""  '"'"^  f°^&°"en 

coils'one  of  XlZflZ^^'t  "'''''''  '""'^"'"^ 
toward  that  centre  fromSS  fhTs'S  ^117^' 

The  map  was  white,  and  it  seemed  as  fin   h      ^■ 
which  should  have  gone  to  vivifv  fh  ^  '=°'°"'' 

towns,  and  cities  marked  up^Ttht  u""°"u  ~""''*^' 
that  huge,  sprawling  org^S  whh  ""  t'°'''''  ''^ 
converging  to  a  central  D^r^;  '-/"ddy  arteries 

had  been  fucked  whhe  and  t  ""?  *'  '''°"«^''  '"^  State 
pallid  background  thXr^^^^^^^^  ^^'''"^^  '^'^ 
out,  swollen  with   hfe-blood    rl?  k  °"'**^'' ''^^^^ 

gorged  to  bursting;  t™enc?"^  °"'    •"  '"'^""^y- 
fattening  upon  the  Vbl^ Tan  .^^i^.ff  "'^^  P"f-te 
However  in  an  ,.n^  "^  "  an  entire  commonwea  th. 

names  of  th"hTeeS  cor-°'  *'^  "^P  ^PP^^-''  ^^e 
for  the  first  district  CnZT'Tr''  J°""  ^<=Nish 
James  DarreuSe^S  "'  '"'  ^"^  ^^"=°"^'  «"<! 

of  San  Fran^cSKn:'  t^h^^^'o'^IX^S-": 
committee  of  ranchers    l,,^  u  ,  ^"^  *  political 

Wn,  the  caSa     of'    e'Sj^and  7"'"  ^'"^ 

si"^;:?;  ^^B  ^  V "-- °  "ne'Scrd 

^..  MTNrrabfdr  2rir  T^n^^^''"^^  ^''^  ^^  ^^  ^ 

the  conservative  memW  of  ttl^V'u  "''^^'^'^  *"  ^ 

•iidate,  it  wasTruTTnd  f  1,,^  ,     "''•  '^^  '^'^''''  «=«"- 

t  was  true,  and  faithful  to  their  interests,  but  a 


111 


ago 


The  Octopus 


i 


iSr.  Tl'  '•'"l?*"*'^''  »*»y«d  by  no  such  violent  emo- 
tions  as  his  colleagues. 

Ostertnan's  dexterity  had  at  last  succeeded  in  entang. 
ling  Magnus  inextricably  in  the  new  politics.    The  fa 
mous  League,  organised  in  the  heat  of  passion  the  night 
of  Anmxters  barn  dance,  had  been  consolidated  all 
.,™u  ./      *'"'"  "'°"""'-    ^^^  executive  committee,  of 
which  Magnus  was  chairman,  had  been,  through  Oster- 
man  s  manipulation,  merged  into  the  old  committee  com- 
posed  of  Broderson.  Annixter,  and  himself.    Promptlv 
thereat  he  had  resigned  the  chairmanship  of  thi  commit- 
tee,  thus  leaving  Magnus,  at  its  head.    Precisely  as  Oster- 
man  had  planned,  Magnus  was  now  one  of  them     The 
new  committee  accordingly  had  two  objects  in  view:  to 
resist  the  attempted  grabbing  of  their  lands  by  the  Rail- 
road, and  to  push  forward  their  own  secret  scheme  ot 
electing  a  board  of  railroad  commissioners  who  should 
regulate  wheat  rates  so  as  to  favour  the  ranchers  of  the 

^ll°'"^Ti  ^*"  '''"'* "''"  ^"^  P^-^Pt'y  taken  to  the 
aHwer  J'  "J:*  S^'"''"8:-fixing  the  price  of  the  lands 
at  wenty  and  thirty  dollars  an  acre  instead  of  two-bit- 
terly  and  stubbornly  fought.  But  delays  occurred,  the 
process  of  the  law  was  interminable,  and  in  the  intervals 
the  committee  addressed  itself  to  the  work  of  seating  the 
Ranchers  Commission,"  as  the  projected  Board  of 
commissioners  came  to  be  called. 

It  was  Harran  who  first  suggested  that  his  brother, 
Lyman,  be  put  forward  as  the  candidate  for  this  district. 
At  once  the  proposition  had  a  great  success.  Lyman 
seemed  made  for  the  place.  While  allied  by  every  tie 
of  bcK,d  to  the  ranching  interests,  he  had  never  been 
Identified  with  them.  He  was  city-bred.  The  Railroad 
would  not  be  over-suspicious  of  him.  He  was  a  good 
lawyer  a^  good  business  man,  keen,  clear-headed,  far- 
sighted,  had  already  some  practical  knowledge  of  pol- 
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marie,  had  to  be  captured  «r'"^^  '^'"'"-  '^''*  P"' 
and  when  the  conve„«on  /«  k?!,''  ""''  ''^  ""^  '"«'"'*. 
^ary  to  buy  outriglt  the  vote,  f'  "  *"'  '"""''  "««- 
campaign  fund  ralVd  hv        ?  u"'"'"  ^*'*^'"-    The 

.o^e  extent  of  fi::thora„?:;,r  ^"  '^''^"  "^" 

uSj^onTwlyraX''^  *'^  ^°""''«°"-    ^^^ 
of  courselhat  the IZn^"!      '"u'  '""^^'"^  ***  «  "^^ter 

Fora  whole  weekTf^!^  """""^  ~"''""=**d. 

of  the  deal.  Ma^  hX,VoTT"''''°"  °'  ""'  P^* 
«««,  alleging  tlTa^he  tS Twhi  r^'' "^"""^  *° '''= 
">e  truth.    The  shameT.T^h  \  *'*  "°*  *"'■  ^™™ 

what  h.  had  done  wTre  to  Lt  th"""''  '"^  '"""'"^  "* 
-M  no  longer  wTC!:'"i  ^^^7 t^S"  «^ 
ourse  of  deception  with  his  wife  M^r!'  .H  ^*"  * 
M  resolved  to  break  v^hh  Z  \,  *"*"  """^O'  he 

disposition.  aLtg'hrothett:'"'''  '!"■■•  '"'^•"^ 
B«  now  it  was  tof  lal  h  '"■°"^'*  *'"'°"t  h™- 
ioined  the  LeZe     He  .'  Z^'  ^^"^^''^-    "*  ^ad 

-iht  mean    ^d  sint^rtr^aVt^^^^^^  "'  ''^  '''^^-'-" 

"'ededallitsstrenSffiehUh  V"^  """^  '^''^"  '' 
a  mere  deal  in  K,^      ,•  •  ^     *'^^  '*"''  <^ases.  More  than 

--pe.essiy^;s^^,;tr^;--^^^ 
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diMOlubly  knitted  into  the  texture  of  Right  He  wai 
blinded,  diatzied,  overwhelmed,  caught  in  the  current  of 
event*,  and  hurried  along  he  knew  not  where.  He  re- 
signed himself. 

In  the  end,  and  after  much  ostenUtiout  opposition  on 
the  part  of  the  railroad  heelers,  Lyman  was  nominated 
and  subsequently  elected. 

When  this  consummation  was  reached  Magnus,  Oster- 
man,  Broderson,  and  Annixter  stared  at  each  other. 
Their  wildest  hopes  had  not  dared  to  fix  themselves  upon 
so  easy  a  victory  as  this.  It  was  not  believable  that  the 
corporation  would  allqw  itself  to  be  fooled  so  easily, 
would  rush  open-eyed  into  the  trap.  How  had  it  hap- 
pened ? 

Osterman,  however,  threw  his  hat  into  the  air  with 
wild  whoops  of  delight.  Old  Broderson  permitted  him- 
self a  feeble  cheer.  Even  Magnus  beamed  satisfaction. 
The  other  members  of  the  League,  present  at  the  time, 
shook  hands  all  around  and  spoke  of  opening  a  few 
bottles  on  the  strength  of  the  occasion.  Annixter  alone 
was  recalcitrant. 

"  It's  too  easy,"  he  declared.  "  No,  I'm  not  satisfied. 
Where's  Shelgrim  in  all  this?  Why  don't  he  show  his 
hand,  damn  his  soul?  The  thing  is  yellow,  I  tell  you. 
There's  a  big  fish  in  these  waters  somewheres.  I  don't 
know  his  name,  and  I  don't  know  his  game,  but  he's  mov- 
ing round  off  and  on,  just  out  of  sight.  If  you  think 
you've  netted  him,  I  don't,  that's  all  I've  got  to  say." 

But  he  was  jeered  dow.i  as  a  croaker.  There  was  the 
Commission.  He  couldn't  get  around  that,  could  he? 
There  was  Darrell  and  Lyman  Derrick,  both  pledged  to 
the  ranches.  Good  Lord,  he  was  never  satisfied.  He'd 
be  obstinate  till  the  very  last  gun  was  fired.  Why,  if  he 
got  drowned  in  a  river  he'd  float  tip-stream  just  to  be 
contrary. 


A  Story  of  Califcraia 


293 

'ng  up  the  bu..nes.  left  over  by  the  old  board  and  in  «ie 

«deratfon  of  a  revision  of  the  tariff  for  the  carriaife  of 

^ZH""^  '^'  ^""  J"*""""  Valley  and  tide-waTr 

Both  Lyman  and  Darrell  were  pledged  to  an^eire 
jn^per  cent,  cut  of  the  grain  rates  thro'ughoutThee„^ 

The  typewriter  returned  with  the  letter,  for  Lyman  to 

Sr  ^   J  '.  *°"''"'"S.  the  while,  what  would 

1«  ome  of  his  practice  during  the  time  he  was  involved 

Bu  LwTT  °'  *"'=  '''"^''"^'  ^^'"■°»''  Commission 
drawll :«  '  r"'  f  ""^  "'°'"'"'  """^  Lyman  was 
ir  stLf."  t^eltrtWe"^*"  '"■"  *""  ''^''^'^ 

his'h^nds' "  whv'  ?"^^  ''"'"""■  ^■"""'"^  "P-  -*-<»-« 
alltrnfon-  *V"''**"'P"^'=-  I  didn't  expect  you 
a  tJI  to-n.ght.    Come  in,  come  in  and  sit  down.    Have  a 

glass  of  sizz-water,  Governor." 

The  others  explained  that  they  had  come  uo  "fmm 

flcT  a^'^-'f '  *'^^°^'''  ^^  *■'«  Executrcom'm  r 

ot  the  League  had  received  a  despatch  from  the  lawyers 

had  retained  to  fight  the  Railroad,  that  the  j-„d«  o 

tSd^Shth^^^-r^^^ '''  *-  --  - 

thelxt  iy  '^''*  ^  '""'•^'^'^ '°  •'^"'^  '^°^'>  his  decision 
/2  ''^"."^^r  the  announcement  of  the  new  grading 
"rough  S.  Behrman,  to  lease  the  disputed  lands  to  the 
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r^ttn  '"?"««  .<«««•  The  offer  l»d  been  angrily 
^'TL*"^  the  Railrcd  had  put  up  the  land,  for  miI 
•t  Ruggle.'.  office  in  Bonneville.  At  the  exorbium 
kT"  "")**';''"y*»  promptly  appeared-dummy  buyer, 
beyond  .hadow  of  doubt,  acting  either  for  the  LlroS 
or  lor  S.  Behmian-men  hitherto  unknown  in  the 

fZ7h'     •.       ;.    ^"""""t  """ong  them,  and  bidding 
waVoeSr  "  ''  '"""'•'  °"  ''"""'"'''  "''^■'' 

»lf.  fi  JJl*  ^""^'  "f ''«**"K  the  corporation's  section,  to  these 

fictitious  purchasers  was  solemnly  gone  through  with  a^ 

.eS„"*Th  "•  '^"  ^"r"  K""'""««'"8  them  pos- 
Mssion.     The  'eague  refused  to  allow  the  supposed 
buyers  to  come  upon  the  land,  and  the  Railroad.  faV^,f. 
^.ts  p  edge  in  the  matter  of  guaranteeing  its  dumm ie 
possession,  at  once  began  suits  in  ejectment  in  the  d 
trict  court  in  Visalia.  the  county  seat. 

fnilT  *''"  r"™""^  '^"^'^'  ♦•>«>  '«onnaisance  in 
force,  the  cornbatants  feeling  each  other's  strength,  will- 
wg  to  proceed  with  caution,  postponing  the  actual  death- 

S^d^r^JL"  ^At  V"  '^'^  ""^  strengthened  its  position 
and  organised  its  forces. 

During  the  time  the  cases  were  on  trial  at  Visalia  S 
Behrpian  was  much  in  evidence  in  and  about  the  courts. 
The  trial  It,,  f,  after  tedious  preliminaries,  was  brief. 
The  ranchers  lost.    The  test  cases  we«;  immediately  car- 

Tcn^  Z^u  """'''  ^*''*"  ^"■'="''  Court  in  San  Fran- 
cisco. At  the  moment  the  decision  of  this  court  was 
pending. 

"Why,  this  is  news."  exclaimed  Lyman,  in  response  to 

he  Governor  s  announcement ;  "  I  did  not  expect  them 

to  be  so  prompt.    I  was  in  co  irt  only  last  week  and  there 

seemed  to  be  no  end  of  business  ahead.    I  suppose  you 

are  very  anxious  ?  "  '^'^     " 
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cloth  that  had  been  tSirLuS* ''!'.'  °'  '"«•'  ''^««d- 

'"i.  He  wa.  .i,r;™jr  fS«''S'^'  --- 

happier,  never  more  nearly  iovi-i  "'  *"  "«v" 

military,  more  alert.  aXoyant  ."haT  T' ''''''  """« 
my  of  his  two  aoni.    He  h™«!,  "'*",*'""  '"  'h'  com- 

c-np,e.  of  young  « J^^o^'^eSlft'r::'' h''*  "^  """ 
tire  nation.  «uted  throughout  the  en- 

invwtigati  m  has  W„  "  ?  ""^  '"  •"»  »'«»»•  "  The 
V'W'atnal.  OuJ^ase  "hts  T'  -'""P'"'*  *''""  '"the 
•Mde  too  much  talk    Thl  '  "  '^  «°°^-    I*  has 

a  decision  for  theTai  J^^.  '^y^ZT'.Z  '"'  '*"''- 
■n  black  and  white-and    h.  .        "  '"^  agreement 

'«d.    HowraiionTTtaJunH^K  "",»''''  ^"~*d  »- 
'  Well  u,.ii  .    .    around  those  ?  " 

™:p  iCs"  ^''"  '"°^  '■"  *  '-  "o-s  now."  re- 

-SgitS'X'^rTn^'r  ?f'   "•'  "   '-  *i. 

"It  seemed  undigmfied  k1  °  "  '"""^^  " 

T-ha"  know  X  enouglf »  '""''^''  "«=  ^-"nor. 

-rt^^::;d"->^^^^-S^ 
— ur--2-ri--ip-^ 
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There  are  over  half  a  million  acres  of  the  San  Joaquin  in- 
volved. In  some  cases  of  the  smaller  ranches,  it  is  the 
confiscation  of  the  whole  of  the  rancher's  land.  If  this 
thing  goes  through,  it  will  absolutely  beggar  nearly  a 
hundred  men.  Broderson  wouldn't  have  a  thousand 
acres  to  his  name.    Why,  it's  monstrous." 

"But  the  corporations  offered  to  lease  these  lands," 
remarked  Lyman.  "  Are  any  of  the  ranchers  taking  up 
that  offer — or  are  any  of  them  buying  outright?  " 
^^  " Buying  1  At  the  new  figure!"  exclaimed  Harran, 
"  at  twenty  and  thirty  an  acre  I  Why,  there's  not  one  in 
ten  that  can.  They  are  land-poor.  And  as  for  leasing 
—leasing  land  they  vii^ually  own— no,  there's  precious 
few  are  doing  that,  thank  God !  That  would  be  acknowl- 
edging the  railroad's  ownership  right  away— forfeiting 
their  rights  for  good.  None  of  the  Leaguers  are  doing  it, 
I  know.   That  would  be  the  rankest  treachery." 

He  paused  for  a  moment,  drinking  the  rest  >  f  the 
mineral  water,  then  interrupting  Lyman,  who  was  about 
to  speak  to  Presley,  drawing  him  into  the  conversation 
through  politeness,  said:  "Matters  are  just  romping 
•ight  along  to  a  crisis  these  days.  It's  a  make  or  break 
for  the  wheat  growers  of  the  State  now,  no  mistake. 
Here  are  the  land  cases  and  the  new  grain  tariff  drawing 
to  a  head  at  about  the  same  time.  If  we  win  our  land 
cases,  there's  your  new  freight  rates  to  be  applied,  and 
then  all  is  beer  and  skittles.  Won't  the  San  Joaquin  go 
wild  if  we  pull  it  off,  and  I  believe  we  will." 

"  How  we  wheat  growers  are  exploited  and  trapped 
and  deceived  at  every  turn,"  observed  Magnus  sadly. 
"  The  courts,  the  capitalists,  the  railroads,  each  of  them 
in  turn  hoodwinks  us  into  some  new  and  wonderful 
scheme,  only  to  betray  us  in  the  end.  Well,"  he  added, 
turning  to  Lyman,  "  one  thing  at  least  we  can  depend  on. 
We  will  cut  their  grain  rates  for  them,  eh,  Lyman?" 
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file's.  '""'"^  ""'  '^^^  -'^  -ttled  himself  in  his  of- 

sir"' htT;id"'^.?es\e"^r  ""''  ^"'^  ^^  ^"o"*  that, 
-per  cent,  cut  th'irugrouUh:  Stl^;  "'"-^''  ^-"^"^ 
But  I  am  going  to  wL  !„  (^"'!' "^  "^^  ^^  P'"'^^^" 
™;  don't  expect  too  much  a"'fiS  Th  '  ""'  T'  ""- 
after  twenty  years'  training  t  T  '^"  ^^°'  ^^^" 

can  draw  an  equitaSr  ,111,  "P'""^"""  °'  '^"™^ds. 
freight  .tes  ^lTsk^:^%::^i^^  -"^dule  of 
■s  capable  of  governing-  th^  tt  P°'"' ^"<^  common  point, 
-n  h-nes,  an5  leased  ?int  ^"d  :^-':^*"-  ^"^^  -'"' 
the  laws  governing  rr,rr,Z    '         P°'"'*  °^  transfer,  and 

the  Inter-ltateTrmTrrc^mr  •'  ^"V'"^  ""'"^^  "^ 
ter  has  become  so    cZf    7'"""**'°".  the  whole  mat- 

-Idn't  straighten  itZJndT  ''''''''''''  ''''"-^ 
'te  railroad  commis  io^' wll^  u  '^"  ''  ^^  "P^-^ted 
fenlc-as  ours  wal  for  l!.  '^'^'^i^osen-^ell,  let's  be 
men  who  don't  know  °he  d  ffe^  'T  °"'  ^  ""'»'-'•  °f 
charge  and  a  differrntiaj  SJ  "  '''''"^^"  ^  ^^"t^Wng 
whole  business  in  sS  montW V'''  T^"^  '°  '"^^'^^^  *« 
fool  can  do  that  anv  7r^  "!'  '   ^"'  ^^'«  '•  yes,  any 

'WO.  but  if  you  c'u uL  W t  rf  °"^  '^""^  '"^-d  of 
,  and  if  the  railroad  iTn  Z  out  «         °"  '^  ""^  P^*"  <^*"*- 
^d  show  that  your  leTrZ       '"J""*=^'°"'  ««  you  up 

1 1?^'^  -  a  profit,  c\::i!::Xt^::^ti  "^^-^ 

I  '^e  L^r^"^™;  ^-  r  --"--^^^^  said 
^-  win  be  fair  to  thT  r  ilfoadVL"^  ^  '  '^"°- 
Fairness  to  the  corooratinr.  •   f  •  '  "  ^11  we  want. 

we  won't  expect  voutn      l^'""'"'  *°  '^^  ^^rmer,  and 
ofhand   Taryo„7rim:    wi"'  *^  "''"'^  "*-«-  out 

"And  suppose  th.         )^^  ^^^n  afford  to  wait." 
M  and  r  Lfan  rCsT'-  ''^  »  -"-d 

I    ^e  one-time  mining  king,  the  most  redoubtable  poker 
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player  of  Calaveras  County,  permitted  himself  a  mo- 
mentary twinkle  of  his  eyes. 

"  By  then  it  will  be  too  late.  We  will,  all  of  us,  have 
made  our  fortunes  by  then." 

The  remark  left  Presley  astonished  out  of  all  meas- 
ure. He  never  could  accustom  himself  to  these  strange 
lapses  in  the  Governor's  character.  Magnus  was  by  na- 
ture a  public  man,  judicious,  deliberate,  st.  nding  firm 
for  principle,  yet  upon  rai  occasion,  by  some  such  re- 
mark as  this,  he  would  betray  the  presence  of  a  sub- 
nature  of  recklessness,  inconsistent,  all  at  variance  with 
his  creeds  and  tenets.    , 

At  the  very  bottom,  when  all  was  said  and  done,  Mag- 
nus remained  the  Forty-niner.    Deep  down  in  his  heart 
the  spirit  of  the  Adventurer  yet  persisted.    "  We  will  all 
of  us  have  made  fortunes  by  then."    That  was  it  pre- 
cisely.   "  After  us  the  deluge."    For  all  his  public  spirit, 
for  all  his  championship  of  justice  and  truth,  his  respect 
for  law,  Magnus  remained  the  gambler,  willing  to  play 
for  colossal  stakes,  to  hazard  a  fortune  on  the  chance  of 
winning  a  million.     It  was  the  true  California  spirit 
that  found  expression  through  him,  the  spirit  of  the 
West,  unwilling  to  occupy  itself  with  details,  refusing  to 
wait,  to  be  patient,  to  achieve  by  legitimate  plodding; 
the'  miner's  instinct  of  wealth  acquired  in  a  single  night  j 
prevailed,  in  spite  of  all.    It  was  in  this  frame  of  mind 
that  Magnus  and  the  multitude  of  other  ranchers  of 
whom  he  was  a  type,  farmed  their  ranches.    They  had  no  | 
love  for  their  land.    They  were  not  attached  to  the  soil. 
They  worked  their  ranches  as  a  quarter  of  a  century  be- 
fore they  had  worked  their  mines.    To  husband  the  re- 
sources of  their  marvellous  San  Joaquin,  they  considered 
niggardly,  petty,  Hebraic.    To  get  all  there  was  out  of 
the  land,  to  squeeze  it  dry,  to  exhaust  it,  seemed  their  I 
policy.    When,  at  last,  the  land  worn  out,  would  refuse  [ 
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to  yield,  they  would  invest  Hi-i-  ™ 

\^^^'^^:x^;:'T^':'r"'y^^  *"-  to 

can  wait  there  for  ^fe^   7  S:'Jn':'£^  '^-    ^°" 

as  anywhere  else   anrf  T  cV  ,j  ?m        ^"^^'on  as  well 

Ipbce/  I  have  ]L  i'ed^"''  "''  '^  '""'^  ^^  *"« 

Hardly  a  man  entered  that  did  ^  T  "''^  ''PP*'*^"*- 

\Zt  gentl    SsTff  H-rr''  ""''  *°  '"  "«  --eJ 
ii^rtnfaX       ''*^'  ^^^"  *°  '"-  -ho.  he 

I  who  wore  his  hair  '^nJ     u  '  ''^'"'^3'antly  dressed, 

Ui  •■  itl™  "rr '  °™  ■""• " "'  ■'  »■"'  1° 
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essential.     Every  man  who  could  vote,  blackguard  or 
gentleman,  was  to  be  conciliated,  if  possible.    He  made  it 
his  study  to  become  known  throughout  the  entire  com- 
munity— to  put  influential  men  under  obligations  to  him- 
self.    He  never  forgot  a  name  or  a  face.     With  every- 
body he  was  the  hail-fellow-well-met.    His  ambition  was 
not  trivial.    In  his  disregard  for  small  things,  he  resem- 
bled his  father.     Municipal  office  had  no  attraction  for 
him.     His  goal  was  higher.     He  had  planned  his  life 
twenty  years  ahead.    Already  Sheriff's  Attorney,  Assist- 
ant District    \ttorney  and  Railroad  Commissioner,  he  I 
could,  if  he  desired,  attain  the  office  of  District  Attorney  j 
itself.    Just  now,  it  Was  a  question  with  him  whether  or  i 
not  it  would  be  politic  to  fill  this  office.     Would  it  ad- 
vance or  sidetrack  him  in  the  career  he  had  outlined  for 
himself?     Lyman  wanted  to  be  something  better  than 
District  Attorney,  better  than  Mayor,  than  State  Sen-  j 
ator,  or  even  than  member  of  the  United  States  Congress,  | 
He  wanted  to  be,  in  fact,  what  his  father  was  only 
name — to  succeed  where  Magnus  had  failed.    He  wanted  | 
to  be  governor  of  the  State.     He  had  put  his  teeth  to 
gether,  and,  deaf  to  ail  other  considerations,  blind  to  all 
other  issues,  he  worked  with  the  infinite  slowness,  the  I 
unshakable  tenacity  of  the  coral  insect  to  this  one  end. 

After  luncheon  was  over,  Lyman  ordered  cigars  and! 
liqueurs,  and  with  the  three  others  returned  to  the  mainj 
room  of  the  club.  However,  their  former  place  in  tkel 
round  window  was  occupied.  A  middlt:-aged  man,  witlil 
iron  grey  hair  and  moustache,  who  wore  a  frock  coat; 
a  white  waistcoat,  and  in  some  indefin3.ble  manner  sugj 
gested  a  retired  naval  officer,  waa  sitting  at  their  table! 
smoking  a  long,  thin  cigar.  At  sight  of  him,  Presleyj 
became  animated.  He  uttered  a  mild  exclamation: 
/  "Why,  isn't  that  Mr.  Cedarquist?" 

" Cedarquist ? "  repeated  Lyman  Derrick.    "I  know| 
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we"-    Yes,  of  course,  it  is."  he  continueH     ••  r 
ernor,  you  must  know  him.    He  is  one  o^lr  °'" 

live  men.    You  would  en.^,?!  n  °  """  '"^P'^esenta- 

•-■^ «...  HX™;;,TS;,xsrH"?  °'"t 

man— a  capitalist  "  "Jougn.    He  s  a  rich 

.i"ash?Sth^-:t™r^^^^^^^^^^^^      ^-^- 

"Hello,  Pres,  my  bov    hT?  !u     ^'''^'^^  ^'  ^'^^^'i'- 
P-n,  getting  ;„'>    "°^  "  "'^  ^^^''t'  ^^e  very  great 

IVeaboutgivenuptL?dea\lf  ''^",,  "^•'  ^^«' 
what  you  might  Jn  •  llvfng  issues  -Tw  "rr"  '"*'^"*  '" 
5/hat  I-m  getting  ..UTd  ^h^f^- f -- 

Shelgrim,  Mr.  DerS    with  ^  ^"'"^^'"^  y''"- %ht  with 

He  raised  his  drinTothTst;^  sSr- H  ^".^^^"" 
(cess  to  you."  ^-       Here's  sue- 

f"  ;- a^t-Ci^S'  K^-    —  "^^^^^^ 

Mffion-Dollar  S2  f„d  fL"  'T""  "'*"  ^  P™i-*^d 

|"'oment  was  the  ZkoflJ^ T        *""''  ^^''''  ^'  ^^^^t 

I  be  erected  a„d  ni,    L'*""  "'y'  "'•^a'"  statues  were  to 

'"ther  the  pretetL:!  of  r°  W^-^"'^  *"«"-«  *° 
I  pretensions  of  a  sculptor  friend  of  his.  who 
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wished  to  be  Art  Director  of  the  affair.  In  the  matter  of 
th.s  Fair  and  Flower  Festival,  Hartrath  was  not  lackin. 
m  enthusiasm.  He  addressed  the  others  with  extrava 
gant  gestures,  blinking  his  inflamed  eyelids. 

"  A  million  dollars,"  he  exclaimed.    "  Hey!  think  of 
that.     Why,  do  you  know  that  we  have  five  hundred 
thousand  practically  pledged  already?   Talk  about  pub- 
lic spint,  gentlemen,  this  is  the  most  public-spirited  citv 
on  the  continent.    And  the  money  is  not  thrown  away 
We  will  have  Eastern  visitors  here  by  the  thousands- 
capitalists— men  with  money  to  invest.    The  million  we 
spend  on  our  fair  wiU  be  money  in  our  pockets.    Ah 
you  should  see  how  the  women  of  this  city  are  taking 
hold  of  the  matter.    They  are  giving  all  kinds  of  little 
entertainments,  teas, '  Olde  Tyme  Singing  Skules,'  ama- 
teur theatricals,  gingerbread  fetes,  all  for  the  benefit  of 
the  fund,  and  the  business  men,  too-pouring  out  their 
money  uke  water.    It  is  splendid,  splendid,  to  see  a  com- 
munity so  patriotic." 

The  manufacturer,  Cedarquist,  fixed  the  artist  with  a  j 
glance  of  melancholy  interest. 

"And  how  much,"  he  remarked,  "will  they  contrib- 
ute—your gingerbread  women  and  public-spirited  capi 
tahsts,  towards  the  blowing  up  of  the  ruins  of  the  Atlas  j 
Ironworks?"  ! 

"Blowing  up?    I  don't  understand,"  murmured  the 
artist,  surprised. 

"  When  you  get  your  Eastern  capitalists  out  here  with 
your  Million-Dollar  Fair,"  continued  Cedarquist,  "yoii 
don't  propose,  do  you,  to  let  them  see  a  Million-Dollar  I 
Iron  Foundry  standing  idle,  because  of  the  indifference  [ 
of  San  Francisco  business  men?    They  might  ask  perti- 
nent questions,  your  capitalists,  and  we  should  have  to  I 
answer  that  our  business  men  preferred  to  invest  their  j 
money  in  comer  lots  and  government  bonds,  rather  than  | 
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«"s^  '^f zf'aisrr'  ^-'^^^^^  ^«  ^^-^ 

imbhc  statues,  andfouSr,     T"'    ^^  ^°"''  *»"* 

'"'■keus?  Isn't  it  like  us?"  h.T''"'"''P"'^^-  ^''"'t 
an,ela„choly  commenuLnF'''   '""'=''  ^^^'y-  "  What 

fooled.    Do  you  suppo  e  Shel  °™'*    "''"  *»    be 

whole  San  JoaWSlev  into  fT  r'*^  "=°"^^'-'  'he 
Indifference  to  p^b^  affaTrt-  '  ^"^  ^"'^  °**=™"«? 
'•'"'Psusall.    Our  State  rr'^^'"  indifference,  it 

J-  -d  your  MiWD^nfr  Sr^H^^^'^'^'^- 
Hartrath  with  a  quiet  smiU  "If  •  "^  '"""^'^  *» 
you,  Mr.  Hartrath  that  Tef'h  ".  ^"''  ""'=''  "«"  as 

a  sham  of  tinsel  and  Lstebotd"'"  °/ ""  Y°"  organise 
Wis,  beat  a  gong  at^  f.  °  f  '  "^     °"  ^°°''^  <=«?  «"d 

;;eersyoua„d^roUicU'  ^1  rtt^  ^'^  ^^°^^ 
bread  fete;  yes,  I  saw  it  in  f„ri  M    /  u        ^°"''  8^"&er- 

the  grounds  o    one  of  Jo„r  /'''  °'''"^  "'g'«  °" 

Street.    I  was  onmyZuT'^":'  ""'''''  °"  Sutter 

meeting  of  the  AtU.  r^      ""  ^-'°'"  *''«  '^st  board 

"■y  God!  and  thelts  n^T'J!^-     ^  ^"'Serbread  f7te. 

financial  ba^Ji^J  "^f  ^£  ^ J"i„g  down  for  wa/t  of 

Eastern  investor,  in  o^er  to  !h  '  ^^"'  '°  ='«^^'=*  the 
™«ingmill,  wherein  the  onlt  a  f  >  u"  "''^"''°"^'' 
"ant  material  and  scrap  sSl"''  "  "'^  '"'^  °*  ''"'■ 

Lyman,  however,  interferpH      tk       ■.      . 
«n"ng  strained.    Hetriedtot     r'  "*"^*"°"  ^»^  ^e- 
"-e  artist,  the  manufactnrl      Tf'^'^  '^^  '^'^^  nien-- 
e'ements.     BurHartrar    '  '"m.-'^'  '"™"'  ^"^  -'^^"ng 

fthefeltaccu.'SaS^'^S'Z  ?  ??•  ^"^  '^"^^^ 
A  picture  of  his-"  A  V5     1  u    '  ^°°^  '"'"^^"  ^^ay. 

•"•n^  "-was  to  be  raffled  nth     ,  T  ^°"''"  ^°^'^  F°o^- 
°f  the  Fair.    He  Ssel     1  1°°'"^  ^^-^  "'^  benefit 

Ke  disappeared  '  """'  '"  "''^"•^^  ^f  the  matter. 
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Cedarquist  looked  after  him  with  contemplative  in- 
terest.  Then,  turning  to  Magnus,  excused  himself  for 
the  acridity  of  his  words. 

"He's  no  worse  than  many  others,  and  the  people 
of  this  State  and  city  are,  after  all,  only  a  little  more 
addle-headed  than  other  Americans."  It  was  his 
favourite  topic.  Sure  of  the  interest  of  his  hearers,  he 
unburdened  himself. 

"  If  I  were  to  name  the  one  crying  evil  of  American 
life,  Mr.  Derrick,"  he  continued,  "  it  would  be  me  in- 
difference of  the  better  people  to  public  affairs.    It  is  so 
in  aU  our  great  centres.   There  are  other  great  trusts, 
God  knows,  in  the  United  States  besides  our  own  dear  P. 
and  S.W.  Railroad.  Every  State  has  its  own  grievance! 
If  it  is  not  a  railroad  trust,  it  is  a  sugar  trust,  or  an  oil 
trust,  or  an  industrial   trust,  that   exploits   the    People 
because  the  People  allow  it.    The  indifference  of  the 
People  is  the  opportunity  of  the  despot.     It  is  as  true 
as  that  the  wliole  is  greater  than  the  part,  and  the  maxim 
is  so  old  that  it  is  trite— it  is  laughable.    It  is  neglected 
and  disused  for  the  sake  of  some  new  ingenious  and 
complicated  theory,  some  wonderful  scheme  of  reorgan- 
isation, but  the  fact  remains,  nevertheless,  simple,  funda- 
mental, everlasting.  The  People  have  but  to  say  '  No,' 
and  not  the  strongest  tyranny,  political,  religious,  or 
financial,  that  was  ever  organised,  could  survive  one 
week." 

The  others,  absorbed,  attentive,  approved,  nodding 
their  heads  in  silence  as  the  manufacturer  finished. 

"  That's  one  reason,  Mr.  Derrick,"  the  other  resumed 
after  a  moment,  "  why  I  have  been  so  glad  to  meet  you. 
You  and  your  League  are  trying  to  say  '  No '  to  the 
trust.  I  hope  you  will  succeed.  If  your  example  will 
rally  the  People  to  your  cause,  you  will.  Otherwise-" 
he  shook  his  head. 
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are  well  met   indeed  tL  *  Particular  enemy.    We 

lethargy  of  the  pSi  c  anJ!^  !  '  two  nnllstones  of  the 
'he  two  great  evils  of  m;3e';Z^"''°V'  *'''  ''™**' 
'^je  i.  yo„r  epic  poem"'reld'y"ti^:2    ^^"'  ""'  ''^^• 

.llSrarorortSt"'  '""'*^'  •''•'»•    ^""^  «''<' 

i".  his  theories?  hTa'SrSr^"  'T'^^''"''"- 
Magnus,  he  continued  Addressing  himself  to 

^y  sari:;rn:t'e*L?"t  "^""^^  -*  - 

in?  of  ships-steel  sail.W  .^°       .^"*'"'**'-    ^he  build- 

of".ine,-f^rtSrpur^Te^i''V^'^"  '"'  »"'»'-" 
ean  wheat.  For  y^ni'hll'  tJ-"^' *" ^^^'^  Ameri- 
An>erican  wheat,  ^^t  l^Wy'"^}^''  ''"^«'-°«  of 
Let  me  explain  At  prSt  »lf  "7"^  "  »  *«"y- 
?«s  to  Liverpool  and  from  ti  f  °"'"-  ^"'°™'*  ^""t 
,  the  world,    a^;  cin™^.f  ^*  P""^  "  distributed  over 

'  ^-youngmen  "'heS:;  oP«7  /  "^  *"'^  »'  '*• 
,  ™.  "will  live  to  see  it    Onr  .    ,   ''?'Ly'nan,and  Har- 
f'^t  word  of  this  LL?  lu    "'"'^  '*  '"'°"t  done.  The 
"on.  Theg?  atlXrhft""';'^''"  *«=^"  P^°<J-- 
feten  to  me  you  youn  °w,    M    u'*''  ""^^^  *'"  ^e- 
ourProducdLl^^refme  -^^^^^^^      As  a  market  f.r 
'■"arket  for  our  Wh^atVulT  ■  '°r"'  '^^^P^^^s 
"■o"  in  Europe  is  not t'cf^    "^^  '/  "^^''^  °"*-    P°P"Ia- 
'"*  the  rapSity  ^f  our  or^"^.'''*  T"^''  *°  keep  up 
»  France,  the  InuIatL  •    "    •°"'    ^"  '"'"^  ^«^«.  as 

20  ^  *  **  '  tremendous  rate. 
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The  rcfult  it  over-production.    We  supply  more  than 
Europe  can  eat,  and  down  go  the  prices.    The  remedy 
is  not  in  the  curtailing  oi  our  wheat  areas,  but  in  this,  we 
must  have  new  markets,  greater  markets.    For  years  we 
liave  been  sending  our  wheat  from  East  to  West,  from 
California  to  Europe.    But  the  time  will  come  when  we 
must  send  it  from  West  to  East.    >Ve  must  march  with 
the  course  of  empire,  not  against  it.    I  mean,  we  must 
look  to  China.    Rice  in  China  is  losing  its  nutritive  qual- 
ity.   The  Asiatics,  though,  must  be  fed;  if  not  on  rice, 
then  on  wheat.    Why,  Mr.  Derrick,  if  only  one-half  the 
population  of  China  ate  a  half  ounce  of  flour  per  man 
per  day  ail  the  wheat  areas  in  California  could  not  feed 
them.    Ah,  if  I  could  only  hammer  that  into  the  brains 
of  every  rancher  of  the  San  Joaquin,  yes,  and  of  every 
owner  of  every  bonanza  farm  in  Dakota  and  Minnesota. 
Send  your  wheat  to  China;  handle  it  yourselves;  do 
away  with  the  middleman ;  break  up  the  Chicago  wheat 
pits  and  elevator  rings  and  mixing  houses.    When  in 
feeding  China  you  have  decreased  the  European  ship- 
ment?    'le  effect  is  instantaneous.    Prices  go  up  in  Eu- 
rope without  having  the  least  effect  upon  the  prices  in 
China.    We  hold  the  key,  we  have  the  wheat, — infinitely 
more  than  we  ourselves  can  eat.    Asia  and  Europe  must 
look  to  America  to  be  fed.    What  fatuous  neglect  of 
opportunity  to  continue  to  deluge  Europe  with  our  sur- 
plus food  when  the  East  trembles  upon  the  verge  of 
starvation  I " 

The  two  men,  Cedarquist  and  Magnus,  continued  the  j 
conversation  a  little  further.    The  manufacturer's  idea  | 
was  new  to  the  Governor.    He  was  greatly  interested. 
He  withdrew   from  the  conversation.     Thoughtful,  he 
leaned  back  in  his  place,  stroking  the  bridge  of  his  beak- 1 
like  nose  with  a  crooked  forefing«.r. 

Cedarquist  turned  to  Harran  and  began  asking  details  j 
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ioo^fne.,,yar„L^  ,r"'^"r',"  *^^         of  polite 

There  had  Jl  .  1  SThelff     °^ .'"""^"U. 
0/  the  farmers  of  hi,  ,L     •  .        ^""  ""••  STievance. 

of  the  West,  he  had  klnfv  ^ff  '  ''"^'  'P'*^  Poe-" 
what  he  chose  'o  coniShriri'n  "'^'*'  "■''''•"^"'  "^ 

lifted   him.     He  li  ™ .  .  ''°°"'  ^'^  "'""*'*  «"<"  "P" 

.hr^ughthesutedrgSrV'S  h""^"'*  '^ 
of  an  epic  poem     I„  .•  ..     '  ""^ndoned  the  idea 

single  v'erse'^Sav  after  rt"  "'  1"'  ""'  *""«"  » 
-t  as  the  re£.r  L^S  tt  ^rTs  'alt^  "f 
came  more  and  more  strain^rf     w  f  ^^^«  **- 

'"•e  light.  It  was  twT  T.  '  ''^  *''*  •"»«"  '■»  it« 
between  Freedo.^  LJ^t         ^*  **"■  *•"  ^^'''''-o'd  war 

of  the  rai^d  shooW^^mT.'  ''"'  "  """  ""  '"''•'•^ 
«ed.  while  the  laZ.M  -^  1      *  "'*P  ""*•  withered 

'h^  State  othVquS  filST"  °(.  ^"""^  P^^'P'*  «>' 
peration.  ^        ''  ''"'=*'  '"'"  *'*h  «  blind  exas- 

-•-  He  had  be^:  ;:\et  a  ^^J'  -f-^e  other- 
t'on  spurred  him  he  wrn»«  j  J°"™'.  As  the  mclina- 
in  this,  sometimes  evl^°*l''°"'"  b's  thoughts  and  idea, 
fo-  times  a  month  2sot  r*''"'^  °C'^  '"^^^  »' 
poems-Milton,  Tennyson    Brf  ^?  ""*''  •""  '^''''  «' 
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•ick  with  over-eflfort,  raging  against  injuitice  and  op- 
preuion,  and  with  not  one  sane  suggestion  as  to  remed; 
or  redress. 

The  butt  of  his  cigarette  scorched  his  fingers  and 
roused  him  from  his  brooding.  In  the  act  of  lighting 
another,  he  glanced  across  the  room  and  was  surprised  to 
see  two  very  prettily  dressed  young  women  in  the  com- 
pany of  an  older  gentleman,  in  a  long  frock  coat,  stand- 
ing before  Hartrath's  painting,  examining  it,  their  heads 
upon  one  side. 

Presley  uttered  a  murmur  of  surprise.  He,  himsclr, 
was  a  member  of  the  club,  and  the  presence  of  women 
within  its  doors,  except 'on  special  occasions,  was  not 
tolerated.  He  turned  to  L>man  Derrick  for  an  explana- 
tion, but  this  other  had  also  seen  the  women  and  ab- 
ruptly exclaimed : 

"I  declare,  I  had  forgotten  about  it.  Why,* this  is 
Laiiies'  Day,  of  course." 

"Why,  yes,"  interposed  Cedarquist,  glancing  at  the 
women  over  his  shoulder.  "  Didn't  you  know  ?  They  let 
'em  in  twice  a  year,  you  remember,  and  this  is  a  double 
occasion.  They  are  going  to  raffle  Hartrath's  picture,— 
for  the  benefit  of  the  Gingerbread  Fair.  Why,  you  are 
not  up  n  date,  Lyman.  This  is  a  sacred  and  religious 
rite, — an  important  public  event." 

"  Of  course,  of  course,"  murmured  Lyman.  He  found 
means  to  survey  Harran  and  Magnus.  Certainly,  neither 
his  father  nor  his  brother  were  dressed  for  the  function 
that  impended.  He  had  been  stupid.  Magnus  invariably 
attracted  attention,  and  now  with  his  trousers  strapped 
under  his  boots,  his  wrinkled  frock  coat — Lyman  twisted 
his  cuffs  into  sight  with  an  impatient,  nervous  move- 
ment of  his  wrists,  glancing  a  second  time  at  his  brother's 
pink  face,  forward  curling,  yellow  hair  and  clothes  of  a 
country  cut.    But  there  was  no  help  for  it.    He  wondered 
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crowd    If.  .  good  chance^^ec  a^Uhe  hi'"'  '"  "1 '"' 
nty.   Do  you  exoect  vn,„  ~1  1   u  ''*  S:""'  <>*  the 

manufacturer.      ^  '  """^  ""^  daughter,,"  „id  ,he 

.our  WMr.T^^^^^^^^^^  u^„ 

".ou':y:^?^X;-^-.  ^'-"  -^^  Cedar^ui.. 

Pol^ted're^.ctittT-  '"%""  *""-"  "»''  'P- 
-d  two.  the  guests  arri,'d"i;'r„'r""  '""'  """^ 
stream.    From  their  ooinf  Iff       .        ''''"°''  ""broken 

ley  looked  on  veryTt^restfS  rJ.  *°  '°"''' ''"''  P'"" 
himself.  affirming^th^  Je  mi»  F''!*'"''""*  ^ad  excused 
folk.  *^     *'  ''*  ""*'  ^°°^  out  for  his  women 

C'ZT,  T  ^'^^-'  f  -St.  were  ladies, 
haunt,  where  their  huIbrdTK..""''""^'"'-  -"-««=»""« 
-"ch  of  their  t  L-wS  '  cer  "'  ?^^  "^"^  '^'  «<> 
and  little.  nervouT  oblTn,/,  "  '''°^  °^  ''"•'«ncy 

from  side  toTde  lit  Tfile"^  o^T'  ""^""^  ^''^'^  ''«<j' 
strange  bam.  They  ^!l1i*  °^  hens  venturing  into  a 
■"'mber  of  the  cluL  Tn"  !^  T'  "'''*"«=''  ^y  a  single 
Wsandpoite^sures  "^.    '•''°"°""  ^'''^  ««"«>« 
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tomshed  at  the  beauty  of  these  women  and  the  elegance 
of  their  toilettes.  The  crowd  thickened  rapidi-  A  mur- 
mur of  conversation  arose,  subdued,  gra.;Ous,  niiv.gl  <; 
with  the  soft  rustle  of  silk,  grenadines,  vel-  -t.  The  fct , 
of  delicate  perfumes  spread  in  the  air,  Videt  de  Pam.e 
Peau  d'Espagne.  Colours  of  the  most  harmonious  blends 
appeared  and  disappeared  at  intervals  in  the  slowly  mov- 
ing press,  touches  of  lavender-tinted  velvets,  pale  violet 
crepes  and  cream-coloured  appliqued  laces. 

There  seemed  to  be  no  need  of  introductions.    Every- 
body appeared  to  be  acquainted.    There  was  no  awk- 
wardness, no  constraint.     The  assembly  disengaged  an 
impression  of  refined  pleasure.    On  every  hand,  innumer- 
able dialogues  seemed  to  go  forward  easily  and  naturally 
without    break    or    interruption,  witty,    engaging,    the 
couple  never  at  a  loss  for  repartee.     A  third  party  wa. 
gracefully  included,  then  a  fourth.    Little  groups  wer- 
formed,-groups  that  divided  themselves,  or  melted  into 
other  groups,  or  disintegrated  again  into  isolated  pairs 
or  lost  themselves  in  the  background  of  the  mass,-all 
without  friction,  without  embarrassment,— the  whole  af- 
fair going  forward  of  itself,  decorous,  tactful,  well-bred 

At  a  distance,  and  not  too  loud,  a  stringed  orchestra 
sent  up  a  pleasing  hum.  Waiters,  with  brass  buttons  on 
their  full  dress  coats,  went  from  group  to  group,  silent, 
unobtrusive,  serving  salads  and  ices. 

But  the  focus  of  the  assembly  was  the  little  space  be- 
fore Hartrath's  painting.  It  was  called  "  A  Study  of  the 
Contra  Costa  Foothills,"  and  was  set  in  a  frame  of  nat- 
ura  redwood,  the  bark  still  adhering.  It  was  conspicu- 
ously displayed  on  an  easel  at  the  right  of  the  entrance  to 
th.  mam  room  of  the  club,  and  was  very  large.  In  the 
foregrcuiid,  and  to  the  left,  under  the  shade  of  a  live-oak, 
stw)d  a  couple  of  reddish  cows,  knee-deep  in  a  patch  of 
yellow  poppieii.  while  in  the  right-hand  comer,  to  bal- 
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-ed  b,  broad  dashSofplf  l?;:„^Xr;*^  ^^^^^ 
young  girls  examined  the  Drod„oi^  .. .       '"*"  *°d 

of  admiration,  hazarding  remerH^'f       ' '""™"" 
for  the  exact  balance  betweT"'  P*""'"'  ^^''^'^^ng 
cal  discriminatiorexpresTL^  t^"'™""  P'^'^^  ^"^^  -'*' 
technicahties  of  the  Art  R     I       °'""'°"'  '"  '^'  ""^ 
TheyspoIceofatmo!pheric!ff    r  ^".     P^'"'""«  "'*«"■ 

of  light,  of  th;  subordinaU;n  oT^*;'  l""^  ''^'=°"'Po-tio„ 
"f  interpretation.    °''""^*'°"  °f  "nd.viduality  to  fidelity 

^Z  obseted^ihat'tS  tn^dr'^^'l '"  '''  *"-^"-. 
winded  herstrongly  of  Corot  h'"^  °^  "'"  '"''^^^^  «- 
ried  a  gold  lorgnette  bvT°h.  '""P""'""-  who  car- 
swered:  ^  "^  '=''^"'  ^'■°"nd  her  neck,  an- 

"Ah!  J////,/,  perhaps,  but  not  Corot  " 

'eminiscent  of  DaubSv  InH  .h T'u"  *'  P''^'"^^  ^-^^ 
"""^es  was  altogetreS;,,!"'^.!*^'''"'^''"^  °'  «'«= 
«^  ««/  guite  Corot  •    "'  ^''^^  '^^  &^"««l  effect 

"-und  window,  and  sSl  l^  ^"  *'  ^°»P  >«  the 
^-^  over  the  'sho'ldrof^:  c^ST *'  ^^"'"^  "'^ 
S'-npse  of  the  reddish  cows  th  u'  '^'"^  *°  "''^h  a 
■»:nted  foothills.  He  waTrudH  I*"  ''"'"^•^  ""^  *''«  ^lue 
™'«  ■■"  his  ear,  and  TurnTnt  S'  '7''*=  °^  Cedarquist's 
»  f»«  with  the  ma„„f3 ''""'•  ^°""^  h^^'f  face 
■faBghters.  manufacturer,  h.s  wife  and  his  two 

^- was  a  meeting.    Salutations  were  exchanged. 
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Presley  shaking  hands  all  around,  expressing  his  delight 
at  seeing  his  old  friends  once  more,  for  he  had  known 
the  family  from  his  boyhood,  Mrs.  Cedarquist  being  his 
aunt.  Mrs.  Cedarquist  and  her  two  daughters  declared 
that  the  air  of  Los  Muertos  must  certainly  have  done  him 
a  world  of  good.  He  was  stouter,  there  could  be  no 
doubt  of  it.  A  little  pale,  perhaps.  He  was  fatiguing 
himself  with  his  writing,  no  doubt.  Ah,  he  must  take 
care.  Health  was  everything,  after  all.  Had  he  been 
writing  any  more  verse?  Every  month  they  scanned  the 
magazines,  looking  for  his  name. 

Mrs.  Cedarquist  was  a  fashionable  woman,  the  presi- 
dent or  chairman  of  a  score  of  clubs.     She  was  forever 
running  after  fads,  appearing  continually  in  the  society 
wherein  she  moved  with  new  and  astounding  proteges— 
fakirs  whom  she  unearthed  no  one  knew  where,  discov- 
ering them  long  in  advance  of  her  companions.    Now  if 
was  a  Russian  Countess,  with  dirty  finger  nails,  who  trav- 
elled throughout  America  and  borrowed  money ;  now  an 
Esthete  who  possessed  a  wonderful  collection  of  topaz 
gems,  who  submitted  decorative  schemes  for  the  interior 
arrangement  of  houses  and   who  "received"   in  Mrs. 
Cedarquist's  drawing-rooms  dressed  in  a  white  velvet  cas- 
sock ;  now  a  widow  of  some  Mohammedan  of  Bengal  or 
Rajputana,  who  had  a  blue  spot  in  the  middle  of  her 
forehead  and  who  solicited  contributions  for  her  sisters 
in  affliction;  how  a  certain  bearded  poet,  recently  back 
from  the  Klondike;  now  a  decayed  musician  who  had 
been  ejected  from  a  young  ladies'  musical  conservatory 
of  Europe  because  of  certain  surprising  pamphlets  on 
free  love,  and  who  had  come  to  San  Francisco  to  intro- 
duce the  community  to  the  music  of  Brahms ;  now  a 
Japanese  youth  who  wore  spectacles  and  a  grey  flannel 
shirt  and  who,  at  intervals,  delivered  himself  of  the  most 
astonishing  poems,  vague,  unrhymed,  unmetrical  lucu- 


A  Story  of  California 


brations,  incoherent  bizarre  •  „„  ^.  . 
a  lean,  grey  won^an.  Z: '.Z^  I'^'^'^'r  ^"■^"*«'' 
nor  scientific;  now  ^ZZlt  T  """'"  Christian 
'in.  beard  of 'a„  alXSoTsJS  "'J  '''  '''''- 
S^ttural  voice,  whose  intenslness  lef  v' ^"'^  ^  ™"""^' 
apoplectic ;  now  a  civih-sedrh"u  ^'"'^'"^  ^'l 

a  female  e,oc„tio„ist:X?C^;T^^-;-^^^ 

A^enian,  a  botanist^wTth  a  iew  r°'°'  '  '°"''='°^'  "" 

.-ndli^^S'^  ^^^ -"-table  n^ani^^^^^  decW 
,  on  the  prisons  of  Siberia    If  ■^"  ^°""*^''  ^^^^  t^'ks 
pinchbeck  ornaments  ofTsirr/*.'   ^'^'^'^'^'^    and 
white  cassock,  gave  readW  f ''  "'^  ^^^''^t^'  «  hi« 

-d  ethics.    Th^dr  ri„r  -nTe  '"f  °"^  °^  "* 
caste,  described  the  social  UfoTfu  ''°'^"'"^  °f  her 

f^arded  poet    persoS        f     '  P"°P'"  ^^  home.    The 

^i'd  life  of  the  San  ^  '=°«P°^ition  about  the 

)on.h,  in  the  silk  fbe"  o  thf  T''^-  ■''''  J^P-- 
*s,  read  from  his  own  wo  ks  "t?  Tr^'-^ed 
«rth,  nailed  down  at  n.ViTf  '^^f''^—  The  flat-bordered 
"The  brave,  upright  rafnsth":'"^  ""''•■  ^''^  ^^"-kness," 

fon,iron.bodieVyte3"e"    k"r:'°""  ""^^  ^^-"''^ 
J  frj'ereal,  impressive  black   di,7      ^u"*'^"  ^•^'«"*'«t'  i" 

P'n-psychichy,o.o,'m  The  ,n  .*''  '°"*'"-"'"  ^^^ 
V«'l  dress  suit  and  HslJ  rrj","'' P'"°'"^°'- P"*  °" 
*™oon  and  before  a^  1^'°T  ^*  ^^^  -  the 
"tracts  from  Goethe  and  S^b  .^  '"■"'""  '"^"°«'ed 
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lar.  The  elocutionist  in  cheese-cloth  toga  and  tin  brace- 
lets, rendered  "  The  Isles  of  Greece,  where  burning  Sap- 
pho loved  and  sung."  The  Chinaman,  in  the  robes  of  a 
mandarin,  lectured  on  Confucius.  The  Armenian,  in  fez 
and  baggy  trousers,  spoke  of  the  Unspeakable  Turk.  The 
mandolin  player,  dressed  like  a  bull  fighter,  held  mu- 
sical conversasiones,  interpreting  the  peasant  songs  of 
Andalusia. 

It  was  the  Fake,  the  eternal,  irrepressible  Sham ;  glib, 
nimble,  ubiquitous,  tricked  out  in  all  the  paraphernalia 
of  imposture,  an  endless  defile  of  charlatans  that  passed 
interminably  before  the  gaze  of  the  city,  marshalled  bv 
"  lady  presidents,"  exploited  by  clubs  of  women,  by  liter- 
ary societies,  reading  circles,  and  culture  organisations. 
The  attention  the  Fake  received,  the  time  devoted  to  it, 
the  money  which  it  absorbed,  were  incredible.  It  was  all 
one  that  impostor  after  impostor  was  exposed ;  it  was  all 
one  that  the  clubs,  the  circles,  the  societies  were  proved 
beyond  doubt  to  have  been  swindled.  The  more  the  Phil- 
istine press  of  the  city  railed  and  guyed,  the  more  the 
women  rallied  to  the  defence  of  their  protege  of  the  hour. 
That  their  favourite  was  persecuted,  was  to  them  a 
veritable  rapture.  Promptly  they  invested  the  apostle  of  j 
culture  with  the  glamour  of  a  martyr. 

The  fakirs  worked  the  community  as  shell-game  trick- 
sters work  a  county  fair,  departing  with  bursting  pocket- 
books,  passing  on  the  word  tcj  the  next  in  line,  assured  i 
that  the  place  was  not  worked  out,  knowing  well  that 
there  was  enough  for  all. 

More  frequently  the  public  of  the  city,  unable  to  think  j 
of  more  than  one  thing  at  one  time,  prostrated  itself  at  the 
feet  of  a  single  apostle,,  but  at  other  moments,  such  as  the  I 
present,  when  a  Flower  Festival  or  a  Million-DciUar  Fair  I 
aroused  enthusiasm  in  all  quarters,  the  occasion  was  one  | 
of  gala  for  the  entire  Fake.    The  decayed  professors,! 
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virtuosi,  litterateurs,  and  artist,  f  h,„  ^ 
'«-.  Their  cIa„,o'„r  filled  at  the  a^'cJ'^  ''''  '"^"  "' 
one  heard  the  scraping  of  violin.  .1  *■"  ,?"  ^""^'^  "'^n*' 
■in.  the  suave  acc'ent!  5  ''t  ^  J:.' f '"^  1  "-''- 
of  poets,  the  declamation  nf  <.i!,  J  ■  ^  '"coherencies 
wanderings  of  thT^Z.tV'°"f\'^'  '"^"'^""''e 

<H'  Cherokee,  the  /utf:r"rb;  l^^^^^ft  e^G  ""'"^^  °^ 
versity  professor,  all  in  the  n„  r  ,  German  uni- 
Fair.  Money  to  the  extent  .  "V"'' ^""""-Dollar 
was  set  in  ,„otio„  '""'  °^  ''""^^^^s  of  thousands 

o^^-irir^^i-r-^-^ni.Ht. 

'^kirs.    Toeachp;et  to  each  In      f"^  '°  "'^'■'  ''"^"^ 
-  she  addresseS  th^  ^^ST'^  '°  ^^^^  P^°^- 

i-bilation"^    She  waT"  „  T  '"""  "'  ^^•='"^"'-'  -"^ 

f.hecitywereawakeni,^^toaReTr?"'"     ^''^  P"°P'*^ 
'"'.  to  a  sense  of  the  hSfr  li    'j?"'"  ^^ '^e  Beauti- 

'Ws  was  Literature    tWs  LT?  .""^  ''^'-    ^^'^  ^^^  Art, 
T^^RenaissancehadltaTdSt^e?  "^'^^^^^^^^ 

,  °--/i"r;rn^;rsr'  r^^-  --  -- 

"ch  in  her  own  namreven  before  h'  ''""  ^"^  -- 
;  ^^'ative  of  Shelgrim  hin^self  In  .  T  '"""""S^^'  *«'"?  ^ 
fc  great  financ^ld  h^  L^  o"  familiar  terms  v^th 
f  P'oring  the  policy  of  th  Soad  "^^  ""^"-'d-  -"ile 
'-  quarrelling  with  ShelgrTm  a„H  ''"'  "°  ^°°'  ''''°" 
-«sion  had  dined  at  l^s^Tu'se        °"  ""^^  *'^^"  °- 

■•^i'i^^inS'^r"^''^^^^-— - 
I  ^^  nsisted  upon  presentmg  him  to  Hart- 

j  ^JYou  two  should  have  so  much  in  common."  she  «- 
Lesley  shook  the  flaccid  hand  of  the  artist,  murmur-       ' 
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ing  conventionalities,  while  Mrs.  Cedarquist  hastened  to 
say: 

"  I  am  sure  you  know  Mr.  Presley's  verse,  Mr.  Hart- 
rath.  You  should,  believe  me.  You  two  have  much  in 
common.  I  can  see  so  much  that  i-  alike  in  your  modes 
of  interpreting  nature.  In  Mr.  Presley's  sonnet,  "The 
Better  Part,'  there  is  the  same  note  as  in  your  picture, 
the  same  sincerity  of  tone,  the  same  subtlety  of  touch,  the 
same  nttances, — ah." 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Madame,"  murmured  the  artist,  inter- 
rupting Presley's  impatient  retort ;  "  I  am  a  mere  bun- 
gler. You  don't  mean  quite  that,  I  am  sure.  I  am  too 
sensitive.  It  is  my  cros^.  Beauty,"  he  closed  his  sore  eyes 
with  a  little  expression  of  pain,  "  beauty  unmans  me." 

But  Mrs.  Cedarquist  was  not  listening.  Her  eyes  were 
fixed  on  the  artist's  luxuriant  hair,  a  thick  and  glossy 
mane,  that  all  but  covered  his  coat  collar. 

"  Leonine !  "  she  murmured—"  leonine !  Like  Sam- 
son of  old." 

However,  abruptly  K.stirring  herself,  she  exclaimed  a 
second  later: 

"  But  I  must  run  away.    I  am  selling  tickets  for  you 
this  afternoon,  Mr.  Hartrath.    I  am  having  such  sue- 1 
cess.     Twenty-five  already.     Mr.  Presley,  you  will  take 
two  chances,  I  am  sure,  and,  oh,  by  the  way,  I  have  such 
good  news.    You  know  I  am  one  of  the  lady  members  of 
the  subscription  committee  for  our  Fair,  and  you  know  [ 
we  approached  Mr.  Shelgrim  for  a  donation    to  help  j 
along.  Oh,  such  a  liberal  patron,  a  real  Lorenzo  di'  Med- 
ici.   In  the  name  of  the  Pacific  and  Southwestern  he  has  | 
subscribed,  thinK  of  it,  five  thousand  dollars ;  and  yet  they  | 
will  talk  of  the  meanness  of  the  railroad." 

"  Possibly  it  is  to  his  interest,"  murmured  Presley. 
"  The  fairs  and  festivals  bring  people  to  the  city  over  | 
his  railroad." 
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*-i„g  dust  in  7^:ZplTZ:  »''""'  "  ^—  ''  " 

I  coI^urSS  S::::;^  7  Ce<^arqu.-s,  who  had 

B"t  he  spoke  withou  "b  r„2;.ti^^^    ^"^^  °f  '"e  talk. 

humoured  twinkle  in  his  eves     '  "^"^  '^'"  ^  ^°°"^- 

"V*.    "  u  •  ^/cs. 

noney  in  his  pocket,  but  beca„«,    !    ^^''     "^"'^  ''  " 
distracts  their  ^tentionfrom^I;    "^"'f  ''''  P^°P'*' 

h««heless.  andMrlc^T'^^y'   P^o'^ting. 
-.,  at  the  arti^:„d^Srd.^''°°^  ''^  «"--  ^" 
I    „  ?«;  P''-''«t"'es  be  upon  thee,  Samson  I  " 

I  '^  Does  your  w'o^k ro^is's:.^^™"^  ^^"^^  ^- 

I'-trairs^sr^Th''^^^^^'^- "^ 

The  photographs  of  them  ■      ""^  P°°'  creatures. 

fc  commitf^eTo  liheon  th?  7"'^  '^^^'^f"'"    ^  ''-d 
'bem  around.  We  are  eetlL'''  °'^''  ^^^  ^"^  ^e  passed 
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the  Union,  for  the  matter  of  that— to  provide  relief  for 
the  victims  of  a  great  famine  ir  Central  India.  The  whole 
world  had  been  struck  with  horror  at  the  -eports  of  suf- 
fering and  mortality  in  the  affected  districts,  and  had 
hastened  to  send  aid.  Certain  women  of  San  Francisco, 
with  Mrs.  Cedarquist  at  their  heaJ,  had  organised  a 
number  of  committees,  but  the  manufacturer's  wife 
turned  the  meetings  of  these  committees  into  social  af- 
fairs—luncheons, teas,  where  one  discussed  the  ways  and 
means  of  assisting  the  starving  Asiatics  over  teacups  and 
plates  of  salad. 

Shortly  afterward  a  mild  commotion  spread  through- 
out the  assemblage  of  the  club's  guests.  The  drawing  of 
the  numbers  in  the  raflfle  was  about  to  be  made.  Hart- 
rath,  in  a  flurry  of  agitation,  excused  himself.  Cedar- 
quist took  Presley  by  the  arm. 

"  Pres,  let's  get  out  of  this,"  he  said.  "  Come  into  the 
wine  room  and  I  will  shake  you  for  a  glass  of  sherry." 

They  had  some  difficulty  in  extricating  themselves. 
The  main  room  where  the  drawing  was  to  take  place 
suddenly  became  densely  thronged.  All  the  guests 
pressed  eagerly  about  the  table  near  the  picture,  upon 
which  one  of  the  hall  boys  had  just  placed  a  ballot  box 
containing  the  numbers.  The  ladies,  holding  their  tickets 
in  their  hands,  pushed  forward.  A  staccato  chatter  of 
excited  murmurs  arose. 

"  What  became  of  Harran  and  Lyman  and  the  Gover- 
nor ?  "  inquired  Presley. 

Lyman  had  disappeared,  alleging  a  business  engag^ 
ment,  but  Magnus  and  his  younger  son  had  retired  to 
the  library  of  the  club  on  the  floor  above.  It  was  almost 
deserted.    They  were  deep  in  earnest  conversation. 

"  Harran,"  said  the  Gk)vernor,  with  decision,  "  there  is 
a  deal,  there,  m  what  Cedarquist  says.  Our  wheat  to 
China,  hey,  boy?" 
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"It  «  certainly  worth  thinking  of,  sir  " 

and  I  know-your  od  i^^         "'  """  ''«  '"""": 

Cedarquist,  but  I  I^'^rk  To  ^  °"'r'  ''^  °"^  «-" 
whole  East  is  open.W  d2n  "^^f '"''  k ''f """  ^''y'  "« 
Sixon.  It  is  time  thaf  bre:^H  f  «  ^"^  ^^^°'^  ">*  Anglo- 
-rkets  for  themsetes  „  1^0!''  "I  ^f'  ^''°"'''  '"^'^'= 
™nt,  too,  when  Lyma^  ZinlcZT  ^^''  ''  **"'  »"**- 
we  can  hau,  to  tidLater  '"  S'^  co" '  '"'^'"  ^'''  ^ 

^^^  rxvrjf/rr-'""^'  -'^ '"  *"' 

club,  the  soprano  chat^rf  ,  ^^  """"  '"^^'n  «'  the 
"^  way  to  the  de^ertt;  Hbrar^  ""'"'"'^  °'  "°"'^"'  ^-"'^ 
ni^Lf  ^"  it's  worth  looking  into.  Governor,"  asserted 

«oo?o^heraVralteoft-  "^"^i:^  """'  ^^^'^  ^^^ 
stimulated  and  Wvid     Thl         """'  '"^  ''"^^'nation  all 

aance,  the  kaleiipic    hSSl  r""  '""^'^^^  "^''^ 
""de  a  Situation.    It  had  en '^    .   «="-cumstances  that 
He  had  not  seen  its  Lorl^h      a',"''""^'  ""«P«=tedly. 
"orning  to  see  the  combTal   ^T^'  ^'  ^""^^  °"« 
«w  a  vision.    A  sudZ   "  d    k  "^^    ''"*  ^'^°  ''- 
Wheat.    A  new  world  .?        ,  ^^'"P'   devolution  in  the 
-  -Portant"  «  Tdist':"':?/^^"^- V''^  -«- 
»f  wheat  was  to  be  diverted   fl     •!"""•    ^^'  t"--^'"* 
'  ^-dden,  colossaTeddv   1=.  r'"^^"''  "P°"  '*^«'^  '•" 
*W«/r,  threlevator  ?"h '"^  •'''  '"''^d'*"'''",  the 
^ddespairin^  theh^r      \-        ""^'"g-house  men  dry 

^-ddeniremlt  X    rwo"^^^^^^^  ?'""*^  ''""^' 

"■'"^etfreeof  t!Lgltof  TruT''^  "^"  ''""^'""'^  °f 
'«-^orthemse,vrsel^;irori;Lro?S:r 
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ing  into  one  gigantic  trust,  themselves,  sending  their 
agenu  to  all  the  entry  ports  of  China.  Himself,  Annix- 
ter,  Broderson  and  Osterman  would  pool  their  issues. 
He  would  convince  them  of  the  magnificence  of  the  new 
movement.  They  would  be  its  pioneers.  Harran  would 
be  sent  to  Hong  Kong  to  represent  the  four.  They  would 
charter— probably  buy— a  ship,  perhaps  one  of  Ccdar- 
quist's,  American  built,  the  nation's  flag  at  the  peak,  and 
the  sailing  of  that  ship,  gorged  with  the  crops  from 
Broderson's  and  Osterman's  ranches,  from  Quien  Sabe 
and  Los  Muertos,  would  be  like  the  sailing  of  the  cara- 
vels from  Palos.  It  would  mark  a  new  era;  it  would 
make  an  epoch.  , 

With  this  vision  still  expanding  before  the  eye  of  his 
mind,  Magnus,  with  Harran  at  his  elbow,  prepared  to 
depart. 

They  descended  to  the  lower  floor  and  involved  them- 
selves for  a  moment  in  the  throng  of  fashionables  that 
blocked  the  hallway  and  the  entrance  to  the  main  room, 
where  the  numbers  of  the  raffle  were  being  drawn.  Near 
the  head  of  the  stairs  they  encountered  Presley  and 
Cedarquist,  who  had  just  come  out  of  the  wine  room. 

Magnus,  still  on  fire  with  the  new  idea,  pressed  a  few 
questions  upon  the  manufacturer  before  bidding  him 
good-bye.  He  wished  to  talk  further  upon  the  great  sub- 
ject, interested  as  to  details,  but  Cedarquist  was  vague  in 
his  replies.  He  was  no  farmer,  he  hardly  knew  wheat 
when  he  saw  it,  only  he  knew  the  trend  of  the  world's 
affairs;  he  felt  them  to  be  setting  inevitably  east- 
ward. 

However,  his  very  vagueness  was  a  furtheV  inspira- 
tion to  the  Governor.  He  swept  details  aside.  He  saw 
only  the  grand  coup,  the  huge  results,  the  East  con- 
quered, the  march  of  empire  rolling  westward,  finally  ar- 
riving at  its  starting  point,  the  vague,  mysterious  Orient. 
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He  Mw  his  wheat  Ukt.  *h.  _.    ^    , 
crossing  the  P^kcUmin^^^^^^ 
Orient  in  .  .oi^Jlir^ZTft  TtU   „?   '"^L"^  *^« 
lived  to  see  the  death  of  fh.  „m     Vv  ^"^  "*•    "«  •>»<> 
first  the  mine,  now  the  ran 'h '«'''''' °' ''''=  "^*  = 
Once  again  he  becLe  the  nTo  u  ''°^'^'  ""'^  ^"eat. 

ingcoloVsal  chances  blazine  he'"'  '"■'^'  '"""'"*•  "'^' 
-  niilHon  in  a  single  Jay  ^^f^.'^^;'.  ^"'P'"«  ^  '""""e 
leaped  up  again  with.n  W^  illu  ^^"'"  °'  '"^  """« 
.Piration  he  fch  Tm.n^r;  ?'  "'^^n't-de  of  the  i„- 
'-t,  king  of  h!  fZvsTe'st'.^  T''^''^  '""^  ''='''^"  =«' 
eleventh  hour,  before  hu'n"^ /'■'''"  '°''*""^  ^'  ""'^ 
mand  which  so  ^  h  d  t '  ?^'  "l^P":  "  ^^  "igh  con,- 
could  achieve         ^  '""  ''"""^''  ''''"■    At  last  he 

'erest  in  the  afternoon's  affaTr      M  ^    ^'^  '°''  '"■ 

*ev  had  not  seen  him  Onfnf'..  ^"'  '"^"^"'*  that 
•°  his  companion  from  a^/  °^. "''="',. ^^^^  ««ding  aloud 
newspaper     It  wasT  f"/"^"'"^:  edition  of  that  day's 

f'.^«'caugh;  Z'::s,iz'::^^^'%r''"'.  'f ' 

'«i'ng,  and  Presley  Harran  u.Ir^  •  P*"'*^'  "«- 
e-ple.  Soon  tkoyauZdtt^t'T  '°"°"'=''  "^'^ 
'"?  to  the  report  of  th^  ■  f.  ^^^  ^'^""^  "sten- 
Magnus  was  wa  tin^-?he  '1  -  '""'°"'  ^°^  -"'"^h 
,  League  vs.  the  ZLd  fITT  '"  '"^  "^^  "^  ^^^^ 
'  ^'-T°^theraffl  h°S;edterthT"'"*'  ""  '""'•' 
»^as  being  drawn.     The  gues     hoU  t^   ^T"^  ""'"''''" 
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era  R«ilro«d.  and  the  defendants  have  no  title,  and  their 
potie...on  i.  wronifful.  There  muit  be  findings  and 
judgment  for  the  plaintiflF,  and  it  is  so  ordered  " 

In  »pite  of  himself,  Magnus  paled.    Harran  shut  hi, 
teeth  with  an  oath.   Their  exaltation  of  the  previous  mo- 
ment collapsed  like  a  pyramid  of  cards.    The  vision  of 
the  new  movement  of  the  wheat,  the  conquest  of  the 
East  the  mvasion  of  the  Orient,  seemed  only  the  flimsi«, 
mockery.    With  a  brusque  wrench,  they  were  snatched 
back  to  reality.    Between  them  and  the  vision,  between 
the  fecund  San  Joaquin,  reeking  with  fruitfulness,  and 
tne  millions  of  Asia  crowding  toward  the  verge  of  starva- 
tion, lay  the  iron-hearted,  monster  of  steel  and  steam,  im- 
pacable    insatiable,  huge-its  entrails  gorged  with  the 
life  blood  that  it  sucked  from  an  entire  commonwealth 
Its  ever  hungry  maw  glutted    with    the    harvests  that 
should  have  fed  the  famished  bellies  of  the  whole  world 
of  the  Orient. 

But  abruptly,  while  the  four  men  stood  there  gaz- 
ing into  each  other's  faces,  a  vigorous  hand-clapping 
broke  out.  The  raffle  of  Hartrath's  picture  was  over 
and  as  Presley  turned  about  he  saw  Mrs.  Cedarqiiist 
and  her  two  daughters  signalling  eagerly  to  the  manu- 
facturer, unable  to  reach  him  because  of  the  interven- 
mg  crowd.  Then  Mrs.  Cedarquist  raised  her  voice  and 
cned: 

"  I've  won.    I've  won." 

Unnoticed,  and  with  but  a  brief  word  to  Cedarquist, 
Magnus  and  Harran  went  down  the  marble  steps  leading 
to  the  street  door,  silent,  Harran's  arm  tight  around  his 
father's  shoulder. 

At  once  the  orchestra  struck  into  a  lively  air.  A  re- 
newed murmur  of  conversation  broke  out,  and  Cedar- 
quist, as  he  said  good-bye  to  Presley,  looked  first  at  the 
retreating  figures  of  the  ranchers,  then  ?.t  the  gavly 
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Underneath  the  Long  Trestle  where  Broderson  Creek 
cut  the  hne  of  the  railroad  and  the  Upper  Road  the 
ground  was  low  and  covered  with  a  second  growth  of 
grey  green  willows.  Along  the  borders  of  the  creek 
were  occasional  marshy  spots,  and  now  and  then  Hilma 
Iree  came  here  to  gather,  water-cresses,  which  she  made 
into  salads. 

The  place  was  picturesque,  secluded,  an  oasis  of  green 
shade  m  all  the  limitless,  flat  monotony  of  the  surround- 
ing wheat  lands.   The  creek  had  eroded  deep  into  the  lit- 
tle guUy,  and  no  matter  how  hot  it  was  on  the  baking 
shimmering  levels  of  the  ranches  above,  down  here  one 
always  found  one's  self  enveloped  in  an  odorous,  moist 
coolness     From  time  to  time,  the  incessant  murmur  of 
the  creek,  pouring  over  and  around  the  larger  stones 
was  interrupted  by  the  thunder  of  trains  roaring  out 
upon  the  trestle  overhead,  passing  on  with  the  furious 
gallop  of  their  hundreds  of  iron  wheels,  leaving  in  the 
air  a  tamt  of  hot  oil,  acrid  smoke,  and  reek  of  escaping 
steam.  '^  * 

On  a  certain  afternoon,  in  the  spring  of  the  year, 
Hilma  was  returning  to  Quien  Sabe  from  Hooven's  by 
the  trail  that  led  from  I^s  Muertos  to  Anniiter's  ranch 
houses,  under  the  trestle.  She  had  spent  the  afternoon 
with  Mmna  Hooven,  who,  for  the  time  being,  was  kept 
indoors  because  of  a  wrenched  ankle.  As  Hilma  de- 
scended into  the  gravel  flats  and  thickets  of  willows  un- 
derneath the  trestle,  she  decided  that  she  would  gather 
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where  the  cresses  p-ewtwi*.  "T°'''  °^  '*"=  *«•"«« 
i^ndfu.,  washi„,T„tS'^itr-  "^  ""^'^  "^ 
np  m  her  handkerchief  Tt  I  i  f  P'""'"*"  them 
bundle,  and  Hitaa  wt„  L't  '  ""'''  '°'""^'  '^"W 
Kcious  enjoyment  i^  pSntX  7  "f '  '"""^  "^  'i- 
cheeks  and  neck  ^   ^  '^"'"P  ''*"  "^  it  to  her 

^■•ng^  a  young  ch«5.'™s  r^as"  vTr  1^^'  '"  ""^^^ 
ment,  and  could  alwav.  ,1      \.  **  '°*«  ^°^  enjoy- 

J-t  now.  she  cL^to'drr'omT'  "1'"  '^^*  ='°- 
on  the  ground,  her  face  harf-burl^  \u''^'  '^'"^  P^°"« 
not  because  she  was  th^stv  b^f '"  "  ""'"'  '"'^  *''"• 
waytodrink.  She  imaSherseirh"r. '!.  ^'^  '  "''^ 
poor  girl,  an  outcast  aup„I-  1  ''^'*'^''  traveller,  a 
brook,  her  little  packerofc'","^  f  •*'""'  ^'  *''«  ^^^side 
of  clothes.    Night  wa?'  ''°"'^  *'"*^  ^"'^ »  bundle 

for-    She  haft:    r^gf  °L''"',T  ^*  ^''"" 
hut  for  shelter  ^  to  go.    She  would  apply  at  a 

p-Sitirtrhrx:v?f^^^-'^^ 

fte  water.  What  a  deLhV      ^       '  ''"*'  ''''«<*  *«  P'ay  in 
stockings  and  wide  otttrth'    .T  ""^  ''^^  ^''°"  ^"^ 
She  had  worn  low  shoe 'th-.^r''"""^^  "^^^  '^^  bank! 
'he  trail  had  filtered  in  1,^       afternoon,  and  the  dust  of 
''''  the  grit  and^irndTn  tb'  ''f"    ^'  *''""'  ^"e 
'he sensation  hadfet  her  teerhn.'°'",°^  ^"^  ^'^'-  -"^ 
'J'ernative  the  cold  clea™°'^«^^-  ^hat  a  delicious 
■■'  '^ould  be  to  do  as  she^r  '"^^^^^^J'  ^"<i  how  easy 
*ere  a  little  Jrl     In  the  enf  >     '"'*  *''^"'  '^  ^^'^  ^^'e 
^p  gii.    ^n  the  end,  >t  was  stupid  to  be  grown 
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come  She  fancied  she  could  see  the  engineer  leanine 
from  the  cab  with  a  great  grin  on  his  face  or  the  brake 
m„  shouting  gibes  at  her  from  the  platform.    Abruptly 

Ser^elrt'J^r'  ^''  '"°°'  ''""'''''  '"  '**'  '^^ 
h,?«r  J*"*  fanious  evening  of  the  bam  dance.  Annixter 
had  spoken  to  her  but  twice.    Hilma  no  longer  looked 

t^J     tu"*"*"*    ""'^^  ^^''^  "^'y"-    '^^^  thought  of  setting 
f<x,t  withm  Annixter's  dining-room  and  bed-room  ter 
nfied  her,  and  in  the  end  her  mother  had  taken  over  that 
part  of  her  work.    Of  the  two  meetings  with  the  master 
of  Quien  Sabe,  one  had  been  a  mere  exchange  of  good 
mornmgs  as  the  two  Jiappened  to  meet  over  by  the  ar- 
esmn  well;  the  other.  .l,ore  complicated,  had  occurred 
over  th/!!T     r'  ''^""'  ^""''^*"'  P'«t-"ding  to  look 
wn,l     wu      'u'"'  P'"'-  ^""^'"S:  about  details  of  her 
work.    When  this  had  happened  on  that  previous  occa- 
sion.  endmg  with  Annixter's  attempt  to  kiss  her,  Hihna 
had  been  talkative  enough,  chattering  on  from  one  sub- 
ject to  another,  never  at  a  loss  for  a  theme.     But  this 

«„lr!,T  *  r'?"'  °"^"'^-  ^°  "^^^  h^'d  Annixter 
appeared  than  her  heart  leaped  and  quivered  like  that  of 
the  hound-harned  doe.  Her  speech  failed  her.  Through- 
out the  whole  brief  interview  she  had  been  miserably 
tongue-tied,   stammering  monosyllables,  confused,  hor- 

tn.^  uV  ''"J"  "^'  ^'^  '^"'"e  the  door,  had 
flung  herself  face  downward  on  the  bed  and  wept  as 
though  her  heart  were  breaking,  she  did  not  know  why. 

=n  flf  ri!""  '*'"'  '^'^"  "^e'-whetaed  with  business 
M  through  the  wmter  was  an  inexpressible  relief  to 
Hilma.  His  aflFairs  took  him  away  from  the  ranch  con- 
tinually. He  was  absent  sometimes  for  weeks,  making 
T  1,1"  ^•^""'"^o.  or  to  Sacramento,  or  to  Bonn^ 
viire.    i-erhaps  he  was  forgetting  her,  overiooking  her; 
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Annixter's  attitude  was  hZJll'  .  ^'''"'' *  "°"°n. 
His  courage  in  fadn^tL  R  ,  1^°"^  *"  "P^ession. 
laney  in  the  I^™  sefmed  ^  U°"\  "'  *"'  ''"'^  ^^"^  De- 
She  refused  to  s™;  aT^fvT  '^"  P""''  °^  ''"Wimity. 

ra,.chers  were  ioinm.^         ^         League,  which  all  the 

Annixter  Crt^^i^:rL'r  H-'^^^^^^^^^ 
tion  would  gobble  QuTerSabe  f .  I     h  ^  '^'  ''"^'''- 
now.  He  was  a  h»r!:    u  '      *  ^''^'^  ^ould  a  min- 

struction  He  waTa'n  °  t  *?'  ""T^^"  *''^'"  »"  -^  d^" 
herchampion  She  beS^  t'n  °'  ''^^  '''"'''^-  ««=  ^as 
every  night,  addtg  a  SerT;^  '^  '"  ""  P^-'^"^ 
he  woidd  become  a  !rw         ^      '°"  *°  ""^  ^^^^^t  'hat 

-earsomuch  and  thafhrn'  "u  ''^^  "^  ^''""'^  "«* 
^.^  n,  and  that  he  should  never  meet  Delaney 

overhead-the  re^J;  ""!"  '''^  '"^*"''"y  thunder  pas! 
express,  that  n^rstZZTu?''"'"''"''-''''  '^^^^^ 
J^-no.'  It  stored  by  S  a  de?;"-  ^^'r'^^"'  ^^^ 
»  swirl  of  smoke   in  a  ill        '''^''^'^'"ne:  clamour,  and 

'nd  chocolate  coloured  ATiL'T"""  °'  -^ycoaches. 
««  ^eat  deserts  of  the  Sou  S  Th'  "'■'  '"^^  '''''  °^ 
trestle's  supports  set  a  tr,n,M    •  "  J  *  qu'vermg  of  the 

The  thunde'Hf  whl,  d' w„V"..  '  ^""'  ""''"^-t-        • 
»f  the  creek  anraS  th?  "'  '"""'^  ''^  *''«  ""^'ng 

^^K  so  t  jHiir^tj^  r  r^:;:^^ 
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of  the  train,  saw  Anmxter  close  at  hand,  with  the  abrupt- 
ness of  a  vision. 

He  was  looking  at  her,  smiling  as  he  rarely  did,  the 
firm  hne  of  his  out-thrust  lower  lip  relaxed  good- 
humouredly.  He  had  taken  off  his  campaign  hat  to  her 
and  though  his  stiff,  yellow  hair  was  twisted  into  a 
bnsthng  mop,  the  little  persistent  tuft  on  the  crown 
usually  defiantly  erect  as  an  Apache's  scalp-lock,  ,vas' 
nowhere  in  sight. 

"Hello,  it's  you,  is  it,  Miss  Hihna?"  he  exclaimed 
getting  down  from  the  buckskin,  and  allowing  her  to 
drink. 

Hilma  nodded,  scranjbiing  to  her  feet,  dusting  her 
skirt  with  nervous  pats  of  both  hands. 

Annixter  sat  down  on  a  great  rock  close  by  and  the 
loop  of  the  bridle  over  his  arm,  lit  a  cigar,  and  began  to 
talk.  He  complained  of  the  heat  of  the  day,  the  bad 
condition  of  the  Lower  Road,  over  which  he  had  come 
on  his  way  from  a  committee  meeting  of  the  ^^ague  at 
Los  Muertos;  of  the  slowness  of  the  work  on  the  irri- 
gating ditch,  and.  as  a  matter  of  course,  of  the  general 
hard  tii.  ^s. 

'Miss  Hilma,"  he  said  abruptly,  "never  you  marry  a 
ranchman.    He's  never  out  of  trouble." 

Hilma  gasped,  her  eyes  widening  till  the  full  round 
of  the  pupil  was  disclosed.  Instantly,  a  certain,  inexplic- 
able guiltiness  overpowered  her  with  incredible  confusion. 
Her  hands  trembled  as  she  pressed  the  bundle  of  cresses 
into  a  hard  ball  between  her  palms. 

Annix  er  continued  to  talk.  He  was  disturbed  and  ex- 
cited himself  at  this  unexpected  meeting.  Never  through 
all  the  past  winter  months  of  strenuous  activity,  the  fever 
of  political  campaigns,  the  harrowing  delays  and  ultimate 
defeat  in  one  law  court  after  another,  had  he  forgotten 
the  look.in  Hilma's  face  as  he  stood  with  one  arm  around 
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Her  on  the  floor  of  h.*.  t. 

l>.«ter's  revolver  Th^du'l*^"'  f  ^"  '«''  fr""  *"« 
wide-open  eyes  had  bee^  tnoL'T  1-'°"  °'  ""'"*'* 
how,  he  never  had  had  a  c wf?  ^°'  '"'"•  ^'''  ''onie- 
'ke  short  period  when  he^A  u  "''  "P°«  ''•  during 
h'd  always  managed  to  avoTd  H"'  n  '"  ""^"^  ""-» 
'-mt  a  month,  about  Christ!  T-         "'  *^'="'  ^^e  had 

-M^urai^^trht^ttn  trt^ "  '^^•"-'^- «« 

-ed  him,  day  after  day  momh  Iff   '°""^''  '"'"•  ^"^ 

l-estion,  the  moment  had  Tom  A  '"°"*^-    ^"^^^nd 

'  -nid  not  say  precisdy  Xt    1^'*''"^  ''''«"''^' 

between  his  teeth,  he  resum.H  .  l^^^-^J^^fng  his  cigar 

W.'  humour  to  tak;  the  SJTntn  J"  '"'f ''•     ^*  ^"'^«d 

,  "gan  instinct  which  wafn'd  h      1  •=°"fi'J^n«.  follow- 

':^certain.osen-^----wo.^br^ 

"s  off  the  ranch?"  '^  ^"*  ^^''^-are  going  to  run 

I  nVndtT;;^>'°'"*'^«"-«.^'""  breathless.    "Oh, 
"Well,  what  then?" 

I    "Fight?" 
I]  Yes,  fight." 

I  -^tl'rfe.f"''  ^'-  ^''-X  that  time  with 
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"  I  don't  know,"  grumbled  Annixter  vaguely.    "  What 
do >w  think?"  "8™y.      wnat 

Hilma's  low-pitched,  almost  husky  voice  trembled  a 

iS    "A^  ?P*'"''     ^«'"'"K-*ith  gun*-that's  so  ter 
nble.    Oh.  th<»e  revolvers  in  the  bam  I    I  can  hear  them 

jTwden""'^  "'"^"^  '"'^  ""'  '"P''*"*'"  °^  *«"»  <" 

"  Shall  we  clear  out.  then  ?    Shall  we  let  Dellney  haw 

possession,  and  S.  Behrman,  and  all  that  lot?    Shall  we 

give  m  to  them?"  onau  we 

;;  Never,  never  "  she  exclaimed,  her  great  eyes  flashing. 
you  wouldn't  hke  to  be  turned  out  of  your  home 
would  you.  Miss  Hflnv,  because  Quien  Sabe  isZ 
home  isn't  it?  You've  lived  here  ever  since  you  Z 
as  big  as  a  mmute.  You  wouldn't  like  to  have  S.  Behr- 
man  and  the  rest  of  'em  turn  you  out? " 

"  N-no,"  she  murmured.  "  No.  I  shouldn't  like  that. 
There  s  mamma  and " 

"  yL  T      ^TT'  •""  '''*  **«"*«»*«»«  «"  Ws  cigar. 

You  stay  right  where  you  are.    I'll  take  care  of  you, 

nght    enough.    Look    here,"    he    demanded    abruptly 

^you  ve  no  use  for  that  roaring  l„sh.  Delaney,  have 

the  Railroad  has  pretended  to  sell  him  part  of  the  ranch, 
and  he  lets  Mr.  S.  Behrman  and  Mr.  Ruggles  just  use 

"Right.    I  thought  you  wouldn't  be  keen  on  him." 
There  was  a  long  pause.    The  buckskin  began  blowing 

among  the  pebbles,  nosing  for  grass,  and  Annixter  shifted 

his  cigar  to  the  other  corner  of  his  mouth 

-n^^T^^Z^T"  ^^  """ered.  looking  around  him. 
Then  he  added:  "Miss  Hihna,  see  here,  I  want  to  have 
a  kmd  of  talk  with  you,  if  you  don't  mind.    I  don't  know 
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>«.  a«d  long  befor.  thenf^VrS^'"?'.  't'  ''™  '^'"'«=- 
you.    Straight,  I  have  and  r  Z  '""""^  *  ""t  ""Wit 

«bout  the  only  „>]  S'  x  V  ^f "  ^°"  """^w  it.  You're 
^  declared  dXLte^  "  JS'^I,"'"'  ""^  '  ^««  " 
*ant  to  know.  It's  1  nT""  "^"^  *«  ""'y  one  I 
thing  that  time  whence  ^^%u  """^  '«^"'*  "^^  any- 
hney  was  playing  the  ZtTf  """^  ^°^'''^^'  "nd  De- 

"wt  if  he'd  got  me  then  7  "^  ""^  °"«  ««le  bit  • 

'ka-fhe'd/otal^y^tehe  Cr'^r  ''^^"  --" 
>l««tyou.  I  would^ather  havell'hi!  J"'  '"''  ^'' 
^  >n  the  room  than  vou  yes  or  ^u"'°°*  ''"^  °"'«' 
«T'y,  if  anything  should  L"'  ?         "'^  ^''^'^  State. 

»dl,  I  wouldn't  Ire  to  to  T"!"  •^°"'  ^'^^  »">"»- 
""ncouldjumpQui^Sa^""  J'^^^n-vthing.    s    Behr- 

««^d  shoot  me  full  of  its  ^LT°T  '^"'^  D^'»"«y 
'^y.  I'd  quit.  I'd  lav  riJhr^""  ^^  ^°'  S°«d  and 
w-K^p  about  anything  /n;SreT  '  "°"''"''  "^  ^ 
»;  «e  in  the  whole  world  I.iJZV  *'  ""'^  ^■■■' 
■I'dn't  want  to.    But  seeino-  *'"''  ^^  at  first.    I 

»«i»S  how  pretty  youT^f^'-^-d  every  day.  and 
your  voice  and  all  whvT?'  ?  "^  '=''^^«'"'  and  hearing 
^-.  and  now  I  0^^^  fj  ^J  '"''^  °^  -«=  -- 
f  to  San  Francisco,  or  sLl  ^  "^  '''"•  ^  ^ate  to 
Bonneville,  for  only  ;  day  iuThT'  "^  ^''"''''  "'  ''^^" 
"  »ny  of  those  places  and  T       ,     "'"  ^°"  ^--^n't  there 

to  Christmas  time,  why  I  wa,  =..  i         ^  "  '^'''■«  away 
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the  tnne.  I  want  yoM  should  have  a  home  that'i  my 
home.  too.  I  want  to  take  care  of  you.  and  have  you  all 
for  myself,  you  understand.    What  do  you  say  ?  " 

ffilma,  standing  up  before  him,  retied  a  knot  in  her 
handkerchief  bundle  with  elaborate  precaution,  blinkine 
at  It  through  her  tears. 
^   •' What  do  you  say.  Miss  Hilma?"  Annixter  repeated 

How  about  that?    What  do  you  say ?  " 

Just  above  a  whisper.  Hilma  murmured: 

"  I— I  don't  know." 

"Don't  know  what?  Don't  you  think  we  could  hit  it 
off  together?" 

"  I  don't  know."         , 

"  I  know  we  could,  Hilma.  I  don't  mean  to  scare  you. 
what  are  you  crying  for?  " 

"  I  don't  know." 

Annixter  got  up,  cast  away  his  cigar,  and  dropping 
the  buckskin's  bridle,  came  and  stood  beside  her  put- 
ting a  hand  on  her  shoulder.  Hilma  did  not  moye,  and  he 
felt  her  trembling.  She  still  plucked  at  the  knot  of  the 
handkerchief. 

"  ^ /»"'*  do  without  you.  little  girl,"  Annixter  con- 
tinued. '  and  I  want  you.  I  want  you  bad.  I  don't  get 
much  fun  out  of  life  ever.  It.  sure,  isn't  my  nature,  I 
guess.  I'm  a  hard  man.  Everybody  is  trying  to  down 
me.  and  now  I'm  up  against  the  Railroad.  I'm  fighting 
em  ^1,  Hilma.  night  and  day.  lock,  stock,  and  barrel,  and 
1  m  fighting  now  for  my  home,  my  land,  everything  I 

1  !f  '"i^fc-^"'"''^-  "  ^  *'"  O"*'  I  want  somebody  to  be 
f  ^•yfip^'f  I  don't— I  want  somebody  to  be  sorrv 
for  me,  so^fy  with  me,— and  that  somebody  is  you.  I  am 
dog-tired  of  going  it  alone.  I  want  some  one  to  back  me 
up.  I  want  to  feel  you  alongside  of  me,  to  give  me  a 
touch  of  the  shoulder  now  and  then.  I'm  tired  of  fighting 
for  things— \nnd,  property,  money.    I  want  to  fight  for 
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other  i„ter«t.t:Uri'hfSin^^^^   ^''^  - 
one  dependent  on  m*  .nJ^o?  *-    ?f^  ™"  *''*"  ■  •<"»« 

thinkingof  them-."! ol?       "'•"'''"«^  °^  •»«  "  !'"> 

two  arm,  around  mc-like--"   He  T     7"  *"'  P"*  ^'' 
once  ap.in,  as  it  haT^^^Tn  th^t  S«t*  ?'°"''  """^ 

"  Like  what.  Hilma?"  he  insisted 

L'  t     .     "'="jji«;  sucn  as  he  had  never  known     tj_  v    ^ 

'n.  mass  of  h^J'dark  b'^^hS  °  'sh"  v'  ^T  '"'"- 
holding  him  closer.  ashaSas  y'et  to  iLtuT  w^'' 
speech,  thev  stonH  n,»,«  e        , '  "P-     Without 

ote  dose     S.  M^     *"■  ^ '°"«  ""'""'«•  holding  each 
.       "°^-     ihen  Hilma  puled  awav  fr,^n,  t- 
P'ngher  tear-stained  cheekrwifh  1    r  ,        ^""'  ""P" 
W  handkerchief  '  '""'"  *"""*  '^l  of 

J^'  do  you  say?    Is  it  a  go?"  demanded  Am,i.ter 

to  him.  ^°'*^^  "*^"^  sounded  so  sweet 

» '- o1  a  fow-ful'h:!'  *""  •='°^''''^  ^--'^-^  ^«  Of 
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J^J""'^I„"^  *'**''    °'''*^*«''    I  think  it  must  al- 
wayi  have  been  you." 

"Since    when.   Hi!m«?»  he  a.ked,  putting  hi,  am 
around  hen    "Ah.  but  it  i.  good  to  have  you  my  gi™ 

thi.  freedom.    "Since  when?    Tell  u,  all  about  it  " 

mJl^    °* /^''-to.  well,  to  think  about-I  mean  ,o  re- 

"Then  what?" 

"I  don't  know-I  haven't  thought-that   way   lone 
enough  to  know."  ^       ^ 

always." '"'"  '"''^  ''°"  **'°"^''*  ''  ""''  '»^«  '^  •"« 
"I  know;  but  that  was  diflFerent-oh.  I'm  all  mixed 
up.  1  m  so  nervous  and  trembly  now.  Oh,"  she  cried 
suddenly,  her  face  overcast  with  a  look  of  eanlestness " 
great  senousness  both  her  hands  catching  at  his  wrist, 
Oh,  you  ml  be  good  to  me.  now,  won't  you?  I'm 
only  a  Imle,  l.ttle  child  in  so  many  ways,  and  I've  given 

or  whv     ^    ;  ''^^T:    ^  ''°"''  ''"°*  "o'^  •'  happened 

done  anH?'  7^'  ^  '^^^  ^  '"''"'*  *«"  '*'  «'"*  "O"^''' 
done,  and  I  am  glad  and  happy.    But  now  if  you  weren't 

good  to  me-^h.  think  of  how  it  would  be  with  me. 
You  are  strong,  and  big.  and  rich,  and  I  am  only  a  ser- 
vant of  yours  a  little  nobody,  but  I've  given  all  I  had 
to  you-myself-and  you  must  be  so  good  to  me  now. 

.IjTr""'"'^'  *''"'■  ^'  S^^^l  *°  me  and  be  gentle 
and  kmd  to  me  m  little  things,_in  everything,  or  you 
will  break  my  heart." 

Annixter  took  her  in  his  arms.  He  was  speechless. 
No  words  that  he  had  at  his  command  seemed  adequate. 
All  he  could  say  was: 
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Mm  from  around  Hilma".    ^\  ^       '"^  *''*"  *°  '"''e  h'* 
whole  .Uble     A?ias    how,        K  'J°"'''  '"'^*  '»»'  »•« 

Pl«.  of  action.  *'"*''*  "  '""'  t°  ^""""late  some 

Oh,  isn't  this  JL^gh?;.      ^•'y-  '""«'  -*  do  anything? 

"There's  better  ahead,"  he  went  on     '•  T         .       . 
you  up  somewhere  where  vou  cr^!        u-     7*"*  *°  ''^ 
to  yourself.    Let's  ^    iZT     f,     '''  "  *"*  *»*  "  •"«"«  a" 
always  a  lot  oTyl™  ai«!? T""  V""'**"''  "«•    there's 

would  be^;  2  caK^t  off"  'h  '  'T  "'  '"''  ^^'^ 
ci«co     W,  m,„i,r  •    ^°^  ^twut  San  Fran- 

a^nd.^'wSfin';^::^  ""*   ""''   ^"^  '"-  »  Sc 
•"d  we  wouTd  fix  'em  u^T  lo""?  ^"1"  ^"'^  somewheres, 
"Oh   K„»     u  P  "*  '"^''y  as  how-do-you-do  » 

•^^  " And  [hS^  r^  '™'"  Q-"  Sabe.^""she  pro- 
'weddinglS  nowt^a^"'  '°°-  ^''^  """^'  *«  "'ve 
be  better-oh  i  t^T  ^°"  "'  ""  ''"^^^  Wouldn't  it 
-werl^'itrT^^^r ^-J"  «^  *<>  Monterey  afte'; 
P'«  live,  and  then  come  back  here'jl""'  "'T"'''''  P^°- 
•^ttle  right  down  whTre  we  are  aXteT'  1°""  '"" 
yoo.    I  wouldn't  even  wantTs^Xe"  aJt"'      ""  '" 

«-  was  a  Phase  of  the  affair^had";  plli^t Ihe 
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lewt.    He  had  wpposed  all  the  time  that  Hilma  tool 

get  a  hold  on  him  .tirred  again  for  a  moment.  There  w« 
nogood  of  .„ch  talk  a.  that.  Alway.  the.e  feemale  p  " 
SI       '^       '^  ™'^'^'  ^'  "^  complicating  the 

;;  lan't  that  best?  "  .aid  Hilma,  glancing  at  him. 

"w  H  '"  '''  """"■«>  gloomily. 

S-h.  IL"'"'  '*• '*  ""'•    ^'''  «""*  "^ht  back  to  Quien 

"I  hadn't  thought  of  it  in  just  that  way,"  he  observed 
In  what  way,  then  ?  '| 

ness?^'  *^"'''  *'  *"'*  *'~"*  *''»  "'"'y*"?  b"" 

"That's  just  it,"  she  said  gayly.  "  I  ,aid  it  was  too 
won.  There  would  be  so  much  to  do  between  white. 
Why  not  say  at  the  end  of  the  summer  ?  " 

"Say  what?" 

"Our  marriage,  I  mean." 

"  Why  get  married,  then  ?  What's  the  good  of  ail  that 
Juddiw"'    ''.  '  '""'  ^  ^"^^'''"^  "S^  «  ^ 

p2w  W-7'  ""•''"'""'^  ""^h  other-  I»n-t  that  enougl,? 
Pshaw,  Hilma,  I'm  no  marrying  man  " 

shf'lL'^!!-'^  ^*  "''^  "  '"'^'"*'  ^•e'^iWered.  then  slowly 
she  took  h,s  meamng.    She  rose  to  her  feet,  her  eves 

her  ;.,.'i;  ,?f"^  ^'*''  **'""■•     "^  "^'d  «°'  look  at 

"  ^u ,  ^  ""'^  ''"'■  "'^  "=**"> '"  her  throat.      ' 
.,„      "  r^u. .!  f  ^l?'""''''  *'*''  *  '°"ff'  deep  breath,  and 
aga  n     Oh  I     the  back  of  her  hand  against  her  lipL 
It  was  a  quick  gasp  of  a  veritable  physical  anguish. 

«  w  n  ,  »"r"*''  °^"-    ^""^ter  rose,  looking  at  her. 

Well.?     he  said,  awkwardly,  "Well?" 
Hilma  leaped  back  from  him  with  an  instinctive  recoil 
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o|  h«T  Whole  being,  throwing  out  her  h.nrf.  : 

of  defence,  fearing  .he  knew  not  lh«  ^h         '  *"'"'* 

^'rboso7iw:,'ii";,.tr;„t""""'' ""  ^^  ^'^' 

^mg  across  the  plank  Iw  "?'  '"'"'^  -"^  fl«d. 
over  the  creek.  gainin^^eS^LT*:^  ^°'  «  ^«>'  bridge 
i"?  with  8  brisk  rusTe  of  undT''*: '"'"''  ""^  '""PP^ar- 

-t  he'l'L: rrveTen'  h1"""^^°"*-  ^^  «  -- 
l-t,  carefully  created  .'tsl!^,  ^"^"^  "P  '"»  ""P-'P* 
'-d  and  stL  for  1  mol,^t"r-  ''"'  P"'  ''  ""  "^ 
S^-nd  on  both  sides  oT  Wm     H^    "^  ^"^^'^  «  *« 

-t  corning  hf wa  ^pTrllZJ^  •=^'^"'"^'  -<1  the 
'he  n.nch  house.  Bus.ness  of  the  T  "°'  ^''^^'''''  « 
Bonneville  to  confer  wiS.  "^*  ^"""^d  him  to 

An  appeal  was  to  be  taken  tlJ^  c''"^'*'''""^  ^'•^«- 
Washington,  and  it  was  to  L  ?  S"/^^'"^'  ^"^  at 
"■e  cases  involved  should  be  ,o„'d     ^l''  ""''  ^"  ■'■'=''  °' 

Instead  of  driving  or  rtl.„-*''  ^'  '"'  ""s. 
--%  did.  AnnS  Ik  an^eaT  ^°""-"-'  -  "e 
Ba^ersfield-Fresno   loclrat   0^^^,  "'°™'"«^  *'^"-  *"« 
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place  ui  a  front  room,  of  the  Yosemite,  one  of  the  latter 
bnnging  with  him  his  clerk,  who  made  a  stenographic 
report  of  the  proceedings  and  took  carbon  copies  of  all 

c^l7  Z"''^-  '^^'  «=°"f««"-e  was  long  and  compli- 
cated,  the  busmess  transacted  of  the  utmost  moment 
and  ,t  was  not  until  two  o'clock  that  Annixter  found  him- 
self  at  hberty. 

However,  as  he  and  Magnus  descended  into  the  lobby 
Of  the  hotel,  they  were  aware  of  an  excited  and  interested 
group  collected  about  the  swing  doors  that  opened  from 
Ae  lobby  of  the  Yosemfte  into  the  bar  of  the  same  name. 
Dyke  was  there-even  at  a  distance  they  could  hear  the 
reverberation  of  his  deep-toned  voice,  uplifted  in  wrath 
a^d  funous  expostulation.  Magnus  and  Annixter  joined 
the  group  wondering,  and  all  at  once  fell  full  upon  the 
nrst  scene  of  a  drama. 

That  same  morning  Dyke's  mother  had  awakened  him 
according  to  h.s  instructions  at  daybreak.  A  consign- 
ment  of  his  hop  poles  from  the  north  had  arrived  at  the 
freight  office  of  the  P.  and  S.  W.  in  Bonneville,  and  he 
was  to  drive  in  on  his  farm  wagon  and  bring  them  oat 
He  would  have  a  busy  day. 

"  Hello,  hello,"  he  said,  as  his  mother  pulled  his  ear 
to  arouse  him;  "morning,  mamma." 

"It^  time."  she  said,  "after  five  already.  Your 
breakfast  is  on  the  stove." 

He  took  her  hand  and  kissed  it  with  great  affection. 
He  loved  his  mother  devotedly,  quite  as  much  as  he  did 
the  httle  tad.  In  their  little  cottage,  in  the  forest  of 
green  hops  that  surrounded  them  on  every  hand,  the 
three  led  a  joyous  and  secluded  life,  contented,  indus- 
trious, happy,  asking  nothing  better.  Dyke,  himself,  was 
a  big-hearted,  jovial  man  who  spread  an  atmosphere  of 
good-humour  wherever  he  went.  In  the  evenings  he 
played  with  Sidney  like  a  big  boy,  an  dder  brother,  lying 
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'cn*at.  dandling  heJ  t^  T^J^  ''''  "'''  *  «'«>» 
'«  her  fall.  SidneT  chok.r  ^"?L"^  ''*  *«  ""^-t  to 
«-ousIy,  with  liSrsciirt  '^'*''*'  "«'<*  «» 
""ile  he  shifted  her  ^Sy  f'l  t"^'.  **'  '='^'=''*«««' 

,  and  thence,  the  final  act  th^  °°'  '"  ^"^er, 

;«ta  of  one  great  IT'  A   ^■'"'  ?'"''^  P'^^'  '°  '^^ 
ailed  in.  both  fatherTnH  ^       !   "  P°'"*  **»•  Dyke  was 

'  -that  she  J^tcZtt^ZT^'''''^'^  '''^'"y^"^ 
«"'  of  breath  f«,„,  S  W  ehen  '?''  ^'^-  ^''^  ''^rived 
hand.  ""*'''*'"'  the  Potato  masher  in  her 

J  '-"We  down'upTDSe  iVetafT' *"  ^'''"■^^  ^^onld 
f^eat  bellow  as  if  in  oai„  j!T  -  "^  '"^"''•^'^  ^^"ted  a 
Jo-'en.    Gasping.  Ss'^j;;  ^^"1?  '"'*'  "'^  "''^  were 

•heextreme  of  dissolution-li^rhL    .'''''""'"''  '°  ''^  « 
»^.  "'ways  a  little  ^u.^certa^"'!'"'  ''*7»''  dy'"?-    Sid- 

fooi^  him  nervously.  tS^atr^  .""'    **'*'--«'. 

'^eyelid  with  one LgeSfoVw  v''*^'  P"*'''"?<'Pen 

''Mo  wake  up  and  bf  ^^^^     '"^  '"'"  "°t  to  frighten 

Mt;^Jtt::?Cri'^'^^--.^'« 

'«y  neatly  over  the  back  oj^rh!'    T  '"'*  ''"  "•«« 

h*.  rolled  up  in  «  ^  nJ  ''  *'"'P'^  '"to  it  a 

^"'^•'f  and  Zt  out  a«t  cloT'-    "'  ^•'"'^J  »«  to 

prated  carefulness     ^    '    '°""«^  *«  «*«»'  with  exag- 


340 


The  Octq>u8 


He  breakfasted  ^lone,  Mrs.  Dyke  pouring  his  coffee 
and  handing  him  his  plate  of  ham  and  eggs,  and  half  an 
hour  later  took  himself  oS  in  his  springless,  skeleton 
wagon,  humming  a  tune  behind  his  beard  and  cracking 
the  whip  over  the  backs  of  his  staid  and  solid  farm 
horses. 

The  morning  was  fine,  the  sun  just  coming  up.  He  left 
Guadalajara,  sleeping  and  lifeless,  on  his  left,  and  going 
across  lots,  over  an  angle  of  Quien  Sabe,  came  out  upon 
the  Upper  Road,  a  mile  below  the  Long  Trestle.  He 
was  in  great  spirits,  looking  about  him  over  the  brown 
fields,  ruddy  with  the  dawn.  Almost  directly  in  front  of 
him,  but  far  oS,  the,  gilded  dome  of  the  court-house  ai 
Bonneville  was  glinting  radiant  in  the  first  rays  of  the 
sun,  while  a  few  miles  distant,  toward  the  north,  the 
venerable  campanile  of  the  Mission  San  Juan  stood  sil- 
houetted in  purplish  black  against  the  flaming  east.  As 
he  proceeded,  the  great  farm  horses  jogging  forward, 
placid,  deliberate,  the  country  side  waked  to  another 
day.  Crossing  the  irrigating  ditch  further  on,  he  met  a 
gang  of  Portuguese,  v/ith  picks  and  shovels  over  their 
shoulders,  just  going  to  work,  hooven,  already  abroad, 
shouted  him  a  "Goot  momun"  from  behind  the  fence 
of  Los  Muertos.  Far  off,  toward  the  southwest,  in  the 
bare  expanse  of  the  open  fields,  where  a  clump  of  euca- 
lyptus and  cypress  trees  set  a  dark  green  note,  a  thin  ] 
stream  of  smoke  rose  straight  into  the  air  from  the 
kitchen  of  Derrick's  ranch  houses. 

But  a  mile  or  so  beyond  the  Long  Trestle  he  was  sur- 
prised to  see  Magnus  Derrick's  protegi,  the  one-tirae 
shepherd,  Vanamee,  coming  across  Quien  Sabe,  by  i 
trail  from  one  of  Annixter's  division  houses.  Without 
knowing  exactly  why.  Dyke  received  the  impression  that  | 
the  young  man  had  not  been  in  bed  all  of  that  night. 

As  the  two  approached  each  other,  Dyke  eyed  the  I 
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joang  fellow.    He  was  diatrustful  of  Vanamee  havine- 

understand  Vanamee  was.  beyond  doubt,  no  part  of  the 
Me  of  ranch  and  country  town.  He  was  an  alien,  a  vaS- 
bond,  a  strange  fellow  who  came  and  went  in  mysSs 
fashjon  making  no  friends,  keeping  to  himself  Why 
did  he  never  wear  a  hat,  why  indulge  in  a  fine  black 
pom  ted  beard,  when  either  a  round  beard  or  a  m;stache' 

Above  all.  why  d>d  he  prowl  about  so  much  at  night? 
!  As  the  two  passed  each  other.  Dyke,  for  all  his  S 
nature,  was  a  little  blunt  in  his  greeting  and  looked  Ck 
at  the  ex-shepherd  over  his  shoulder 
%ke  was  right  in  his  suspicion.    Vanamee's  bed  had 

ZlZuuT:'^  ^°'  '"""^  "■^''**-  On  the  Mon4  of 
to  week  he  had  passed  the  entire  night  in  the  garde^  of 
he  M™.  overlooking  the  Seed  ranch,  in  the  «ttle  val 

"at  spot,  m  a  deep  arroyo  in  the  Sierra  foothills  to  the 
eas  ward,  while  Wednesday  he  had  slept  in  an  abanLed 

itirm  *Tu"''  •'''°'='  '^"«*'  **«*y  "''^  fro  "ws 

mtng  place  of  the  night  before 

I  had^le  m  ""^  **'  '?''""■  '^'^  *^*  *'  *>'''  restlessness 
I  tad  once  more  seized  upon  Vanamee.    Something  beran 

VoZ     .•     *"  "'*'"'=*  "^  *'  wanderer  woke  and  moved 

tf   Sn  r  "^  k''  *"'  '^"  ^  P»^  °'  ^-^  Los  Muertos" 
«•  On  QuienSabe,  as  on  the  other  ranches  the  slack 

I  ruo^:: "  "'"^  ^''^  ^""'-^  ^-  *•>« 'wt:!  s 

come  up  no  one  was  domg  much  of  anything.  Vanamee 
SsTLTt  Los  Muertos  and  ^nt  most  of  hi 

bS  L^"t'  r  ■**=•  '"""^  '^'^'°"  "^  'he  ranch. 

IMf  the  vagabond  mstmct  now  roused  itself  in  the 

«™>«e  feUow's  nature,  a  counter  influence  had  alK>  set  in! 
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More  and  more  Vanamee  frequented  the  Mission  garden 
after  nightfall,  sometimes  remaining  theie  till  the  dawn 
began  to  whiten,  lying  prone  on  the  ground,  his  chin  on 
his  folded  arms,  his  eyes  searching  the  darkness  over  the 
little  valley  of  the  Seed  ranch,  watching,  watching.  As 
the  days  went  by,  he  became  more  reticent  than  ever. 
Presley  often  came  to  find  him  on  the  stock  range,  a 
lonely  figure  in  the  great  wilderness  of  bare,  green  hill- 
sides, but  Vanamee  no  longer  took  him  into  his  confi- 
dence.   Father  Sarria  alone  heard  his  strange  stories. 

Dyke  drove  on  toward  Bonneville,  thinking  over  the 
whole  matter.  He  knew,  as  every  one  did  in  that  part  of 
the  country,  the  legend  of  Vanamee  and  Angela,  the  ro- 
mance of  the  Mission  'garden,  the  mystery  of  the  Other, 
Vanair.ee's  flight  to  the  deserts  of  the  southwest,  his 
periodic  returns,  his  strange,  reticent,  solitary  charac- 
ter, but,  like  many  another  of  the  country  people,  he  ac- 
counted for  Vanamee  by  a  short  and  easy  method.  No 
doubt;  the  fellow's  wits  were  turned.  That  was  the  long 
and  short  of  it. 

The  ex-engineer  reached  the  Post  Office  in  Bonneville 
towards  eleven  o'clock,  but  he  did  not  at  once  present  his 
notice  of  the  arrival  of  his  consignment  at  Ruggles's 
office.    It  entertained  him  to  indulge  in  an  hour's  loung- 
ing about  the  streets.    It  was  seldom  he  got  into  towa, 
and  when  he  did  he  permitted  himself  the  luxury  of  en- 
joying his  evident  popularity.     He  met  friends  everj- 
where,  in  the  Post  Office,  in  the  drug  store,  in  the  barber  j 
shc^  and  around  the  court-house.    With  each  one  he  held  | 
a  moment's  conversation ;  almost  invariably  this  ended  | 
in  the  same  way: 

"  Come  on  'n  have  a  drink." 

"  Well,  I  don't  care  if  I  do."  '^^ 

And  the  friends  proceeded  to  the  Yosemite  bar,  pledg- 
ing each  other  with  punctilious  ceremony.    Dyke,  how- 
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instead  ,i„,er  a7e  lrt;S,':;d  •:;  f  ^ ^^^^^^ 

At  the  drug  store,  which  alto  kept  V-,?o/±  . 
laneous  stationery,  his  eye  was  ca,„»J,f  k       -?  "•=*'" 

slate,"  a  child's  tov  wW  ^.    ''y ''    transparent 

glass  one  Zd  4  S  TV  "k/*  '^"'  °^  ^™''*«'' 
linengures  of  cows  ^ll^u'T  '^*'''  «*'»»««tion  out- 
rural  fater  mill  Stterf  printed  "  ?•  ''"!'  ''"''  ^^- 
demeath.  P""'^**  °"  *''Ps  of  paper  un- 

"  Now,  there's  an  idea    Um  "  i,«    i. 
W>ind  the  soda-water  fin-  "I^^         V'''  "^^ 
that  would  just  about  iZT    I     /  J"°'^  *  ""'«=  tad 

Th..jr..hale;tr;t3.°e" ''^  "^^  ^''*"  '^  ">- 
4rnru?t^^U?^'°"^^"*'''=-''--''«><'-hile 

cfJtrs^rB^ir  ^^  '^ "-  ^' » 

-i;7:ptS:  ''"-^''^  ''^•=''-  -"">•«.  -ertlve. 

"Smartest  little  tad  in  all  Tula™  n 
'»!   A  regular  whole  show  ilte^eS'""*''  ^"'^  "^^ 
"bS*"^T-"''^  uired  the  other. 
I  reaS^.^'S;''*';  ?"''.*'*  *«=  ^-natur«i  man's 

'^opbynow  TheSV  "" .^'^^.  ^"''^  "^  a  bonanza 
I  tnow  3sT  «„  sto  "L  '^'  y""'-  '  "'^t-^Uy  don't 
roing  to  be'j:  C  That  Sel'"?;  '"™''  '  """*■  '**' 
■m.  I'm  goinir  to«,:,lT  """  °*  """«=  *»«  a  daisy. 
!«idoffthrZttgi.;r'y  '"  ««t  '«-'■  After  I'v^ 
-op  and  hon,estS5*b;rb;t7;,*'''«' '°  r«««ge,yes. 
•h.  interest  to  boot  wJ^ -we, T„d'"'  *  ""^  ""'^  »" 
after  all  expenses  are  pS  off  I'l'l  tf  k-'  *""  '*^"8^' 
I  .sir.    i  *'^  there  wa3  boodle  in  hop..    You 
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know  the  crop  is'contracted  for  already.  Sure,  the  fore- 
man managed  that  He's  a  daisy.  Chap  in  San  Fran- 
cisco will  take  it  all  and  at  the  advanced  price.  I  wanted 
to  hang  on,  to  see  if  it  wouldn't  go  to  six  cents,  but  the 
foreman  said,  *  No,  that's  good  enough.'  So  I  signed 
Ain't  it  bully,  hey?" 
"Then  what'U  you  do?" 

"  Well,  I  don't  know.    I'll  have  a  lay-off  for  a  month 
or  so  and  take  the  little  tad  and  mother  up  and  show  'em 
the-city— 'Frisco— until  it's  time  for  the  schools  to  open, 
and  then  we'll  put  Sid  in  the  seminary  at  Marysville 
Catch  on?" 
"  I  suppose  you'll  stay  right  by  hops  now?  " 
"  Right  you  are,  m'son.    I  know  a  good  thing  when 
I  see  it.     There's  plenty  others  going  into  hops  next 
season.    I  set  'em  the  example.    Wouldn't  be  surprised 
if  it  came  to  be  a  regular  industry  hereabouts.    I'm  plan- 
ning ahead  for  next  year  already.    I  can  let  the  foreman 
go,  now  that  I've  learned  the  game  myself,  and  I  think 
I'll  buy  a  piece  of  land  o«  Quien  Sabe  and  get  a  bigger 
crop,  and  build  a  couple  more  bams,  and,  by  George,  in 
about  five  years  time  I'U  have  things  humming.    I'm 
going  to  make  money,  Jim." 

He  emerged  once  more  into  the  street  and  went  up  the 
block  leisurely,  planting  his  feet  squarely.  He  fancied 
that  he  could  feel  he  was  considered  of  more  importance 
nowadays.  He  was  no  longer  a  subordinate,  an  em- 
ployee. He  was  his  own  man,  a  proprietor,  an  owner  of 
land,  furthering  a  successful  enterprise.  No  one  had 
helped  him;  he  had  followed  no  one's  lead.  He  had 
struck  out  unaided  for  himself,  and  his  success  was  due 
solely  to  his  own  intelligence,  industry,  and  foresight. 
He  squared  his  great  shoulders  tin  the  blue  gingham  of 
hi«  jumper  all  but  cracked.  Of  late,  his  great  blond  beard 
had  grown  and  the  work  in  the  sun  had  made  his  face 
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wry  red.    Under  the  visor  nf  h- 
pneering  days-his  bluTeyes  tin  T''^'^  °'  ''^  ^''- 
nature.    He  felt  that  he  Zde  a  fi      «  ""'^  ""''  ^°°'^- 
by  a  group  of  young  J^sTnt      '^"'^8:""=  ^^  he  went 

office,  which  was  the  freSht  I',  ^,  ^"  ^"^ '°  ^"&&'"'* 
">e  P.  and  S.  W.  Railroad  "'  '""  '^"^^  °ffi"  °f 

*':i:sSiot:aSx^i,*^rr^^ '-  ^--  ^'^ 

order  for  the  freight  aS  a  tt  f '"V^t.'"^^  °"^  ** 
prised  to  see  a  familiar  f  *  •  ^''P^*'  ^^I^^  was  sur- 
^^^,  by  a  dSta:  i^iH^r "-  -''"  ^-^^'es 

^t'stoChrih^h^f  sL"J'.''r^^  '  "'"•  '''•  -*  a 
he  turned  aboit  addi  •"'  ^'°'"  '™'=  t°  f-ne     As 

political  nianipulatoTsee  J'd  toThf'  "■"''■°^'  ^^^"'•-''' 
"•more  gross  than  ever     Hi  "^^-^"Pn^r's  eyes  to 

°«  big  and  tremuLuIon  e^her  "T*?'""^"  J°*'  *'°od 
°'fat  on  the  nape  of  his  Lrf  "-t  °^  ^''  ^^«  ^  'he  roll 
^«.  bulged  ou  wi5^  SerT"''  "'^''  ^P^"^'  ^''f 
"omach,  covered  with  aS  h  P~'"'^"-  "'^  ^«t 
,»ith  innumerable  intenJS?  hrV'"'"  ^^^''  ''*^P'd 
"'"vance,  enormous  ^J^^.-Jf^Jf^^.  P-J™cled  far 
le  round-topped  hat  of  ^ff  r  ""'^  '""  '"«=^''='- 

^"fbtthat  it  reflected  the    1?^"^  '''^^'  ^^"'"h^d  so 
'"■"ntet,  and  even  from  JhS'°'  *«  "^^  windows  like 
*■'  '-^d  breathing  ;rtr.    r  t'  1°°^  ^^^^  <=°"'d  h«r 
P^^atch  chain  u^  thf^s 't^'  ''",''°"°"  '^"'^''  of 
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Dyke  looked  at  him  with  attention.    There  was  the 
enemy,  the  representative  of  the  Trust  with  which  Der- 
rick's  League  was  locking  horns.    The  great  struggle 
had  begun  to  invest  the  combatants  with  interest.    Daily, 
almost  hourly,  Dyke  was  in  touch  with  the  ranchers,  the 
wheat-growers.    He   heard    their   denunciations,    their 
growls  of  exasperation  and  defiance.    Here  was  the  other 
side— this  placid,  fat  man,  with  a  stiff  straw  hat  and  linen 
vest,  who  never  lost  his  temper,  who  smiled  affably  upon 
his  enemies,  giving  them  good  advice,  commiserating 
with  them  in  one  defeat  after  another,  never  ruffled, 
never  excited,  sure  of  his  power,  conscious  that  back  of 
him  was  the   Machine,  the  colossal  force,  the  inex- 
haustible coffers  of  a  mighty  organisation,  vomiting 
millions  to  the  League's  thousands. 

The  League  was  clamorous,  ubiquitous,  its  objects 
known  to  every  urchin  on  the  streets,  but  the  Trust  was 
silent,  its  ways  inscrutable,  the  public  saw  only  results. 
It  worked  on  in  the  dark,  calm,  disciplined,  irresistible. 
Abruptly  Dyke  received  the  impression  of  the  multitudi- 
nous ramifications  of  the  colossus.  Under  his  feet  the 
ground  seemed  mined;  down  there  below  him  in  the  dark 
the  huge  tentacles  went  silently  twisting  and  advancing, 
spreading  out  in  every  direction,  sapping  the  strength  of 
all  opposition,  quiet,  gradual,  biding  the  time  to  reach  up 
and  out  and  grip  with  a  sudden  unleashing  of  gigantic 
strength. 

"  I'll  be  wanting  some  cars  of  you  people  before  the 
summer  is  out,"  observed  Dyke  to  the  clerk  as  he  folded 
up  and  put  away  the  order  that  the  other  had  handed  him.  i 
He  remembered  perfectly  well  that  he  had  arranged  the 
matter  of  transporting  his  crop  some  months  before,  but 
his  role  of  proprietor  amused  him  and  he  liked  to  busy 
himself  again  and  again  with  the  details  of  his  under- 
taking. 
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I  don't  want  to  ^  1^^      "°^  **»  ""^^  t^i,  year"„d 
"Oh,  you'll  get  youfl'""""^  "'  ^'""'•"•" 
"I'«  be  the^earof  br-    """""^"^  *«  "ther. 

%ke  went  on-  "r"l  °J  ''""P"^  business  your  ^av  " 

'"ere  are  a  lot' of  o  ^ers""  "  "*"  '^'''^  ^X  "o;,    L 
««on.    Suppose"  he  "5'"^;°*°  'he  businesVnext 
"suppose  ^^'^^.^j  ?„t '?''""*'^'  «™'=k  with  an  idea 
f PPers'  organisalHor^r  **'  P°°''  «  -«  o^' 

'^^^0^13—----"^'"^^^^ 

A  cent  and  a  half  I    5.     x 
-^ybe  ni  talk  business  ^th  y'Sj"""''  "*'  »  »>««  -"d 
it.    WhT  r"  '"1  *  ''^"'"  «'"™«1  Dyke  « I  do  -. 

fortei  giLTalj7'?.*;;y°»  a^^^  m'son."  Dyke 

^'«rht  o„  hops  Ln  B^rneSe  t".p"'?-    '^°"'"  ^<^  ^ 
--car  load  lots.    S  ^^d  ^X'^S^  J^ 

'^'  reassured,  he  remarked  ^"'P'"°"  «**''<=  other. 

'OUlookitUD       Vr...'11 
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The  clerk  brought  forward  a  folder  of  yellow  paper 
and  handed  it  to  Dyke.  It  was  inscribed  at  the  top 
"  Tariff  Schedule  No.  8,"  and  underneath  these  words, 
in  brackets,  was  a  smaller  inscription,  "Supersedes  No 
7  of  Aug.  I." 

"  See  for  yourself,"  said  S.  Behrman.  He  indicated  an 
item  under  the  head  of  "  Miscellany." 

"  The  following  rates  for  carriage  of  hops  in  car  load 
lots,"  read  Dyke,  "  take  effect  June  i,  and  will  remain  in 
force  until  superseded  by  a  later  t.riff.  Those  quoted 
beyond  Stockton  are  subject  to  changes  in  traflfic  arrange- 
ments with  carriers  by  water  from  that  point." 

In  the  list  that  was^  printed  below.  Dyke  saw  that  the 
rate  for  hops  between  Bonneville  or  Guadalajara  and 
San  Francisco  was  five  cents. 

For  a  mon-.ent  Dyke  was  confused.  Then  swiftly  the 
matter  became  clear  in  his  mind.  The  Railroad  had 
raised  the  freight  on  hops  from  two  cents  to  five. 

All  his  calculations  as  to  a  profit  on  his  little  invest- 
ment he  had  based  on  a  freight  rate  of  two  cents  a  pound. 
He  was  under  contract  to  deliver  his  crop.  He  could 
not  draw  back.  The  new  rate  ate  up  every  cent  of  his 
gains.    He  stood  there  ruined. 

"Why,  what  do  you  mean?"  he  burst  out.    "You 
promised  me  a  rate  of  two  cents  and  I  went  ahead  with 
.  my  business  with  that  understanding.     What  do  you 
mean?" 

^  S.  Behrman  and  the  clerk  watched  him  from  the  other 
side  of  the  counter. 
"  The  rate  is  five  cents,"  declared  the  clerk  doggedly. 
"  Well,  that  ruins  me,"  shouted  Dyke.  "  Do  you  un- 
derstand? I  won't  make  fifty  cents,  il^^ir/  Why,  I 
will  owe,— I'll  be— be —  That  ruins  iiJpihu^yoiikBn- 
derstend  ?  "  ^M^»- 

The  other  raised  a  shoulder.  ^^W 
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You  can  do  M  you  like. 


»nc  rate  IS  five  cents."  — -~' ""*»  you  like 

^"^^!!r^^'^Ttol}''"C-  -'-t  to  deUver. 

prom,«;d  me  a  tw^ent  rate"  ^°"  '"''^  ""—yo" 

I  don't  remember  it  "  sairf  ♦»,     ,    , 
-ything  about  that.    ButUn^t  ,h    ^  J''  '^°"''  •"<»* 
l»ve  gone  up.    I  know  tht  r  '  ^  ''"°*  ""at  hops 

"^t»  got  /A^do  It  ^°'  *°  0°  with  you?" 

'  -dden  aggressi^etsT'^V^'  hf  rl  ""  ***-  -•«« 
up  to  meet  the  price  WeW  .  !  "^''*  "*"=  has  gone 
""'th.    My  ord'^rs  areTo  4-r  '°'"^  ''"^'"-''  for'^r 

je]XoVti''X\rrt;r  ^°-^— nt. 
^- people  do';j;rpXrht;^H^^'''  ^''--•" 

'PP  ymg  freight  rates,  i^w'  "  h.  .!!  '  ^°"^  *>«"«  "^ 
'■*  furious  sarcasm  ^^^a  •,  '"'^'^'"'^  vociferated 
3">«  guided  by?"  ^*'*  y"""-  ™le?    What  are 

_,  But  at  the  words    S    Ti.i,-_ 
'•-ring  the  ■  eat  of  ihe  H^       ""'  '^''°  ^  kept  silent 

'»»  face  inflamed  with  ^~r  '"*  """^'edge,  Dyke  saw 
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"  All— the— trafiSc— will— bear." 
The  ex-engineer  ttepped  hack  a  pace,  hU  fingers  on  the 
ledge  of  the  counter,  to  iteady  himself.    He  felt  himself 
pow  pale,  his  heart  became  a  mere  leaden  weight  in  hit 
chest,  mert,  refusing  to  beat. 

In  a  second  the  whole  affair,  in  all  its  bearings,  went 
speeding  before  the  eye  of  his  imagination  like  t'      ^i,  ; 
unroUing  of  a  panorama.    Every  cent  of  his  ^  ar 
was  sunk  in  this  hop  business  of  his.  More  thn-,  ii, .    • ,. 
had  borrowed  money  to  carry  it  on,  certain  ot  siK^e.,  - 
borrowed  of  S.  Behrman,  oflFering  his  crop  a.u!  u;.  i\nk 
home  as  security.    Once  he  failed  to  meet  h, .  ol%,  •;   ,, 
S.  Behrman  would  foreclose.    Not  only  would  th  •  K  „ 
road  devour  every  moAel  of  his  profits,  but  also  ,t  iv,  ,.,.i 
take  from  him  his  home;  at  a  blow  he  would  be  1<  f  - 
niless  and  without  a  home.    What  would  then  becon.c  oi 
his  mother-and  what  would  become  of  the  little  tad' 
She,  whom  he  had  been  planning  to  educate  like  a  verita- 
ble lady     For  all  that  year  he  had  talked  of  his  ambition 
for  his  little  daughter  to  every  one  he  met.    All  Bonne- 
ville knew  of  it.    What  a  mark  for  gibes  he  had  made  of 
nimself     The    workingman    turned    farmer!    What  a 
Urget  for  jeers-he  who  had  fancied  he  could  elude  the 
Railroad  I    He  remembered  he  had  once  said  the  great 
Trust  had  overlooked  his  little  enterprise,  disdaining  to 
plunder  such  small  fry.    He  should  have  known  better 
than  that.    How  had  he  ever  imagined  the  Road  would 
permit  him  to  make  any  money? 

Anger  was  not  in  him  yet;  no  rousing  of  the  blind, 
white-hot  wrath  that  leaps  to  the  attack  with  prehensile 
fingers,  moved  him.  The  blow  merely  crushed,  stag- 
gered, confused. 

He  stepped  aside  to  give  place  to  a  coatless  man  in  a 
pink  shirt,  who  entered,  carrying  in  his  hands  an  auto- 
matic door-closing  apparatus. 


A  Stoiy  of  California 


-oved  from  .  Z^TJZ  °"  "  ""  "»'  "»<"  »-n 
«ylc.-s  office.  0„Th;i  ;  oTr  ■="'  '°  '"^  «'"»y  i" 
»«dc  ««ie  vague  figure,  with  J  »  ^'"°*  '"^"'°P«  h« 
e„^.  «"?.  perplexing  himself  with^Mny 

^  Behrman,  the  clerk   anrf  ♦», 

^-""^  apparatus  involved  thems'.r"'""'  '^'  '^'^'■ 

"'      8»«ng  intently  at  th.  ,     "'"'^"  '"  «  long  argu- 

-'■  -ho  had  come'to  fix  ,  ^ar*'  °'  ^^^  doof.    S. 

'  guarantee  it,  unless  a  si^^  wa?"!'"'  ''"^  ""^'"'■"^ 

""•  Joor.  warning  incomers^hr.tu'^'"  °"  ""=  °"'«de  of 

•"<•   This  sign  would  rsffifeei       .''^'  "'^  ''"^-'- 

But  you  didn't  „  """'*"tra. 

Genslinger    cam>i    • 

Belrmanandthederk^h"""'?'''"''"'    ''^    Delaney     S 

;^  foor-dosing  1^^^  ^1"^  '"^  -"  ^^ '^' 
toonter  and  engawd  in  themselves  behind  the 

»f  horses  he  was  shippingSh  J  .  ^"''^'' '""'  «  ^t^ng 
«W«  to  make  arranwrnenT"'''-  ^°  ''°«'>t  he  had 
™"er  of  stock  c^'^Le  l:;"  '"'"  ^^''^^^  in  the 
^" -""-cable  in  the  ext^^e      '=^^"'^'=  °'  '"•=  f°-  -en 

,-^-^'irt::rdt,^-of  the  envelop, 

°"!r-"  °*    "^^    *'^'    I    -ake 

^--'^.«.whato„r.tesare.Mr.D>.ke,.ex- 
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claimed  the  clerk  angrily.  "  That's  all  the  arrangement 
we  wiU  make.  Take  it  or  leave  it."  He  turned  again 
to  Gcnshnger,  giving  the  ex-engineer  his  back. 

Dyke  moved  away  and  stood  for  a  moment  in  the 
centre  of  the  room,  staring  at  the  figures  on  the  envelope 
I  don't  see."  he  muttered,  "just  what  I'm  going  to 
do.    No,  I  don't  see  what  I'm  going  to  do  at  all." 

Ruggles  came  in,  bringing  with  him  two  other  men  in 
whom  Dyke  recognised  dummy  buyers  of  the  Los  Muer- 
tos  and  Osterman  ranchos.  They  brushed  by  him,  jost- 
ling  his  elbow,  and  as  he  went  out  of  the  door  he  heard 
them  exchange  jovial  greetings  with  Delaney,  Gen- 
shnger,  and  S.  Behrman. 

Dyke  went  down  the  stairs  to  the  street  and  proceeded 
onward  aimlessly  in  the  direction  of  the  Yosemite  House, 
fingenng  the  yellow  envelope  and  looking  vacantly  at  the 
sidewalk. 

There  was  a  stoop  to  his  massive  shoulders.  His  great 
arms  dangled  loosely  at  his  sides,  the  palms  of  his  hands 
open. 

As  he  went  along,  a  certain  feeling  of  shame  touched 
Jiim.  Surely  his  predicament  must  be  apparent  to  evei)' 
passer-by.  No  doubt,  every  one  recognised  the  unsuc- 
cessful man  in  the  very  way  he  slouched  along.  The 
young  girls  in  lawns,  muslins,  and  garden  hats,  returning 
from  the  Post  Office,  their  hands  full  of  letters,  must 
surely  see  in  him  the  type  of  the  failure,  the  bankrupt. 

Tlien  brusquely  his  tardy  rage  flamed  up.  By  God, 
no.  It  was  not  his  fault;  he  had  made  no  mistake.  His 
energy,  industry,  and  foresight  had  been  sound.  He  had 
been  merely  the  object  of  a  colossal  trick,  a  sordid  in- 
justice, a  victim  of  the  insatiate  greed  of  the  monster. 
caught  and  choked  by  one  of  those  millions  of  tentacles 
suddenly  reaching  up  from  below,  from  out  the  dark  be- 
neath his  x'eet,  coiling  around  his  throat,  throttling  him. 
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What  court  was  iie  f  o"''^"^  '^^^^^'^  «  the  idi 
Ah,  the  rage  of  helpless^inh,  ,  "''"";  °' '""  "'""^'er  ? 
Mp.  no  hope,-r„4d  >n  a  bri!f    "^  °^  inipotence  J    No 
r«t.  built  of  great  slews  ^weH  ?"'"'''  *  ^«"t»We 
h.s  manhood,  having  all  W,T?u"''  '"  ^''^  ^""  «de  of 
could  he  now  face  wf  h^^^S''  «"  "is  wits.    How 
"otherof  thiscatastrophe°A,^J  ~"'d  he  tell  his 
how  could  he  explain  to  her  fh^      '''~**'  ""'<=  tad; 
^ften  her  disappointmen"  ?    L    I  ^'""^"^^"^^^how 
outhereyes-horkee^?,,,h"°:„''^^  the  tears  fron. 
fa-*  m  his  resources?  ''°"'^''*'"=«'nhim--her 

£>'^'Sts°t2d'^Urt'T'''  "P  ^n  "is 
enched.  Oh.  for  a  n^ent  to  L  T''""'  ^''  *««=* 
'hroat  of  S.  Behrman,  ^ZJLT  k  '  ''''"''  "P°"  *« 
wrenching  out  the  red  S  S  f •  *"  ''^^^h  from  hin,. 
»■■«>  the  blood  sucked  fit  the  r~"''t'"^  ^''^  ^'^^ 

To  the  first  friend  thST  met   n  1°'  *^  ^^'P'o' 
*e  tragedy,  and  to  the  next  aTd.'   I^"  '"^'^  *«  ^^'^  of 
'^'"t  from  mouth  to  mouth    ,       ^' ""*•    ^he  affair 
^^fness.  overpassing  I^din'?'''"^"^  ^''^  ^l«=trical 
f  f.  so  that  brthe  ti^N        '"^  ''^^'"^  of  Dyke  him- 

W.^e  HouL  trndli^tf '  '''^  '°''^  °^  ^e 
f  oup  formed  about  h.m  in  I  ^-  ^'^^'*'"^  "im.  A 
•■"'"ness  for  the  instanf  ^"  '"""ediate  vicinity 

7"ed.    OneaLl^tJ'l'r'^'^-     ^''^  ^"  P 

!•'''«  to  it.    Magnus  Derrick  i''   ?"''  ^"""^  ^^em 

Ag^m  and  again.  Dyke  recoLt^^^^^^^^     :t.  and  Annixter. 

;>*  the  time  when  he  was  d  1       T'^'^  ''^^""i"? 

»rporation's  service  for  rfu„t'7''  ''""^  ^'"^  «"^ 
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mmWed    throughout    the    running    comments    of   his 
Mditors  like  the  thunderous  reverberation  of  diapason. 
From  all  points  of  view,  the  story  was  discussed  by 
those  who  listened  to  him,  now  in  the  heat  of  excite- 
ment, now  calmly,  judicially.     One  verdict,  however, 
prevailed.     It  was  voiced  by  Annixter:     "You're  stuck 
Yon  can  roar  till  you're  black  in  the  face,  but  you  can't 
buck  against  the  Railroad.    There's  nothing  to  be  done." 
"You  can  shoot  the  ruffian,  you  can  shoot  S.  Behr- 
man,"  clamoured  one  of  the  group.     "  Yes,  sir ;  by  the 
Lord,  you  can  shoot  him." 
"  Poor  fool,"  commented  Annixter,  turning  away. 
Nothing  to  be  done. '  No,  there  was  nothing  to  be  done 
—not  one  thing.     Dyke,  at  last  alone  and  driving  his 
team  out  of  the  town,  turned  the  business  confusedly 
over  in  his  mind  from  end  to  end.    Advice,  suggestion, 
even  offers  of  financial  aid  had  been  showered  upon  him 
from   all    directions.     Friends   were    not   wanting   vho 
heatedly  presented  to  his  consideration  all  manner  of 
ingenious  plans,  wonderful  devices.     They  were  worth- 
less.   The  tentacle  held  fast.    He  was  stuck. 

By  degrees,  as  his  wagon  carried  him  farther  out  into 
the  country,  and  open  empty  fields,  his  anger  lapsed,  and 
the  numbness  of  bewilderment  returned.  He  could  not 
look  one  hour  ahead  into  the  future ;  could  formulate  no 
plans  even  for  the  next  day.  He  did  not  know  what  to 
do.     He  was  stuck. 

With  the  limpness  and  inertia  of  a  sack  of  sand,  the 
reins  slipping  loosely  in  his  dangling  fingers,  his  eyes 
fixed,  staring  between  the  horses'  heads,  he  allowed  him- 
self to  be  carried  aimlessly  along.  He  resigned  himself. 
What  did  he  care  ?  What  was  the  use  of  going  on  ?  He 
was  stuck. 

The  team  he  was  driving  had  once  belonged  to  the 
Los  Muertos  stables,  and  unguided  as  the  horses  were, 
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f"w„  by  the  smell  of  Citl\Tu"'  °^  "*^  ^^"  *'". 
'7f  '»  f-nt  of  Carah^^rs'aloo?"""  "^''^'^  ''^  *''<= 

matter.  Now  that  i,e  had  coT  ^  '^°"^'  ''  ^id  not 
f'home  by  this  route  as  to  °rr  '^;:^-*  "»^  -«  ^"ort  to 
he  unchecked  the  horses  anH  I  ™,  •"'  ^""'^'-  Slowly 
ing  them  drink.  '"'' ^'"""^  ^' th«r  heads,  watch-    ' 

'odo.'°"'  ^^^'"  -^^  — d.  ..,-nst  what  I  am  ,oi„, 
^^JS:SSS:ir:-fP'-.  his  red  face, 

s^ --W  Of  the  /oorwirrcxri^ixj:- 

'Hello,  Captain." 

'Se;:=^s'ST^' -"'---- 

^^r£X''''"T^^^^^^^^^^^  ^udde.y  took  on  a 

"'s  eyebrows.    Furious  he  vented'  "''V'"''  '^^'^  ""^er 
oaths.  "''  "^  ^^"ted  a  rolling  explosion  of 

"And   now  it's  your  turn"  h^ 
"n't  after  only  the  hi^-  !  t,       '     ^  ^o^ferated.     "  Thev 
God.  they'll  evei'jcfthe  pTofr"^'  ''^  "''=''  ""^     % 
^«  their  bellies   full  some  dav      r:  P^^'^^''  O^,  they'll 
They'll  wake  up  the  wrong  kind  of  '  '"''  '°'^^'^- 

he  man  that's  got  ^uts  in  h         u     ™^"  '*™«  morning 

^''•^^■■•clced  .nAJltrJ^l  'em   "'^  "''  '^^^  -''- 
and  and  a  stick  of  dyn^m  te Tn  T  ""u''  *  *°'-^''  '«  «"« 

h.s  clenched  fists  in  t^etv    '?'^\°'^^"    He  raised 

-^'.•'whenl  think  it^^over^gt-'^^^'"  He 

S"  trazy,  1  see  red. 
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Oh,  if  the  people  only  knew  their  strength.  Oh,  if  I 
could  wake  'em  up.  There's  not  only  Shelgrim,  but 
there's  others.  AH  the  magnates,  all  the  butchers,  all  the 
blood-suckers,  by  the  thousands.  Their  day  will  come 
by  God,  it  will." 

By  now,  the  ex-engineer  and  the  bar-keeper  had  retired 
to  the  saloon  back  of  the  grocery  to  talk  over  the  details 
of  this  new  outrage.  Dyke,  still  a  little  dazed,  sat  down 
by  one  of  the  tables,  preoccupied,  saying  but  little,  and 
Caraher  as  a  matter  of  course  set  the  whiskey  bottle  at 
his  elbow. 

It  happened  that  at  this  same  moment,  Presley,  return- 
ing to  Los  Muertos  frohi  Bonneville,  his  pockets'  full  of 
mail,  stopped  in  at  the  grocery  to  buy  some  black  lead 
for  his  bicycle.    In  the  saloon,  on  the  other  side  of  the 
narrow  partition,  he  overheard  the  conversation  between 
Dyke  and  Caraher.    The  door  was  open.    He  caught 
every  word  distinctly. 
"  Tell  us  all  about  it,  Dyke,"  urged  Caraher. 
For  the  fiftieth  time  Dyke  told  the  story.    Already  it 
had  crystallised  into  a  certain  form.    He  used  the  same 
phrases  with  each  repetition,  the  same  sentences,  the  same 
words.    In  his  mind  it  became  set.    Thus  he  would  tell 
It  to  any  one  who  would  listen  from  now  on,  week  after 
week,  year  after  year,  all  the  rest  of  his  life—"  And  I 
based  my  calculations  on  a  two-cent  rate.    So  soon  as 
they  saw  I  was  to  make  money  they  doubled  the  tanff- 
all  the  traffic  would  bear— and  I  mortgaged  to  S.  Behr- 
man— ruined  me  with  a  turn  of  the  hand— stuck,  cinched, 
and  not  one  thing  to  be  done." 

As  he  talked,  he  drank  glass  after  glass  of  whiskey,  and 
the  honest  rage,  the  open,  above-board  fury  of  his 
mind  coagulated,  thickened,  and  sunk  to  a  dull,  evil 
hatred,  a  wicked,  oblique  malevolence.  Caraher,  sure 
now  of  winning  a  disciple,  replenished  his  glass. 
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Do  you  blame  us  now  "  h.  •  ^ 
R«k?  Ah.  yes,  it's  an  ver;  ^'u^"^'  "'  °*er,,  the 
to  preach  moderation.  I  could  f .?'.  ^'^'^  "''*'''''  <='«» 
I .  too.  if  your  belly  was  mV  '*'  '°°-  ^O"  ««W  do 
'fyo-r  wife  had  not  been  m^^iZT^J  ''''^^y  *«  «fe. 
not  stanring.    Easv  p^T  T'™^"''  '^  your  children  wer^ 

-ethods.le|alr7d4ra"n?an  "r  "^•"•^^  '«-"wS 
-'"  he  vociferated  '"Ah    r;°'    «"' "ow  abo^f 
"""-seller,  ain't  I?    I'n,  a '  ^f''  ^"?  «   'oud-mouthed 
I ni  a  blood-thirsty  anarchL    ';%",''  ''"^^''  ain't  I? 
'^  your  wife  brougS  ho";  T  '  ^^    ^"'t  «"  you've 
-ed  to  kiss  smashed!  by Thorse "^""h  "f  *^  ^-'  ^O" 
j™st.  as  it  happened  to  4     TheV.  ?.°'7''"^''  '^^  '^e 
fon      And  you.  Dyke.  blTck-liSr     ^  ^''°"'  ""'^era- 
employee,  ruined  a^icdturi.;  *'"^"^''  discharged 
'='<1  and  your  motheTturiedtroIf  ^''^  "•^^-'•""'e 
-an  forecloses.     Wait  S  !„  s^'  ^''^  '^''«"  S.  Behr- 
«^h'te,  and  till  you  hear  y2  h...      T  ^'"'"^  *'"  and 
a"  don't  eat  a  little  more'and  S  T  "'  ^°"  "">'  ^°" 
»nd  you  can't  give  it  to  her     wJX'^'^''  ^"^  '"""«'• 
same  time  that  your  fam.i  "'  ^  ■       *'"  ^o"  «e-at  the 
J-dr^thousanTac/r  r^^^^^^^        iack  of  bread-.: 
f°od~grabbed  and  gobbled  bvr^T  °^  ''"^''els  of 
1'-  talk  of  moderSon     Tfett  t.?"'°''  ^™^''  «"d 
Trust  wants  to  hear.    It  ain't  fril.        '"  J"''  ^^at  the 

onethingonlyitdoes    sStotr'°.^  ^""^'^ 

of-the  people  with  dynamL^;  th  ""J."^  '*  '^  '"^h^ened 

Xf:i  ^^^'p^-  ^*™t:irs.^^  "^"'^^'-^  -ches 

^Ke  did  not  reolv  H«  en  j 
^-d  drank  it  i„  tw^gulp^  'S  r^'^u^""^  °^  ^^iskey 
,^0'vl.  his  face  was  a  dark  re^  h  rJ"'^  ^"""^'^  '<>  a 
'"'e,  between  his  massive  ,hni  '''^''  ^^'^  *"nk.  bull- 
f^^^d  long  and  with  troubir  ' '  ^'*''""'  ^'"^ng  he 
^''ands.  lying  onL^  t£^^!  ^^•'-  "dotted,  mulu! 
««upation  gone,   "  ^  *''''^  "^^o^e  him.  idle,  their 
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Presley  forgot  his  black  lead.  He  listened  to  Caraher. 
Through  the  open  door  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  Dyke's 
back,  broad,  muscled,  bowed  down,  the  great  shoulder^ 
stooping. 

The  whole  drama  of  the  doubled  freight  rate  leaped 
salient  and  distinct  in  the  eye  of  his  mind.    And  this  was 
but  one  instance,  an  isolated  case.    Because  he  was  near 
at  hand  he  happened  to  see  it.    How  many  others  were 
there,  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  State.?    Constantly 
this  sort  of  thing  must  occur— little  industries  choked 
out  in  their  very  beginnings,  the  air  full  of  the  death  rat- 
tles of  little  enterprises,  expiring  unobserved  >n  far-off 
counties,  up  in  cations  and  arroyos  of  the  foothills,  for- 
gotten by  every  one  but  the  monster  who  was  daunted 
by  the  magnitude  of  no  business,  however  great,  who 
overlooked  no  opportunity  of  plunder,  however  petty 
who  with   me  tentacle  grabbed  a  hundred  thousand 
acres  of  whea*.  and  with  another  pilfered  a  pocketful  of 
gi'owing  hops. 

He  went  away  without  a  word,  his  head  bent,  his 
hands  clutched  tightly  on  the  cork  grips  of  the  handle 
bars  of  his  bicycle.  His  lips  were  white.  In  his  heart 
a  bhnd  demon  of  revolt  raged  tumultuous,  shrieking 
blasphemies. 

At  Los  Muertos,  Presley  overtook  Annixter.  As  he 
guided  his  wheel  up  the  driveway  to  Derrick's  ranch 
house,  he  saw  the  master  of  Quien  Sabe  and  Harran  in 
conversation  on  the  steps  of  the  porch.  Magnus  stood 
in  the  doorway,  talking  to  his  wife. 

Occupied  with  the  press  of  business  and  involved  in 
the  final  conference  with  the  League's  lawyers  on  the  eve 
of  the  latter's  departure  for  Washington,  Annixter  had 
missed  the  train  that  was  to  take  him  back  to  Guadala- 
jara and  Quien  Sabe.    Accordingly,  he  had  accepted  the 


Governor's  invitation  to  return  with  him 


on  his  buck- 
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buckslcin,  by  way  of"  e  wtliTfo  '^"'^"."""^  ^'"^ 
Muertos.  He  found  her  wJLT^u'  °  ^^^  ''™  «  Los 
ior.  going  on.  delayed  a  fowl ^  "=  ^°'  ''™'  »»>*  be- 
Dyke's  affair.        ^         ^^"^  ""»"*"*''  '«  tell  Harran  of 

;;  Nothing,"  decked  Anntr^'^'^  ''"''^'■^^'^• 
That  eats  up  every  cent  of  n  ,,  -     '  '  "*"'=''•" 
-ent  on.     •.  He  has  ^ee„  "en  v^''     '  ''™'"^^'"  "«-^n 
'Old  him  to  make  sure  of  the  R^"  f"!"^  '''""•     ^h,  I 
'0  me  about  growing  hopt  "         °      "''"  '^  '^^^^  'P°^^ 

-e^r-t^str^Sr^i-r^'^o^-the 

Hewasdrinkingatatableandhi.I  T^  ^^"^  •"■'  ''"'='^- 
B«t  the  man  looked  broken_=.K  ,  ^^  ^'*  *°^^^ds  me. 
terrible,  terrible."        '"^"''^"-^bsolutely  crushed.    It  is 

"He  was  at  Caraher's  was  he ? "  ^ 

;'Yes."  -was  he.?     demanded  Annixter. 

Drinking,  hey  '  " 
"I^thinkso.    Yes,  I  saw  a  bottle" 

-o«  ";  '■!!  S'ltih^^^'^^'"^'^  ^""-*-'  -n- 

'0  •-'^:rCSusJdrk'-'^-''--"--ewas 
fround.  ^  ^"'*'*^'  '°°'^'nff  thoughtfully  on  the 

of  Caraher's    roadside     awf  ^"^  '"  *^  "'^'-^oom 

™Wng,thei„evitablcoIaL?"  r*''"^'^*^^  '"e  slow 
.'-^-ompanions.  IVJlToT' r'^^'T'  °^  °-  °^ 
™*vidual;   an    honest   man     //  "''■'^^'  '^'  r"-"  of  an 

.^t™*  down  by  a  colossal  1       "^'    ^''''"^='    "P^ffht. 

infli—- .  ^        ,7  ™'"ssal  power,  nerverterf  h,-  ., 

—- =e,  go  feehng  to  his  ruin.       ^^^'^^'^  ^>  ="  evij 
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"I  »ee  his  finwh,"  repeated  Annixter.    " Exit  Dvke 
a>^  score  another  tally  for  S.  Behrman,  Shelgrin,  and 

He  moved  away  impatiently,  loosening  the  tie-rone 
sTup         *'  '"''"'"  ""  '"*"''■    "'  '"""^  '^- 

»hr^,  !*^  "I*'''"  ^  "^^^'^  "  he  rode  away,  "and 
he  devil  take  the  hindmost.    Good-bye.  I'm  going  hoi 
I  still  have  one  a  little  longer."  ^ 

He  galloped  away  along  the  Lower  Road,  in  the  direc- 
t.c«  of  Quien  Sabe,  emerging  from  the  gro^e  oicy^Tss 

:iT  rT''""*^''^  ""•=" ''°"«'  ""^coming ;" 

away  from  h.m  m  apparent  barremiess  on  either  hand 

It  was  late  m  the  day.  already  his  shadow  was  Ion<r 
upon  the  padded  dust  of  the  road  in  front  o"  hTm.  2 
ah«d.  a  long  ways  off,  and  a  little  to  the  north  the  v«> 
entble  campanile  of  the  Mission  San  Juan  ^  XZ 
«d.ant  in  the  last  rays  of  the  sun,  ihile  lehinl  ht' 
towards  the  north  and  west,  the  gilded  dome  of  tie  court-' 

aZVth^T-'"'  ^'"^  *'"'°"^"''»  '"  purplish  black 
agdinst  the  flaming  west.  Annixter  spurred  the  buck- 
^n  forward  He  feared  he  might  be  late  to  his  sup^  . 
hZ  X'^  '*  "°""'  "^  ^"^«^'  '°  him  by  HilmT 
Olea  a^t  .1  "T  '*""*  '^'°''  '"  ^is  brain  with  a 
actfvitv  of  r""^  *T°"-  ^"  '^'"'^Sh  that  day  of 
actmty,  of  strenuoi,,,  business,  the  minute  and  cautious 

Uon  of  her  had  been  the  undercurrent  of  his  thoughts. 
At  I«t  he  was  alone.  He  could  put  all  other  things  be- 
hind him  and  occupy  himself  solely  with  her 

In  that  glory  of  the  day's  end,  in  that  ch«>s  of  sa«- 
sjne  he  saw  her  agam.  Unimaginative,  crude,  dir«t, 
h.s  fancy,  nevertheless,  plactd  her  before  him,  steeped  in 
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r?n?  Her  r.ir"'  r'  '•'^"'■--  ^^^^ 

l-ir.    He  remembered  the  ^'„*^"  *°'"'  "«"'«  «*  »>« 

about  her.  her  slim,  nam," feet  ^t  1^./"^  '"^""^ 
of  her  low  shoe,,  th;  i^oZh^i^^J:^' '"'t' ^^'^^'^^ 
to  wear  of  late  on  the  back  of  h!r  ^  ^  '■"  •""*  "^P"" 
voice.  «ow-pitched.  vehit  1  swir  •  ""'  ''  ""^^  »«•■ 

Kt-'-^^-^-r-vTcTer^^^^^^^ 
ofS^dSfoSte'TLtrhtrL'^'  r-"^  «- 

"ixter'smind  went  back  t?the'^L?of^°^^  ^"■ 

»&  when  he  had  come  u™,n  ^  u  'P'*'"°"*  '^w- 

!-«  teeth  with  anger  Ld^         '*  *'*  P'""-    He  set 

7  been  able  torerTtLdrKr:as  th"^'^  "^^  "'' 
these  women,  always  set  unn^ VJ-  '"'  '"*""  ^'A 

Was  it  not  ekough  that  L         .!^"."""''^'"^  "°''°"? 
<«ber  girl  he  knew  aid  th'    u  ^"^  ""''^  *»«"  "-y 

«id  as  much  oTd The  Si  k'""'''^  ''™'  She  haj 
'^  of  Quien  Sa^r  At  that  ""''  ^'"^  *°  »*  "»•- 
1>« property,  wa,  fo^ manvinlh-  "tL"'  ^^'  ^'^  »««' 
His  t-nconquerable  su^S^j^'T,'^''"'''^  "^  his  money, 
distrust  of  ftefemin"Sj  *e  wo„,an.  his  innate 
"■•'b-  What  fa™^ss  Tunh  T"'*'  "°'  "^  *'°"«  '^^^y 
-'"  appear  so  innolem.  if  ^  ataL  ^^'J"'*  '"'' 
">  fact,  te/ar  it  believable  ?  *  unbelievable  ; 

For  the  first  time  doubt  assailA^  i,  • 
^  indeed  all  that  she  ap^'^edl    '^^    !"PP°^*  H"™* 
»<*  with  her  a  question  oKf/n    °  '^^    ^^PP"^'  ''  was 
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Sirs-  uriv: ';  '"•"'•  '^ » '-"»'« ^" « ".. 

we«  at  an  encfbS^S  hiSe  /a'nSX^^l'  "' 

H,^         ^  .  •""**"•    ^«"'  h«  would  eat  crow 

made  her  confession  to  him.    He  would  see  her  as  Z 

KaS  fl"'*  '"'^  '"'"""  straightened  ou  'Z 
S  Hn^r  A  "*'^,.'''»«'"8^  point-  VVhat  he  w  nted 
Mo^tjhtTT^"  ''*'  "°'  "^'^"^  '^'"'^'y  i"  his  mind. 
nIw  the  '  ,  !?  v°7  ^""^^"y  *«="  -hat  he  wanted. 
XNow,  the  goal  of  his  desires  had  become  vaeue     He 

Tngsrouw' "r^  r  'r-- «« p-^-<'  •^' 

Ses    ?f  I  J°  ^"'■^"''^  -'*''°"*  '""'=h  idea  of  conse- 

kn  w  was  it  H-r    "'^"'-'-^=  -"  that  he  positivdv 

her  anrf^!-       .!,'      f         ""^^  ''''PPy  when  he  was  with 
he^  and  miserable  when  away  from  her 

nixter  S!'"'!,%'°°';  """^"^  •''"  ""PP*--  in  ^i'^nce.    An- 
nixterate  and  drank  and  lighted  a  dg^r,  and  after  his 
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priUr.  «rtuguMe  hands  picking  a 

M  :irarii?,7,  «L™,  j^u^-  °^  -'--  - 

>*«»  to  walk  aimS  ,7aSut  be  1  ^'J'"™  ""=  P^^'^" 
^.  with  eye  and  ear  alert  k'^r".  ""  ''^"=''  ''""'»- 
somewheres.  "'*'««.    Possibly  he  might  meet  her 

'^^Sj::;:i::Z^  which  inevitably  An- 
ted so  soon?   Hemadeaw!^     •■    "«'*  "'^y  all  gone  to 
but  heard  no  sound    Jht  d.^'  "7T  '*'°"* "''  "«^"i"?. 
»-.   He  pushedTtop?„  a^  ^  "'t''.^''y-''°"se  stood 
•farkness  of  its  interfor     "S      ""'''  '"'°  "'^  ^d"™"' 
polished  metal  glowed  faintlvfr  ""Tu  ''"''  ''"P  ""*  »* 
"■e  walls.    The^smXtS  STs       "™"''  ^"'^  '™'" 
"ostrils.     Everything  was  qitt      T?'  ''""^'"'  '"  '"'' 
there.    He  went  out  =.J,      ^,     .       ^'•""^  ^as  nobody 

'- n,omen7J\r  s;fcrb:  ::S  th%'°°\^"'^  ^^^^^^ 
"■e  new  barn,  uncertain  Lf^u     ^  ''^''-y-house  and 

As  he  waited  there  hTs  Torl7  "'  '''°"'''  '^^  "«*• 
>»«*  house,  on  the  othe  sSeTtb  't^^"*  °'  *^  "'^''^ 
"ver  toward  the  bara  "  Heilo  Jfll  "  *""'•  ""'^  '=^°''^*'' 
'»«  he  passed.  "'"°' 2'"^-    muttered  Annix- 

rSKntTS  "^liTr-"  ^"''^  *<=  «*- 

%  the  way,"  he  added   J.t  °^  ^°"  ^"'^  ^'=^- 

,  r/'^eady\„ow„  otnES^^j-  '""^  ^"^  -«- 

'«:Xt-!^g:od?^^-^^^CSts 
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"  Why,  I  thought  you  knew.  Sure,  they  all  left  on 
the  afternoon  train  for  San  Francisco.  Cleared  out  in  a 
hurry— took  all  their  trunks.  Yes,  all  three  went— the 
young  lady,  too.  They  gave  me  notice  early  this  morn- 
ing. They  ain't  ought  to  have  done  that.  I  don't  know 
who  I'm  to  get  to  run  the  dairy  on  such  short  notice.  Do 
you  know  any  one,  Mr.  Annixter?" 

"Well,  why  in  hell  did  you  let  them  go?"  vociferated 
Annixter.  "Why  didn't  you  keep  them  here  till  I  got 
back?  Why  didn't  you  find  out  if  they  were  going  for 
good?  I  can't  be  everywhere.  What  do  I  feed  you  fur 
if  it  ain't  to  look  after  things  I  can't  attend  to  ?  " 

He  turned  on  his  heel  and  strode  away  straight  before 
him,  not  caring  where  he  was  going.  He  tramped  out 
from  the  group  of  ranch  buildings ;  holding  on  over  the 
open  reach  of  his  ranch,  his  teeth  set,  his  heels  digging 
furiously  into  the  ground.  The  minutes  passed.  He 
walked  on  swiftly,  muttering  to  himself  from  time  to 
time. 

"Gone,  by  the  Lord.  Gone,  by  the  Lord.  By  the 
Lord  Harry,  she's  cleared  out." 

As  yet  his  head  was  empty  of  all  thought.  He  could 
not  steady  his  wits  to  consider  this  new  turn  of  affairs. 
He  did  not  even  try. 

"  Gone,  by  the  Lord,"  he  exclaimed.  "  By  the  Lord, 
she's  cleared  out." 

He  found  the  irrigating  ditch,  and  the  beaten  path 
made  by  the  ditch  tenders  that  bordered  it,  and  followed 
it  some  five  minutes ;  then  struck  off  at  right  angles  over 
the  rugged  surface  of  the  ranch  land,  to  where  a  great 
white  stone  jutted  from  the  ground.  There  he  sat  down, 
and  leaning  forward,  rested  his  elbows  on  his  knees,  and 
looked  out  vaguely  into  the  night,  his  thoughts  swiftly 
readjusting  themselves. 

He  was  alone.    The  silence  of  the  night,  the  infinite 
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repose  of  the  flat,  bare  earth— two  immensities— widened 
around  and  above  him  like  illimitable  seas.  A  grey  half- 
light,  mysterious,  grave,  flooded  downward  from  the 
stars. 

.Annixter  was  in  torment.  Now,  there  could  be 
no  longer  any  doubt— now  it  was  Hilma  or  nothing 
Once  out  of-his  reach,  once  lost  to  him,  and  the  recollec- 
tion of  her  assailed  him  with  unconquerable  vehemence 
.Much  as  she  had  occupied  his  mind,  he  had  never  realised 
till  now  how  vast  had  been  the  place  she  had  filled  in  his 
life.  He  had  told  her  as  n:uch,  but  even  then  he  did  not 
believe  it. 

Suddenly,  a  bitter  rage  against  himself  overwhelmed 
him  as  he  thought  of  the  hurt  he  had  given  her  the  previ- 
ous evening.  He  should  have  managed  diflferentlv. 
How,  he  did  not  know,  but  the  sense  of  the  outrage  he 
had  put  upon  her  abruptly  recoiled  against  him  with 
cruel  force.  Now,  he  was  sorry  for  it,  infinitely  sorry 
passionately  sorry.  He  had  hurt  her.  He  had  brought 
tne  tears  to  her  eyes.  He  had  so  flagrantly  insulted  her 
that  she  could  no  longer  bear  to  breathe  the  same  air 
with  him.  She  had  told  her  parents  all.  She  had  left 
Quien  Sabe-had  left  him  for  good,  at  the  very  moment 
when  he  believed  he  had  won  her.  Brute,  beast  that  he 
was,  he  had  driven  her  away. 

An  hour  went  by;  then  two,  then  four,  then  six  An- 
nixter  still  sat  in  his  place,  groping  and  battling  in  a  con- 
^sion  of  spirit,  the  like  of  which  he  had  never  felt  before 
He  did  not  know  what  was  the  matter  with  him.  He 
could  not  find  his  way  out  of  the  dark  and  out  of  the 
turmoil  that  wheeled  around  him.  He  had  had  no  ex- 
Penence  with  women.  There  was  no  precedent  to  guide 
Mm.  How  was  he  to  get  out  of  this?  What  was  the 
aew  that  would  set  everything  straight  again' 
That  he  would  give  Hilma  up.  never  once  entered  his 
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head.  Have  her  he  would.  She  had  given  herself  to 
him.  Everything  should  have  been  easy  after  that,  and 
instead,  here  he  was  alone  in  the  night,  wrestling  with 
himself,  in  deeper  trouble  han  ever,  and  Hilma  farther 
than  ever  away  from  him. 

It  was  true,  he  might  have  Hilma,  even  now,  if  he 
was  willing  to  marry  her.  But  marriage,  to  his  mind, 
had  been  always  a  vague,  most  remote  possibility,  almost 
as  vague  and  as  remote  as  his  death,— a  thing  that  hap- 
pened to  some  men,  but  that  would  surely  never  occur 
to  him,  or,  if  it  did,  it  would  be  after  long  years  had 
passed,  when  he  was  older,  more  settled,  more  matiire- 
an  event  that  belonged  to  the  period  of  his  middle  life, 
distant  as  yet. 

He  had  never  faced  the  question  of  his  marriage.  He 
had  kept  it  at  an  immense  distance  from  him.  It  had 
never  been  a  part  of  his  order  of  things.  He  was  not  a 
marrying  man. 

But  Hilma  was  an  ever-present  reality,  as  near  to  him 
as  his  right  hand.  Marriage  was  a  formless,  far  distant 
abstraction.  Hilma  a  tangible,  imminent  fact.  Before 
hi  could  think  of  the  two  as  one;  before  he  could  con- 
sider the  idea  of  marriage,  side  by  side  with  the  idea  of 
Hilma,  measureless  distances  had  to  be  traversed,  things 
as  disassociated  in  his  mind  as  fire  and  water,  had  to  he 
fused  together;  and  between  the  two  he  was  torn  as  if 
upon  a  rack. 

Slowly,  by  imperceptible  degrees,  the  imagination, 
unused,  upwiliing  machine,  began  to  work.  The  brain's 
activity  lapsed  proportionately.  He  began  to  think  less, 
and  feel  more.  In  that  rugged  'coirposition,  confused, 
dark,  harsh,  a  furrow  had  been,  driven  neep,  a  little  seed 
planted,  a  little  seed  at  first  weak,  forgotten,  lost  in  the 
lower  dark  places  of  his  character. 

But  as  the  intellect  moved  slower,  its  functions  grow- 
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ing  numb  the  idea  of  self  dwindled.  Annixter  no  longer 
considered  h.mself ;  no  longer  considered  the  notion  of 
marriage  from  the  point  of  view  of  his  own  comfort,  his 
own  wishes  h>s  own  advantage.  He  realised  that  in  his 
new-found  des  re  to  maW  h^-  u^^        u  . 

There  was  somethin°grLt^etr:,r^^^^^^^^^^^ 

:ZZt''"-'''^  ''°'''  ''^'  "-^    ^'  w-  worth 

Far  awa)    low  down  in  the  east,  a  dim  belt,  a  grev 

ght  began  to  whiten  over  the  horizon.     The  tower  of 

efddelthin       ^^       '"""''  °^  '"^  "'^^'  was  passing. 
HiUden  thmgs  were  coming  into  view 

alWetllr-  ''^  "'"■  "^f -<^'°-d.  his  chin  upon  his  fist, 
iuM  tak  ';?.f  "^."°"/""  P'^y-  How  would  it  be  if  he 
should  take  H.lma  mto  his  life,  this  beautiful  young  girf 
pure  as  he  now  knew  her  to  be;  innocent,  noWe  wKe 
.nbom  nobihty  of  dawning  womanhood?  An  over- 
whelmmg  sense  of  his  own  unworthiness  suddenly  We 
own  upon  him  with  crushing  force,  as  he  thoughro 
.s.    He  had  gone  about  the  whole  affair  wronghf    He 

LI.  f"^  "°*  ^"""'-^^  ^"^""Id  not  desire  to 
^  he  master  It  was  she,  his  servant,  poor.  sitnVr 
lo^vIy  even,  who  should  condescend  to  him  ^^ 

Abruptly  there  was  presented  to  his  mind's  eve  a  n.V 
ure  of  the  years  to  come,  if  he  now  should  "oHow'his  be    " 

Js  .nghest,  his  most  unselfish  impulse.    He  "aw  Hit. 

Wn,  for  better  or  for  worse,  for  richer  or  fo"  Zlr 

Tsunr  ''      «°'''^'  ^'  '^'  ^^'^  &'^^"  herself  to  him     Z 

0  XT'      °"'  "°*  °'  ''^  ^^"''  ^"'  °f  'he  emotion,  he 
'oughi  his  way  across  that  vast  eulf  that  f,,,  ,  .-       L  ! 

-Mj.  l.fc  Ihe  ™f,  blending  o(  boiniiW  colon„,  i 


»* 


f<  r 
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the  harmony  of  beautiful  chords  of  music,  the  two  ideas 
melted  into  one,  and  in  that  moment  into  his  harsh,  un- 
lovely world  a  new  idea  was  born.  Annixter  stood  sud- 
denly u./right,  a  mighty  tenderness,  a  gentleness  of  spirit, 
such  as  he  had  never  conceived  of,  in  his  heart  strained, 
swelled,  and  in  a  moment  seemed  to  burst.  Out  of  the 
dark  furrows  of  his  soul,  up  from  the  deep  rugged  re- 
cesses of  his  being,  something  rose,  expanding.  He 
opened  his  arms  wide.  An  immense  happiness  overpow- 
ered him.  Actual  tears  rame  to  his  eyes.  Without 
knowing  why,  he  was  not  ashamed  of  it.  This  poor, 
crude  fellow,  harsh,  hard,  narrow,  with  his  unlovely  na- 
ture, his  fierce  truculency,  his  selfishness,  his  obstinacy, 
abruptly  knew  that  all  the  sweetness  of  life,  all  the  great 
vivifying  eternal  force  of  humanity  had  burst  into  lift 
within  him. 

The  little  seed,  long  since  planted,  gathering  strength 
quietly,  had  at  last  germinated. 

Then  as  the  realisation  of  this  hardened  into  certainty 
m  the  growing  light  of  the  new  day  that  had  just  dawned 
for  him,  Annixter  uttered  a  cry.  Now  at  length,  he 
knew  the  meaning  of  it  all. 

"  Why— I— I,  I  love  her,"  he  cried.  Never  until  then 
had  It  occurred  to  him.  Never  until  then,  in  all  his 
thoughts  of  Hilma,  had  that  great  word  passed  his  lips. 
It  was  a  Memnonian  cry,  the  greeting  of  the  hard, 
harsh  image  of  man,  rough-hewn,  fli.-ty,  granitic,  utter- 
ing a  note  of  joy,  acclaiming  the  new  risen  sun.  ' 

By  now  it  was  almost  day.  The  east  glowed  opales- 
cent. All  about  him  Annixter  saw  the  land  inundated 
with  light.  But  there  was  a  change.  Overnight  some- 
thing had  occurred.  In  his  perturbation  the  change 
seemed  to  him,  at  first,  elusive,  almost  fanciful,  unreal. 
But  now  as  the  light  spread,  he  looked  again  at  the 
gigantic  scroll  of  ranch  lands  unrolled  before  hitn  from 
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h.rp    TU    I     J  •     ^"^  ^^""th  was  no  lone-er 

bare.  The  land  was  no  loneer  barr.-n      .,    i  'onger 

no  longer  dull   brown    T,  ^f "'"'-"" '""S't  empty, 
aloud.  ^"  ""  °"^^  Annixtcr  shouted 

There  it  was,  the  Wheat,  the  Wheat  >     The  lini 

wa;ovS^:;s-aS^r2:^r"?h/:r 

;se  of  the  sowing  was  being  fulfilled     The  Inh    the" ' 

of  nations  was  renewed.     Once  more  th!  )      "^^"8^"' 

world  wa.  revivified.     Once  moreThe  T>       T  °^  '^' 

calm,  stirred  and  woke,  an"the  ^     Jr;,  ^^r"*' 

-to  glory  upon   the  spectacle  of  a   man   wh-."     [    ''' 

leaped  exuberant  with  the  love  of  a  wZ!         f  '''"' 

ulfng   earth    gleaming   transcendent    wT'the     '".•'"■ 

magnificence  of  an  inviolable  pledge.  "^     '"* 

24 


I 


Ill 


Presley's  room  in  the  ranch  house  of  Los  Muertos 
was  in  the  second  story  of  the  building.    It  was  a  corner 
room;  one  of  its  windows  facing  the  south,  the  other  the 
east.    Its  appointments  were  of  the  simplest.    In  one 
angle  was  the  small  white  painted  iron  bed,  covered  with 
a  white  counterpane.   The  walls  were  hung  with  a  white 
paper  figured  with  knots  of  pale  green  leaves,  very  gay 
and  bright.    There  was  a  straw  matting  on  the  iJoor. 
White  muslin  half-curtains  hung  in  the  windows,  upon 
Uie  sills  o:  which  certain  plants  bearing  pink  waxen 
flowers  of  which  Presley  did  not  know  the  name  grew 
m  oblong  green  boxes.    The  walls  were  unadorned,  save 
by  two  pictures,  one  a  reproduction  of  the  "Reading 
from  Homer,"  the  other  a  charcoal  drawing  of  the  Mis- 
sion of  San  Juan  de  Guadalajara,  which  Presley  had 
made  himself.    By  the  east  window  stood  the  plainest 
of  deal  tables,  innocent  of  any  cloth  or  covering,  such  as 
might  have  been  used  in  a  kitchen.    It  was  Presley's 
work  table,  and  was  invariably  littered  with  Wrs  half- 
finished  m-nnuscripts,  drafts  of  poems,  notebSj^ks,  pens, 
half-smoked  cigarettes,  and  the  like.  Near  at  hind,  upon 
a  shelf,  were  his  books.    There  were  but  two  chairs  in 
the  room— the  straight  backed  wooden  chair,  that  stood 
in  front  of  the  table,  angular,  upright,  and  in  which  it 
was  impossible  to  take  one's  ease,  and  the  long  comforta- 
ble wicker  steamer  chair,  stretching  its  length  in  front 
of  the  south  window.     Presley  was  immensely  fond  of 
this  room.    It  amused  and  interested  him  to  maintain  its 
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lir  of  rigoroM  simplidtv  and  freshne«     h.    uu 
cluttered  bric-a-brac  and  m-.,-..      "*  abhorred 
in  so  often  he  submitted  .^     ^"^  ""  '"^'"  ''"''•    0»ce 
tion;  setting  it  "o  r  eht,  °  "  ^'^°'°"''  '"»P«=«=- 

Also  he  had  torn  ud  a  ^..T         ■         *  '>eg>nning. 

Hehadwrittfnall'biJthrLrve^e    ''"'^''  "*  «^"^'^- 
twS:  Xtll^'^St  °^"''r '■'»'«  -versation  be- 

increased  tariff   TrX^  ^  ""T'T  '"^"^''^'^  °f  *>- 
"hite  and  7rembhV  Z    A  "'*"™'*'  *°  ^^  ^^-x^rto*. 

''""■^-•IK  Sit^^S      ^""^    *«"»*»    tote 

'-«»  pnnw.  bulling  ihonMlvt,  up  to  p«n 
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fomble  sentences,  full  of  eloquence,  of  fire,  of  passion 
As  his  prose  grew  more  exalted,  it  passed  easily  into  the 
domain  of  poetry.  Soon  the  cadence  of  his  paragraphs 
settled  to  an  ordered  beat  and  rhythm,  and  in  the  mi 
Presley  had  thrust  aside  his  journal  and  was  once  mur. 
writing  verse. 

He  picked  up  his  incomplete  poem  of  "  The  Toiler^  ' 
read  it  hastily  a  couple  of  times  to  catch  its  swing,  then 
the  Idea  of  the  last  verse— the  laea  for  which  he  so  I,.,,. 
had  sought  in  vain— abruptly  springing  to  his  brain" 
wrote  It  off  without  so  much  as  replenishing  his  pen  with 
mk.  He  added  still  another  verse,  bringing  the  poem  to 
a  definite  close,  resuming  its  entire  conception,  and  end- 
ing with  a  single  majestic  thought,  simple,  noble,  digni- 
fied, absolutely  convincing. 

Presley  laid  down  his  pen  and  leaned  back  in  his  chair 
with  the  certainty  that  for  one  moment  he  had  touched 
untrod  heights.  His  hands  were  cold,  his  head  on  fire 
his  heart  leaping  tumultuous  in  his  breast. 

Now  at  last,  he  had  achieved.  He  saw  why  he  had 
never  grasped  the  ■nspiration  for  his  vast,  vague,  imper- 
sonal Song  of  the  West.  At  the  time  when  he  sought 
for  It,  his  convictions  had  not  been  aroused;  he  had  noi 
then  cared  for  the  People.  His  sympathies  had  not  been 
touched.  Small  wonder  that  he  had  missed  it.  Now  he 
was  of  the  People;  he  had  been  stirred  to  his  lowest 
depths.  His  earnestness  was  almost  a  frenzy  He 
behez'ed,  and  so  to  him  all  things  were  possible  at 
once. 

Then  the  artist  in  him  reasserted  itself.  He  became 
more  interested  in  his  poem,  as  such,  than  in  the  cause 
that  had  inspired  it.  He  went  over  it  again,  retouching 
It  carefully,  changing  a  word  here  and  there,  and  im- 
provmg  Its  rhythm.  For  the  nroment,  he  forgot  the 
People,  forgot  his  rage,  his  agitation  of  the  previous 
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|-.,  he  remembered  o„.,  that  he  had  written  a  great 

Then  doubt  intruded.    After  all    %^=.  ;. 

W  "o ubllmit,  overp.,.  ,  m  ',  T.  iJ,     ?  '^"■ 

Hfclou.?    H.d  he  ,e.„T,u.°    H.Vbw  T",'  °'  "" 

ir;rpL:;"ird°;::L*rdr't^' " 

could  not  wai      tor  ^"•"P^'^nt  to  judge.    He 

'loi  wait,   to-morrow  wou  d  not   do     u.  ^    . 

^now  to  a  certainty  before  he  could  re^    that  nfght        ' 

^£™..p:tt".r:™r/d=.:ets;d- "' 
-.^P""pc:t"i^s:«biir''''-- 

ri-^ing  over  east  of  7  ^''^^T     ^'  ''«^*'  ^o  "e  range- 
Creek."  °'  ^°"'"'  "*  '''^  ''^^d  waters  of  Mission  , 

ley'^'''i'^.o°''  ''^J''"'"'  ^*  ^"  ^^^"ts,"  answered  Pres-   ' 
4no;^-l^^Jt^---comesi„.tel,himI 

-twTd  aTa'brlrntef  °'''  '''  ^"^^  ^-<^'  ^-""^ 
At^Hooven's  he  called  a  "  How  do  vou  do  "  to  Minna 

oak,  her  foot  m  bandages;  and  then  galloped 
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on  over  the  bridge  across  the  irrigating  ditch,  wondering 
vaguely  what  would  become  of  such  a  pretty  girl  as 
Minna,  and  if  in  the  end  she  would  marry  the  Portuguose 
foreman  in  charge  of  the  ditching-gang.  He  told  him- 
self that  he  hoped  she  would,  and  that  speedily.  There 
was  no  lack  of  comment  as  to  Minna  Hooven  about  thf 
ranches.  Certainly  she  was  a  good  girl,  but  she  was 
seen  at  all  hours  heie  and  there  about  Bonneville  and 
Guadalajara,  skylarking  with  the  Portuguese  farm  handi 
of  Quien  Sabe  and  Los  Muertos.  She  was  very  pretty; 
the  r.  -n  made  fools  of  themselves  over  her.  Presley  j 
hoped  they  would  not  end  by  making  a  fool  of  her. 

Just  beyond  the  ir  igating  ditch,  Presley  left  the  Lowe, 
Road,  and  following  a  trail  that  branched  off  southeast 
erly  from  this  point,  held  on  across  the  Fourth  Division 
of  tne  ranch,  keeping  the  Mission  Creek  on  his  left.   A 
few  miles  farther  on,  he  went  through  a  gate  in  a  barbed 
wire  fence,  and  at  once  engaged  himself  in  a  system  of 
little  arroyos  and  low  rolling  hills,  that  steadily  lifted 
and   increased   in   size  as   he   proceeded.     This   higher 
ground  was  the  advance  guard  of  the  Sierra  foothilk. 
and  served  as  the  stock  range  for  Los  Muertos.    The 
hills  were  huge  rolling  hummocks  of  bare  ground,  cov- 
ered only  by  wild  oats.     At  long  intervals,  were  isolated 
live  oaks.     In  the  caiions  and  arroyos,  the  chaparral 
and  manzanita  grew  in  dark  olive-green  thickets.    The 
ground  'vas  honey-combed  with  gopher-holes,  and  the 
gophers    themselves   were   everywhere.     Occasionally  a 
jack  rabbit  bounded  across  the  open,  from  one  growth  of 
chaparral  to  another,  taking  long  leaps,  his  ears  erect. 
High  overhead,  a  hawk  or  two  swung  at  anchor,  .wd 
once,  with  a  startling  rush  of  wings,  a  covey  of  quail 
flushed  from  the  brush  at  the  side  of  the  trail. 

On  the  hillsides,  in  thinly  scattered  groups  were  the 
cattle,  grazing  deliberately,  working  slowly  toward  the  j 
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once  m  a  remoter  field   Jiilr  J  °^  ^^^-    But 

'he  short  hair  curling  iLh/^'  ^''^"'fi""'.  enormous, 
-<i  eyes  twinK  „t  hi  tltT.''^  '°"'"'^'''  "'"  -<"' 
'■-ley  came  uponVe  mo      chthe  S'  t^""  ""*='"' 

-7aXrc:tr:;t%rn^^ 

>""P'e  camp  for  the  ngh  hL  bf'  "'^  '''  "'^'''^  '"'^ 
I-  spread  under  a  live  oak  Lh"^'^  """^  '"'"'<« 
l«nd-  He  himself  ZZ„t'  u  ,  ^°'"'  ^"^'l  "ear  at 
"-<!  .nanza„r/o"  "00^'!^.'"^°-  »  ''«'«  «-  of 
•Vever  had  Presle>  conce.ved  ,n  J"  '°''''  ""'  ''»'^°"- 
ioneliness  as  his  croSinJfi  '"  ''"  '"'P^ession  of 

l'"e  landscape  widen  dlhn,.^''  '"''"''"^-  ^he  bald, 
-s  a  spot  in  it  11  a  tinv  dl  ■"  "'""^-  ^^"^-^^ 
organisation,  float  he  enl,  '  '  ""f '  "'°'"  «^  "uman 
"citable  nature  '^  ''"  '^^  °"an  of  an  il- 

The  two  friends  ate  together   anH  V 
snared  a  brace  of  quails  dr!!.^'  ''"'' /^""""ee,  having 
n  a  sharpened  stick     Afe'r''  *'''"  '°"^'*''  "'^n' 
,  ^^fre^hing   drangh  s    from    h  '     "^'  "^'^  '"•^'^  ff«at 

(  pipe,  the  former  saT  ^'■'"''  '"^  V''"*'""  his 

^anamee,  I  have  been  writing  again  " 
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"You  remember  the  poem?"  asked  Presley, 
unfinished." 

"  Yes,  I  remember  it.  There  was  better  promise  in  it 
than  anything  you  ever  wrote.  Now,  I  suppose,  you 
have  finished  it." 

Without  reply,  Presley  brought  it  from  out  the  breast 
pocket  of  his  shooting  coat.  The  moment  seemed  pro- 
pitious. The  stiUness  of  the  vast,  bare  hills  was  pro- 
found. The  sun  was  setting  in  a  cloudless  brazier  of  red 
light ;  a  golden  dust  pervaded  all  the  landscape.  Presley 
read  his  poem  aloud.  When  he  had  finished,  his  friend 
looked  at  him. 

"What  have  you  been  doing  lately?"  he  demanded. 
Presley,  wondering,  told  of  his  various  comings  and 
goings. 

"  I  don't  mean  that,"  returned  the  other.  "  Something 
has  happened  to  you,  something  has  aroused  you.  I  am 
right,  am  I  not?  Yes,  I  thought  so.  In  this  poem  of 
yours,  you  have  not  been  trying  to  make  a  sounding 
piece  of  literature.  You  wrote  it  under  tremendous 
stress.  Its  very  imperfections  show  that.  It  is  better 
than  a  mere  rhyme.  It  is  an  Utterance— a  Message.  It 
is  Truth.  You  have  come  back  to  the  primal  heart  of 
things,  and  you  have  seen  clearly.  Yes,  it  is  a  great 
poem." 

"Thank  you,"  exclaimed  Presley  fervidly.  "1  had 
begun  to  mistrust  myself." 

"  Now,"  observed  Vanamee,  "  I  presume  you  will  rush 
it  into  print.  To  have  formulated  a  great  thought, 
simply  to  have  accomplished,  is  not  enough." 

"  I  think  I  am  sincere,"  objected  Presley.  "  If  it  is 
good  it  will  do  good  to  others.  You  said  yourself  it  was 
a  Message.  If  it  has  any  value,  I  do  not  think  it  would 
be  right  to  keep  it  back  from  even  a  very  small  and  most 
indiflferent  public." 
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ame?^"„'s?e"t?  '^  W,"'^"'"*''  ^'  ^»  -vents."  Van- 
Peopie.    Then  let  ■^^S^T.!'^'"''''  f^'^  ^- 
'■■teran.  readers  of  the  l!ftf  *"  *".  ""=  P^ople-not  the 
-M  on,,  be  indirtt,rittrd"T^'  ^"^  -•>'  -»«> 
«. '«t  't  be  in  the  dail/p^Js     5  . "  T"  '""^'  P"W«h 
"^hatyou  will  say.    It  w.Ktf^T^v.    !f*"™P*-    ^  '"ow 
--.  is  vulgar,  is  „„diSfied   and  I  .  f  ^  ''^'^^  "  <^°'"- 
Poem  as  this  of  yours  S  "h  ,'    v       *^"  ^^^  ^''^^  ""ch  a 
■-^ead  by  the  Toile^.Tj./V;'/''^  ''*"  '  ""-^ 
vulgarised,    ^ou  must  not  sT.nH  """°"'  ''  "'"«*  be 

"St  r  -r  - -rttr  ^°"^  ^■■-"^'^  --^ 

can't  get  rid  SVe  Id^^  ^^'^^  ''^-•"ed.  "but  I 
poem  away.     The  JeaT  *     "  ^°"'''  "^^  ^^-owing  „y 

^-%round;g,v;s^nuS:St'^'"^  ""^  ^"•^''^- 
Gives  you  such  wei-o-hf      • 

;-t  J.«r..//you  think  of''  yIu  h"?  '"'^  ''^^'^^ound. 

^;  'hat  .your  sincerity?    You  Zs^^'u  °^  *''"  ''^'P'"*- 

forget  yourself  and  your  own  dSe  T.   ^°""*'''  ""-^t 

™.l.-not  3,a«,  who  wrS  f  ";"'"^«^^.  that  must  pre- 
^l-negation,  of  self-obliteration  and  ^''^"'  ^  ''°*=*""-  °f 
"your  words  as  high  on  Se  t^hW  ^°"  "'^  y^*"-  "^e 
¥  ail  the  world  mVL  nj'^h/  "  ^''"/^^  ^^^-^h.  so 
P-^sIey,  there  are  many  ,L  *  !  C"'  ''"*  '''^  P^^^' 
«^n;es  a  book  on  the  in^qu?tl  of  the  '°''''  '■^^°™-^ 
^d  out  of  the  proceed,  h,  I»ssession  of  land 

-f  Who  lamenfs  ^e  hlVdswL'oTr  '°*-    "^^  --° 
^^'f  to  grow  rich  upon  the  sale  '  A     k'  '^''  ""°*^  "■'"- 

I    P-^^-^wouSbt^Xhi'^'^-" 
■^^o,    iig  cried  "  T  t-         t        "**-*• 

I  •»  y°«.  I  will  publisJ  ™  ^"^  ^"""^e.  and  to  prove  it 
I  on  for  about  an  hour,  while  the  evening 
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wore  away.  Presley  very  soon  noticed  that  Vanamee  was 
again  preoccupied.  More  than  ever  of  late,  his  silence, 
his  brooding  had  increased.  By  and  by  he  rose  abruptly, 
turning  his  head  to  the  north,  in  the  direction  of  the  Mis- 
sion church  of  San  Juan. 
"  I  think,"  he  said  to  Presley,  "  that  I  must  be  going." 
"  Going?  Where  to  at  this  time  of  night?  " 
"  Off  there."  Vanamee  made  an  uncertain  gesture 
toward  the  north.  "  Good-bye,"  and  without  another 
word  he  disappeared  in  the  grey  of  the  twilight.  Presley 
was  left  alone  wondering.  He  found  his  horse,  and, 
tightening  the  girths,  mounted  and  rode  home  under  the 
sheen  of  the  stars,  thoughtful,  his  head  bowed.  Before 
he  went  to  bed  that  night  he  sent  "  The  Toilers  "  to  the 
Sunday  Editor  of  a  daily  newspaper  in  San  Francisco. 

Upon  leaving  Presley,  Vanamee,  his  thumbs  hooked 
into  his  empty  cartridge  belt,  strode  swiftly  down  from 
the  hills  of  the  Los  Muertos  stock-range  and  on  through 
the  silent  town  of  Guadalajara.  His  lean,  swarthy  face, 
with  its  hollow  cheeks,  fine,  black,  pointed  beard,  and  sad 
eyes,  was  set  to  the  northward.  As  was  his  custom,  he 
was  bareheaded,  and  the  rapidity  of  his  stride  made  a 
breeze  in  his  long,  black  hair.  He  knew  where  he  was 
going.    He  knew  what  he  must  live  through  that  night. 

Again,  the  deathless  grief  that  never  slept  leaped  out 
of  the  shadows,  and  fastened  upon  his  shoulders.  It  was 
scourging  him  back  to  that  scene  of  a  vanished  happi- 
ness, a  dead  romance,  a  perished  idyl, — the  Mission  gar- 
den in  the  shade  of  the  venerable  pear  trees. 

But,  besides  this,  other  influ:nces  tugged  at  his  heart. 
There  was  a  mystery  in  the  garden.     In  that  spot  the  | 
night  was  not  always  empty,  the  darkness  not  always 
silent.    Something  far  off  stirred  and  listened  to  his  cry, 
at  times  drawing  nearer  to  him.     At  first  this  presence  I 
had  been  a  matter  for  terror ;  but  of  late,  as  he  felt  it 
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gradually  drawing  nearer  f ).»  .  ^  ^^ 

fen  place  to  a  feeZoit  T°'  "^^  '*  '°"^  '"Nervals 
But  distrusting  his  o^^  Ises^  „'"'''''''  '^''''"'''■ 
«lf  to  such  torturing  uncertlT   ^    ^^  '°  '"'»"■'  him- 
•e-ble  confusion  of 'spSThTt  ^T^'f  '^''^  *°  *<= 
;pent  ,„  the  garden,  VanaUe  LJ  ^'i"  "P°"  '  "'^ht 
from  the  place.    However   when  ^^     '      '°  ''^P  *^*^ 
^assailed  him,  and  the  thoLhT  *'^";°"-°^  "f  his  lif^ 
Angele  brought  the  ache  rn°ow\'"'    ^^^''^^'ons    of 
"^eyes,   the  temptation  T  r^f      '"*'  """^  "'^  ^^^^  to 
-nably  gripped  hL  dose     Th  ?    '°  ''^  ^^^"^^  '"- 
could  not  resist     Of  *h         ,  "'^''^  times  when  he 

'^"direction,  'it  was'^XS;:^  .fh  t^"^^^  *"-"^  '" 
«l'ed.  ^""^^f  as  If  he  himself  had  been 

evitable  guitar  hummed  f  Oman  '"'?•  °"'y  ^^^  '"- 
pushed  on.  The  smell  ofThefieM^"  ^'^  ^^"^™- 
;;d  a  distant  scent  of  fl^t  's %tfhe".  °'""  '^°""*'-y' 
'°h.s  nostrils,  as  he  emerged  fr  u  "^^  ^""'  "^e 
Jeroad  that  led  on  toS  fheT  "  'T"  ''^  "^^  «' 
I  ^''e-     On   either  side  of  h£  f 'T  ""■°"^'' Q"'en 

*nt,y  nurturing  the  imj^  is  S  't    'T"   ^^"''' 

"  had  rained  copiously  and  VhV     ,'      """  ''^^^  ''^fore 

I  ^jed  a  arom'a'oTftcu:,:°;''  "'"  '"°'^*-  ^-«- 

""»?  slept.  Atiilb  "'e  ''°'"^'-^"'=''-  Every. 
;^"  c^ked  audibiras 'i  u™7°'°'"  °"  '"^  -'"-" 
'fon,  the  northeast   A  r,V^  '"  *  'a"&»«"d  breeze 

.*^  shadow  of  the  gi„i  r  '"^  ''=''■'"'«'  <=■•«?'  from 
:  'Je  open,  the  «p^o?hTtt!rtw.f,P--d  -certainly 
i'-'^fn  itself  came  the  sound  of  ;!;?•    '''°'^  ^''Wn 
J  Hv  and  a  stir  of  hoofs  a"  If  fj'-^''^^  of  a  heavy 
^°*n  with  a  long  breath  '  °^  *^'  ^°^'"?  ^ows  lay 
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Vanatnee  left  the  ranch  house  behind  him  and  pro- 
ceeded on  his  way.  Beyond  him,  to  the  right  of  the  road, 
he  could  make  out  the  higher  ground  in  the  Mission 
enclosure,  and  the  watching  tower  of  the  Mission  itself. 
The  minutes  passed.  He  went  steadily  forward.  Then 
abruptly  he  paused,  his  head  in  the  air,  eye  and  ear  alert. 
To  that  strange  sixth  sense  of  his,  responsive  as  the  leaves 
of  the  sensitive  plant,  had  suddenly  come  the  impression 
of  a  hu.nan  being  near  at  hand.  He  had  neither  seen  nor 
heard,  but  for  all  that  he  stopped  an  instant  in  his  tracks ; 
then,  the  sensation  confirmed,  went  on  again  with  slow 
steps,  advancing  warijy. 

At  last,  his  swiftly  roving  eyes  lighted  upon  an  object, 
just  darker  than  the  grey-brown  of  the  night-ridden  land. 
It  was  at  some  distance  from  the  roadside.  Vanamee 
approached  it  cautiously,  leaving  the  road,  treading  care- 
fully upon  the  moist  clods  of  earth  underfoot.  Twenty 
paces  distant,  he  halted. 

Annixter  was  there,  seated  upon  a  round,  white  rock, 
his  back  towards  him.  He  was  leaning  forward,  his 
elbows  on  his  knees,  his  chin  in  his  hands.  He  did  not 
move.  Silent,  motionless,  he  gazed  out  upon  the  flat, 
sombre  land. 

It  was  the  night  wherein  the  master  of  Quien  Sabe 
wrought  out  his  salvation,  struggling  with  Self  from 
dusk  to  dawn.  At  the  moment  when  Vanamee  came 
upon  him,  the  turmoil  within  him  had  only  beg^n.  The 
heart  of  the  man  had  not  yet  wakened.  The  night  was 
young,  the  dawn  far  distant,  and  all  around  him  the  fields 
of  upturned  clods  lay  bare  and  brown,  empty  of  all  life, 
unbroken  by  a  single  green  shoot. 

For  a  moment,  the  life-circles  of  these  two  men.  of  so  j 
widely  differing  characters,  touched  each  other,  there  in  | 
the  silence  of  the  night  under  the  stars.    Then  silently 
Vanamee  withdrew,  going  on  his  way,  wondering  at  the 
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over  an  empty  land.  '  °"'  "'*°  '^e  night  to  brood 

-^i^^^^Stl^^edT"—,  world 
Jed  l.kc  the  vanishing  o7a  1, t        '  '^'■"'  ""^  ^^''- 
•h.ngs  dissolved  and  d.Lpeared    '   "''°""''-    ^^^^y 
essence  flowed  in  upon  hir  /  '  !!  V'""«^^'  """amed 
Pervaded  his  surrounding^'  He  en?  ''"sphere  for  him 
V.s.on.  of  the  Legend,  of  the  M^m''  '''^  ^""-'d  ^i  the 
"'ere  possible.     He  s  ood  at  fhT     '  ""^^'^  ^"  'hings 
garden.  °^  ='  the  gate  of  the  Missi^ 


5«'"cn.  6«.c  oi  the  Mission 

Above  him  rose  fh«   -    • 

,t-h.  Througfth  iSrit;"""  °'  '''  ^--n 
Je  Spanish  queen's  bells  he  slwtb  "]""'' j''^'-^  ^^ung 
^he  s,Ient  bats,  with  flicker  ng  I*  ^  r''""""^  ''^^^■ 
£,f-ws  on  the  PaninS-r:,VtlSle- 

^'t::t;^^S-cket  broke  the  silence. 

-Wtudinous  li?e  of  'tl^da'^S!'  f   ^^^   -icrosc^p^c 

^^«  even  the  minute  scig  of  a  ,r''  ^"^  '^<>^^<i 
-"o™  pavement  of  the  co  "nn//  i''"'''  ''^"^  *''^  warm, 
7°fe,  the  profound  stillness     Snf"'"t-'  ^"^  ■"«"■'« 
I  *e  intermittent  trickling  o  '..?"?  ""*'"  the  garden, 
I    -^d,  flowing  steadily,  mrkti''oV°""!''"  "^^^  ''-^el 
*e  progress  of  hours  the  rv^f    5  ^^  '^P^^  "^  seconds 
!  '"^^ch  of  centuries.  '^''^  "'  ^^^'•«.  the  inevitable 

I  ,r  S  bSn  h^eSy^cS^  ?n  ^^  - 

Rs;^£S5tt?^^---:^r 

h'--^-aisingh;;L:ts--7-o^ 
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tered,  and  closed  it  softly  behind  him.    He  was  in  the 
cloister  garden. 

The  stars  were  out,  strewn  thick  and  close  in  the  deep 
blue  of  the  sky,  the  milky  way  glowing  like  a  silver  veil. 
Ursa  Major  wheeled  gigantic  in  the  north.  The  great 
nebula  in  Orion  was  a  whorl  of  shimmering  star  dust. 
Venus  flamed  a  lambent  disk  of  pale  saffron,  low  over  the 
horizon.  From  edge  to  edge  of  the  world  marched  the 
constellations,  like  the  progress  of  emperors,  and  from  the 
innumerable  glory  of  their  courses  a  mysterious  sheen  of 
diaphanous  light  disengaged  itself,  expanding  over  all  the 
earth,  serene,  infinite,  piajestic. 

The  little  garden  revealed  itself  but  dimly  beneath  the 
brooding  light,  only  half   emerging   from   the   shade  v. 
The  polished  surfaces  of  the  leaves  of  the  pear  trees 
winked  faintly  back  the  reflected  light  as  the  trees  just 
stirred  in  the  uncertain  breeze.    A  blurred  shield  of  silver 
marked  the  ripples  of  the  fountain.    Under  the  flood  of 
dull  blue  lustre,  the  gravelled  walks  lay  vague  amid  the 
grasses,  like  webs  of  white  satin  on  the  bed  of  a  lake. 
Against  the  eastern  wall  the  headstones  of  the  graves,  an 
indistinct  procession  of  grey  cowls  ranged  themselves. 
Vanamee  crossed  the  garden,  pausing  to  kiss  the  turf 
upon  Angele's  grave.    Then  he  approached  the  line  of 
pear  trees,  and  laid  himself  down  in  their  shadow,  his 
chin  propped  upon  his  hands,  his  eyes  wandering  over 
the  expanse  of  the  little  valley  that  stretched  away  from 
the  foot  of  the  hill  upon  which  the  Mission  was  built. 
Once  again  he  summoned  the  Vision.    Once  again  he 
conjured  up  the  Illusion.    Once  again,  tortured  with 
doubt,  racked  with  a  deathless  grief,  he  craved  an  Answer 
of  the  night.    Once  again,  mystic  that  he  was,  he  sent 
his  mind  out  from  him  across  the  enchanted  sea  of  the 
Supernatural.  Hope,  of  what  he  did  not  know,  roused  up 
within  him.    Surely,  on  such  a  night  as  this,  the  hallu- 
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cination  must  define  itself     <:      1 
must  be  vouchsafed.  ^^^  ^'  ^^^  Manifestation 

His  eyes  closed    his  will  n-.vj- 
5ort.hissensese;aSdT;'af  ;t3  "-'^ '°  »  supreme 
he  called  upon  Angele  ?o  com!  !   °  ^'"^  ^'"e  numbness, 
penetrating  far  outTnto  that Te,    f  ^""'  ''"  "°'"'«^  "^ 
that  floated  tideless  otr    Llt«  ^''"l' ^Phemeral  light 

Then  motionless,  prone  UDon/h  '^  ^'''^'^  ^'"■ 

Months  had   passed   .^'^       u     ^°""'''  ''^  ^^>ted. 

startled  out  of  all  comDosur.!  '° /^"^""^e-     At  first, 
'owest  depths,  beca^eT  L  r"'1-"''  ^''"''^  *°  "i 
"■ught.  he  resolved  never  a 't  to"'  /'.'"^  '°'"  "''''^''  ^e 
'0  the  test.    But  for  all  thafhe  tT    "  ^'^""^^  P°^^« 
to  the  garden,  and  a    hird   and  .  r*"!"  '"'°'"'  "'^ht 
v.^.ts  were  habitual.    Night  kf^ern    mT''-     ^*  ''«*- his 
rendering  himself  to  the  fnfluenr    f  ?"  ^"  "'^'■^-  «"-- 
convinced  that  someth.W  d^d"     "      "'''''' ^^^"^">- 
ca"ed.    His  faith  increased  a,  .1"^  ^""'^''^  ^''^"  he 
fng    As  the  spring  advanced      .T*^'    ^''"^    '"*° 
shorter,  it  crystallised  into  rf  ^"^  '^^  "'^^t*  became 
^- again,  his  We,  Sg  dead  rr^;,  Y°"'''  "^  ''-e 
»"ce  more  out  of  the  gfave  out  of^     ■  "l"  ^""^  '°  f"™ 
"0'  tell ;  he  could  onlyTo^     IlftS  h'^^'  '    "^  ^°"'^ 
■■'^  cry  found  an  answer    that  Ll      ^  ''"''"  ^^^  ^^at 
fopmg  in  the  darkness  me^^l^!  outstretched  hands. 
P«'ently  he  waited.    The  ntS  h         °^  °'^''  «"?«"• 
:Sdf\°"-    ^"^  ^*-s  S  ne''--;wa™^^^  as  the 

^^^  him  entirely;  tn^llT^inai^^T  "'^'''^ 

;"^  '■'^e  a   ost  bird  oSr  X' "iTc  ■  r  1:  "'"^'  ^^"'^- 
'"^  ^--  -ched  and  heldl  t'd^ limeT wT: 
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single  step  closer  to  him.  His  heart  beating,  the  blood 
surging  in  his  temples,  he  watched  with  the  eyes  of  his 
imagination,  this  gradual  approach.  What  was  coming 
to  him  ?  Who  was  coming  to  him  ?  Shrouded  in  the  ob- 
scurity of  the  night,  whose  was  the  face  now  turned 
towards  his?  Whose  the  footsteps  that  with  such  in- 
finite slowness  drew  nearer  to  where  he  waited  ?  He  did 
not  dare  to  say. 

His  mind  went  back  many  years  to  that  time  before 
the  tragedy  of  Angele's  death,  before  the  mystery  of  the 
Other.  He  waited  then  as  he  waited  now.  But  then  he 
had  not  waited  in  vain,  Then,  as  now,  he  had  seemed  to 
feel  her  approach,  seemed  to  feel  her  drawing  nearer  and 
nearer  to  their  rendezvous.  Now,  what  would  hapen? 
He  did  not  know.  He  waited.  He  waited,  hoping  all 
things.  He  waited,  believing  all  things.  He  waited,  en- 
during all  things.    He  trusted  in  the  Vision. 

Meanwhile,  as  spring  advanced,  the  flowers  in  the  SeeJ 
ranch  beg^an  to  come  to  life.  Over  the  five  hundred  acres 
whereon  the  flowers  were  planted,  the  widening  growth 
of  vines  and  bushes  spread  like  the  waves  of  a  green  sea. 
Then,  timidly,  colours  of  the  faintest  tints  began  to  ap- 
pear. Under  the  moonlight,  Vanamee  saw  them  ex- 
panding, delicate  pink,  faint  blue,  tenderest  variations  of 
lavender  and  yellow,  white  shimmering  with  reflections 
of  gold,  all  subdued  and  pallid  in  the  moonlight. 

By  degrees,  the  night  becam  impregnated  with  the 
perfume  of  the  flowers.  Illusive  at  first,  evanescent  as 
filaments  of  gossamer;  then  as  the  buds  opened,  em- 
phasising itself,  breat''ing  deeper,  stronger.  An  ex- 
quisite mingling  of  many  odours  passed  continually  over 
the  Mission,  from  the  garden  of  the  Seed  ranch,  meeting 
and  blending  with  the  aroma  of  its  magnolia  buds  and 
punka  blossoms. 

As  the  colours  of  the  flowers  of  the  Seed  ranch  deep- 
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ened,  and  at  th^i.    j  ^^ 

bnghter  and  the  air  becam/  ^"<="eding  night  grew 

"f-     By  impercepSrdj;;""''','='""^''^"<'^S 
-der  the  shadows  of  the  tfr  "l  '^  y^"*""--  waited 
nearer  and  nearer.   He  saw  n^.V      !'  *•"=  ^""^^^  grew 
7  of  the  flowers.    HrS'""^,''"'*''- distant  S 
e  fountain.    Nothing  L^S    ""?;;?  ""'  '"^  4Tf 

fV-S;:S^::;^e  of  the  Seed  ranch 

«<i  stood  amid  thrmlnl    /'°''*''  ^"'^  drew  nearer 

^«d  look  heavenwar7fro"    ^.'r''^^  blooms  Z 

,  "«hts  later  it  left  the  m."  "  ""^  '«v«-    A  few 

I  r°''''='>edsofwh?teirTsSn?H'"^''  ^"'^  ^^van^J 
;-;  'he  earth,  their  wa:^^.f  1\S";J,!^  -°-  boldly  forth 
,  ;  advanced  then  a  long  steD^!!lf'"""^  *«  attention. 
I  '^^'"y  of  the  carnations  aL°  *'  P'°"d,  challenging 
"^ny  nights,  Vanamee  felt  th^^?"''  ""'^  "*  '«^t-  a^ef 
f!  ■•»  hardihood,  fulUnlhe         ''k"'''''  ^*  '^  '^embling 
;■-  "'^•"-Ives.'that  g^ewt  th^'  ^'°^^  °^  '"^  roya! 
S^ed  ranch  nearest  to  hfm     Af       T''"'"^  border  of  the 
■^'"'ongwait.    Theruoon  =.^    .'     '''  "'"^  ^^«  -  cer- 
hf";    Vanamee  co;iT  :arctf  rf'""^'''' '*  ^^vanred 
Jf  'I'usion  emerged  from  f ^  ^/  P'^''  ^  <:^-    Now 
J^"t,  but  unseeralmos'atlh  r^-  /*  ^'^d,  Z^ 
;°^e  crest  he  waited,  i„  a  i  '  ''"^^  °^  *''^  hill  upon 

I  earshot.  ^  tn.ckest.    It  was  nearly  within 

"le  nights  passed     Ti,«. 
I  %time  interm.-tt,.ni'  /'"''"^  8^«^^  warmer    In  ti, 
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burst  forth,  while  those  already  opened  expanded  to  full 
maturity.    The  colour  of  the  Soed  ranch  deepened. 

One  night,  after  hours  of  waiting,  Vanamee  felt  upon 
his  cheek  the  touch  of  a  prolonged  puflf  o(  warm  wind, 
breathing  across  the  little  valley  from  out  the  east.  It 
reached  the  Mission  garden  and  stirred  the  branches  of 
the  pear  trees.  It  seemed  veritably  to  be  compounded  of 
the  very  essence  of  the  flowers.  Never  had  the  aroma 
been  so  sweet,  so  pervasive.  It  passed  and  faded,  leaving 
in  its  wake  an  absolute  silence.  Then,  at  length,  the 
silence  of  the  night,  that  silence  to  which  Vanamee  had 
so  long  appealed,  was  broken  by  a  tiny  sound.  Alert, 
half-risen  from  the  ground,  he  listened;  for  now,  at 
length,  he  heard  something.  The  sound  repeated  itself 
It  came  from  near  at  hand,  from  the  thick  shadow  at  the 
foot  of  the  hill.  What  it  was,  he  could  not  tell,  but  it  did 
not  belong  to  a  single  one  of  the  infinite  similar  noises 
of  the  place  with  which  he  was  so  familiar.  It  was 
neither  the  rustle  of  a  leaf,  the  snap  of  a  parted  twig, 
the  drone  of  an  insect,  the  dropping  of  a  magnolia  blos- 
som. It  was  a  vibration  merely,  faint,  elusive,  impos- 
sible of  definition ;  a  minute  notch  in  the  fine,  keen  edge 
of  stillness. 

Again  the  nights  passed.  The  summer  stars  became 
brighter.  The  warmth  increased.  The  flowers  of  the 
Seed  ranch  grew  still  more.  The  five  hundred  acres  of 
the  ranch  were  carpeted  with  them. 

At  length,  upon  a  certain  midnight,  a  new  light  began 
to  spread  in  the  sky.  The  thin  scimitar  of  the  moon  rose, 
veiled  and  dim  behind  the  earth-mists.  The  light  in- 
creased. Distant  objects,  until  now  hidden,  came  into 
view,  and  as  the  radiaiice  brightened,  Vanamee,  looking 
down  upon  the  little  valley,  saw  a  spectacle  of  incom- 
parable beauty.  All  the  buds  of  the  Seed  ranch  had 
opened.   The  faint  tints  of  the  flowers  had  deepened,  had 
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^'"e  a  royal  red.    Blue  rose  ii''"^**  ** 'y*-    P«nk  be- 

W  .t  was  gone.    ButlomltH-      u"''''''^'  °f  'he  eye 
l>^i  seen  it.    Was  .>  fk    "^^''""g'  had  been  ther,.     « 

I"" > slam  n,„,,y  , ,      °,''.' .'"•"V of .  b.,     ,, 
J  '^nd  that  was  all     Tr„t;i 

[?,•"">.  "PWIe,!  only  »  ,h.  '°  "»' '""S.  .«,h 
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invitible  developing  a  concrete  nucleus,  the  starlight 
coagulatinir,  the  radiance  of  the  flowers  thickening  to 
something  actual ;  perfume, the  most  delicious  fragrance, 
becoming  a  tangible  presence. 

But  into  that  garden  the  serpent  intruded.  Though 
cradled  in  the  slow  rhythm  of  the  dream,  lulled  by  this 
beauty  of  a  summer's  night,  heavy  with  the  scent  of  flow- 
ers, the  silence  broken  only  by  a  rippling  fountain,  the 
darkness  illuminated  by  a  world  of  radiant  blossoms, 
Vanamee  could  not  forget  the  tragedy  of  the  Other ;  that 
terror  of  many  years  ago, — that  prowler  of  the  night, 
that  strange,  fearful  figure  with  the  unseen  face,  swoop- 
ing in  there  from  out  the  darkness,  gone  in  an  instant, 
yet  leaving  behi  \d  the  trail  and  trace  of  death  and  of 
pollution. 

Never  had  Vanamee  seen  this  more  clearly  than  when 
leaving  Presley  on  the  stock  range  of  Los  Muertos,  he 
had  come  across  to  the  Mission  garden  by  way  of  the 
Quien  Sabe  ranch. 

It  was  the  same  night  in  which  Annixter  out-watdied 
the  stars,  coming,  at  last,  to  himself. 

As  the  hours  passed,  the  two  men,  far  apart,  ignoring 
each  other,  waited  for  the  Manifestation, — Annixter  on 
the  ranch,  Vanamee  in  the  garden. 

Prone  upon  his  face,  under  the  pear  trees,  his  forehead 
buried  in  the  hollow  of  his  arm,  Vanamee  lay  motionless. 
For  the  last  time,  raising  his  head,  he  sent  his  voiceless 
cry  out  into  the  night  across  the  multi-coloured  levels  oi  | 
the  little  valley,  calling  upon  the  miracle,  summoning  the  | 
darkness  to  pve  Angela  back  to  him,  resigfning  liiinselil 
to  the  hallucination.    He  bowed  his  head  upon  his  arm  I 
again  and  waited.    The  minutes  passed.    The  fountainl 
dripped  steadily.    Over  the  hills  a  haze  o,  saffron  lightl 
foretold  the  rising  of  the  full  moon.     Nothing  stirredl 
The  silence  was  profound.  ■  c 
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.'-"  -.«.  tLt;-:^?:*'''  ':"'"'  «»>«  tight  upo„ 

'-vocation  was  a„,l„eV  Z'  i'  "'*'"  «^«'"  h^" 
'"^'d  again  upon  the  tiS"  J^L  °^  "•"'•  ">e  ripp/e 
'cmnd,  no  sight;  vibratSn  "'ef  ''°°'  °'  ""^  "*",.  No 
-bLmated  faculty  of  the  Xaf 'vr'"'""^  ''^  '«""- 
'•"nerves  taut.  motionleTs  1„  ^  '  """""'>''•  Rigid. 
*a.ted.  ■""".  prone  on  the  ground    he 

^-.t^ds^^Stf  ^'T-     Now  it  p,.,,, 
A --„t  iater.  aid  htk^:":/  ""f  '"'  ""-^o-" 
"»•    Then  it  left  those  bchTnd     rf        ""°"8^  ""^  *hite 
the  red  roses  and  carnations         ""^  '"  ""^  'P'^^-^iour 
f  >nto  the  superb  abundan  "    h     ?"''"*  "''=  «  ""ovin,: 
^e  royal  hiies.    It  was  advaTcin;'  .""r""  °P"'"'"«  "^ 
"0  pause.     He  held  his  Shl„f  ;'^'  ^ut  there  was 
''«d-   Jt  passed  bevondfhl?;       '  '^^""8'  'o  raise  hi, 
--d  the  shadeTihe tot'l"'^^'^  -- "- 
°"'d  .t  come  farther  than  thi./  h'  "'"  ''"'°*  '"'"• 
"oPPed  hitherto,  stopped  for  '       '"""  "  ^'^'^  always 
^P'^of  his  efforts,  hadSpedfro'^T'"*'  ^"'^  '^en.  f„ 
^«k  mto  the  night    ButZlt  *"'  ^^^^^P  and  faded 

,  f  ing  to  put  forth  l^  Tost"  T^'"'"  ''  ^^  "ad  bee„ 
I  ;  -not  always  been  a?eSe„rofr'/''='-  ^"-    "^^ 
W  d  theV'^  "''''''y  f-etofa  'r^ '"  ^'  '"ought 
I  ,1    *''*  ^'^'°"  to  dissolve  the  An'  ''^  "°'  «^en 

I  '"e  obscuruy  wh.  nee  it  came  J        "^"  '°  '•'^"de  into 

I  :^3  """'pe^iofof  t^,X"T^"^^^  ^  *"-  ^^ 

»'on-    It  wa.  ,  *■         *    •  ^^  delicious  bevnn^  «araer. 
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violets,  glowed  like  incandescence  in  the  golden  light  ol 
the  rising  moon.  The  air  was  thick  with  the  perfume, 
hpavy  with  it,  clogged  with  it.  The  sweetness  filled  the 
very  mouth.  The  throat  choked  with  it.  Overhead 
wheeled  the  illimitable  procession  of  the  constellations. 
Underfoot,  the  earth  was  asleep.  The  very  flowers  were 
dreaming.  A  cathedral  hush  overlay  all  the  land,  and  a 
sense  of  benediction  brooded  low, — a  divine  kindliness 
manifesting  itself  in  beauty,  in  peace,  in  absolute  repose. 

It  was  a  time  for  visions.  It  was  the  hour  when 
dreams  come  true,  and  lying  deep  in  the  grasses  beneath 
the  pear  trees,  Vanamee,  dizzied  with  mysticism,  reach- 
ing up  and  out  toward  the  supernatural,  feh,  as  it  were, 
his  mind  begin  to  rise  upward  from  out  his  body.  He 
passed  into  a  state  of  being  the  like  of  which  he  had  not 
known  before.  He  felt  that  his  imagination  was  reshap- 
ing itself,  preparing  to  receive  an  impression  never  ex- 
perienced until  now.  His  bodv  felt  light  to  him,  then  it 
dwindled,  vanished.  He  saw  with  new  eyes,  heard  with 
new  ears,  felt  with  a  new  heart. 

"  Come  to  me,"  he  murmured. 

Then  slowly  he  felt  the  advance  of  the  Vision.  It  was 
approaching.  Every  instant  it  drew  gradually  nearer. 
At  last,  he  was  to  see.  It  had  left  the  shadow  at  the 
base  of  the  hill;  it  was  on  the  hill  itself.  Slowly,  stead- 
ily, it  ascended  the  slope ;  just  below  him  there,  he  heard 
a  faint  stirring.  The  grasses  rustled  under  the  touch  of 
a  foot.  The  leaves  of  the  bushes  munnurdd,  as  a  hand 
brushed  against  them;  a  slender  twiy  .reaked.  The 
sounds  of  approach  were  more  distinct.  They  came 
nearer.  They  reached  the  top  of  the  hill.  They  were 
within  whispering  distance. 

Vanamee,  trembling,  kept  his  head  buried  in  his  arm. 
The  sounds,  at  length,  paused  definitely.  The  Vision 
could  come  no  nearer.    He  raised  his  head  and  looi 
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The  moon  had  risen     n.  ^^^ 

over  the  eastern  horizj,     wgZ'  ^'""f  °f  gold  stood 
clear  and  distinct,  agaiZth!^"  "'''  ^"^  of  Vanamee 
figure  of  a  young  S     gt    '      i  *'"' '"°°"' *»°°d^^e 

^njbroidered  with  flowefs TnTfi  '  '"'''  "'  ■^''P^"«^«  wear 
go'd  threads.    On  eithir  sS^e  'fi;'^?^  "'''"d^  worked  in' 

ornered  her  round,  whte  Seheafh    '"'  ^^^"^  *''^-- 
of  her  hair  of  gold     Her  h,   !  I    '  ^""^  ^I^^  so-t  masses    ' 
But  from  betU  h"%t"ed    l^^  ^^'^  ^^ ''^  S- 
Egyptian  fulness-her  brel^h    ^"~^'P'  "^  ^'most  an 
^<^  her  eyes,  heavy  lidded   ,L  T'  ''°^  ^"^  regular 

;:5-  -Piexin;  SStStrr?  t"^^^* 

;e  smell  of  the  roses  in  her  ha"   of"  T  °'  '""^  «°--« 
the  .mperial  red  of  the  carif  ^°''''  ^'^^  ^roma  and 

";- of  the  lilies,  the  pe  Ce  °":h'"  rr"  "P^'  ^"^  ^hite 

Slh'^^"^'"^  «^ '-  inherit  "  H  '  T'  '"^  "'-' 
eaged  the  scent  of  the  heliotrooe  T,;  ^7  ^^""^^  ^''^^n- 
et  gown  gave  off  the  enervate  u  ^°'*^'  °^  "^^  s«r- 
fe;^t  were  redolent  of  hyacinth  Vh""''  °'  P°PP'"-  Her 
V^^.on  realised-a  dream  come  true'  t°'  '^'^^^  '"''"'  ^ 
out  the  mvisibjg     He  beheW  I  '^''^  emerged  from 

»m.piio„,  she  „^  ,„,„',£?."■  'r™  "■  ae  n,™,^. 


of 

Across 


-^■-t  White  forei;:drri!:!!'^--'^ 


was  no  sm 


udge, 


pure, 
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H™  •  P°""*'°"-""  '»»"•''  of  a  terrestrial  dishonour 

£ V/7J"  ''"■.  "!'.  *^*  ''^^"'y  °f  ""t^int^d  innocence 
he  had  known  m  his  youth.    Years  had  made  no  differ 

that'  "f  '".   1*"=  "^^  ^'"'  ^°""^-  ''  --  *he  old  pS; 

Hfe  trel"r    '/''  '*=''"^"  ''^^"'^'  ^"^  -ver-rena'sce 

>fe.  the  eternal  consecrated  and  immortal  youth.    For  a 

ew  seconds,  she  stood  there  before  him/and  he,  upon 

the  ground  at  her  feet,  looked  up  at  her,  spellbord 

Then    slowly  she  withdrew.     Still  asleep    her  eyelids 

wa's'gone     *""'  ''''"'  '™'  '^^""^'"^  ''^  ^'°P-    Sht 
Vanamee  started  ur  coming,  as  it  were,  to  himself 
lookmg  wldly  about  him.     Sarria  was  the;e 

I  saw  her,"  said  the  priest.     "It  was  Angele    the 

mother?-  '  '""   ^"^"^'^   '^"^'^'^^-    ^he  is  like  he^ 

But  Vanamee  scarcely  heard.     He  walked  as  if  in  a 

tran«.  pushmg  by  Sarria,  going  forth  from  the  garden. 

I?was  °',^"^^^'^\<'-^hter,  it  was  all  one  witi,  him. 

Isled     f'f  '   "''   °"''"°'"^-     The   grave   van- 

^authf:  ri     •  "^^^-'•^"^^«d,  alone  existed.     Time  was 

but  evil;  all  thmgs  eternal  but  grief 

Suddenly,  the  dawn  came;  the  east  burned  roseate  to- 

r„n  ;.,.  .  r  5';?'^  ''"«^''''''-  ^*  '«"&th,  he  paused 
hfseJ.  Vr  t  "  '''"  °^^^'°°king  the  ranchos,  and  cast 
fln2' .^r  *u  *'''  ^°"'hward.     Then,  suddenly 

filing  up  his  arms,  he  uttered  a  great  cry 

nil'jTJ'^'^'-  '^^^  ^'''^*'  The  Wheat!  In  the 
night  It  had  come  up.     It  was  there,  everywhere,  from 

Teem^A  T"^"  °'  "'^  ''''"^°"-  ^he  earth,  long  empty, 
teemed  with  green  life.  Once  more  the  pendulum  of  the 
seasons  swung  m  its  mighty  arc,  from  death  back  to  life, 
LiU  out  Of  death,  eternity  rising  from  out  dissolution. 
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'Tiere  was  the  lesson     a      -  ^^^ 

^  proof  of  irmnortaiity  "^^r"\"°'  '^'  symbol,  but 
^7"Pting  in  the  earth  "^nsS-  """^  '^'""^'  'o«Wand 
^W«.  and  in  immaculat;  puX^T  '"  '"^  ""conquer 
«.ve  b,  h  to  her  little  dauXr^/""^''^  '^""^  -  «he 
defi  r*?;  P"re,  unconqueSe  c  '"""^'"^  fr'^'""  ^er 
d  filed  Why  had  he  not  had  t'h T'"^  ^°''^  ^^"^  the 
,,  rh„u  fool,  that  which  thr,,,  J^-nowledge  of    iod? 

-Pt  it  die.  So  the  seed  had  dlT  c"  "°'  ^"'c^ened  ex' 
•hat  which  thou  sowest  th  So  died  Angele    And 

I    »'■='"  be,  but  bare  Jat'    I^  '°^"'  "°'  ^''«' body  fh"' 
»me  other  grain     Th      u   ""^^  '^''^"«  of  wheat  or    f 

.^-■^"ess,  frfnro"utlh::wr:;?^^  ^-^  f- ";.  h°/ 

^o^n  out  corruption,  rosf  W,°    V     ^"^'''  °f  the  grave 
So  Angele,  so  life,  s^  also  tT  "e       ' '"'°  "^"^  -"^  liL' 
-  ^ovvn  in  corruption     UilTT-''"'''  *''«  "ead. 
''  's  sown  in  dishonour    It  i"    ■    T-^'^  '"  -"corruption 
;n  weakness,    ft  i,  ,,;J^  ^^'^ed  ,n  glory.    Jt  i/,,^; 
'rd  "Pin  Victory.     '''^ '"  P^^'er.     Death  was  sw^ 

ine  sun  rose.     The  mVhf 
'westrialu,,.  ^  "'&«  was  over     Th»    i 

;,'"•  ''""ting  lis  bonds  ,S "","'  °'  "«  »ro„„. 
"jHy  .hoo, ,  ^'"•'  »"«  oui  his  ,„,  ,j  J  'J 

%  «^;?' *"'•%»•....   Oh,  G„„,„,„., 


IV 

Presley's  Socialistic  poem.  "  The  Toilers,"  had  an  enor 

Ts;:?":-  •  '"'^  ''''°'  °^  '^^  Su„day's„pp.e« 
he  San  Franc.sco  paper  to  which  it  was  sent,  printed  it 
m  Gothic  type,  with  a  scare-head  title  so  deco  aLe  as , 
be  almost  .Uegible,  and  furthermore  caused  the  poen    o 
be  .  lustrated  by  one  of  the  paper's  staff  artists  i n'a"  o 

page.    Thus  advertised,  the  poem  attracted  attention    I, 
was  promptly  copied  in  New  York,  Boston,  and  Chka. 

tL7  Il-l  .^  ^as  P"'«ed  with  the  most  fulsome  ad„la- 
tlrllf  ""'^  *'  "'°'*  "'°'^"'  condemnation.    Edi- 

pamphlets,  dissected  ,ts  rhetoric  and  prosody.  Thi 
arv'ser  J""'  1"°t«d,_were  used  as  texts  for  revolution- 
IZ  17T:,  ^e^ct'onary  speeches.  It  was  parodied ;  it 
ented  c  ?  "V"  f  '''^  ^  ""  advertisement  for  pat- 
TLer  ■  ""'^  ""''"'''  ^'^'^'-  ^'"^"y-  th^  editor  of  i 
sun^r'^  "'"?  ^  "^'^'-^  "'^^^'^'"^  reprinted  the  poen,,  ' 
ley  £T^  "  ''  '  P'°*°^^^P''  ^"'^  ""^^Pl^y  °f  P- 

at  hlTir'w'T'^''''^"''^^^^-  He  began  to  wonder  , 
a   h,mself.     Was  he  actually  the  "  greatest  American  poet 
smce  Bryant?    He  had  had  no  thought  of  fame  wMe  ' 
composing  'The  Toilers."    He  had  only  been  moved  to  | 
rl«i  ,\""d^t'°n^.-thoroughIy  in  earnest,  seeing 

clearly,-and  had  addressed  himself  to  the  poem's  com-  ' 
positibn  m  a  happy  moment  when  words  came  easily  to 
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ln'm,  and  tht-  »i,i  ^95 

'here  come  „nto  his  Zn  "ej"    ^°  '°  New  York  aTd 

awaited  him.    But  soon  L/T"^  "'^  ^""'nph  that 

ward     Now  he  was  too  ^S'      ''""'^  '"'^  «^ '-p  r 
to  help  his  P^,.!     .,  "™  '"  earnest     H„ 

j-eiitLtKt'hfL:rr""''^'-"-^^^^^^ 

Railroad.  The  strugje  Va/?^"'  ''  ^"^P'"  -'h  the 
'"'"self  that  his  place  was  het  A''/''  ''°''-  "«  ^«'d 
"^anager  of  a  lecLe  bureau  tro  ^?'^^l  '^'  ^°^^«  °f  'he 
^^°  -nge  the  entire  na™  e^  !^,  ^J-  ^o^  a  n,on,ent 
Je  drama  that  was  worki  Jtelf  .  "  *=°"""-rmen  of 
'he  continent,  this  ignored  and^  °"  *'''''  ^""^e  of 

'"?  their  interest  and  "tfrr        l*^"'  ^^'^''^c  Coast  rous 
P-'^'' to  him.    ItmJhtdoTrl^'"."^  *°  -'-"-P- 

a'?''   "  *''^''-  opposition^;    her     '''^^^^^^^ 

BrSstrr«^-?-F^tm."^  --'^  ^ 

:f-     He  heSe  rr'aVth'^^^'""'  "^  «  -n  of 
f'oment,  striking  while  ftefron  ^'''''^  P^ychologica 

J«'tated.  other  affairs  *I"rt-",^r  ''°*'  ^"^  -hile S 
attention.  «*  hand  began  to  absorb  his 

-asrwa"£Xle^urof  "-'^  '''  ^°-  ^o  bed  he 
:-h  h       ,  ,4  J^-nd  o^  v.ces  on  ,he  porch  of  tj 

^h  Sidney.     The  ex-eng^nS's    "",  ^''-  °^'^^  *here 

Magnus   and   Harran    Sd   ^  ^^  '''^'  ^^'king  to 

--^  that  Dyke  was  mS/^^Vad  ^'^  ^^"^^^     ^° 

S-   "e  had  gone  into  town 
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to  have  been  home  for  supper.  By  now  it  was  ten  o'clock 
and  there  was  no  news  of  him.  Mrs.  Dyke  told  how  she 
first  had  gone  to  QuienSabe.imending  to  telephone  from 
there  to  Bonnev.lle,  but  Annixter  was  in  San  Francisco 
and  m  h.s  absence  the  house  was  locked  up,  and  the  over- 
seer who  had  a  duplicate  key,  was  himself  in  Bonneville 

Rnn.  V  ."^'■^P''"^  ""■'"  *™^^  ^'•°'"  Guadalajara  to 
Bonnevle  for  news  of  her  son,  but  without  result 
Then,  at  last,  tortured  with  anxiety,  she  had  gone  to 
Hooven  s  taking  Sidney  with  her,  and  had  prevailed 
upon  "  B,smarck  "  to  hitch  up  and  drive  her  acfoslu 

SlT-./M'^'^f '■'^'  '°  '"^  ^™  *°  ^^'^Ph-e  into 
Bonneville,  to  know  what  had  become  of  Dyke 

tol^Tpr"  f^^"^",  \T^  "P  ^™''*'  '"  *°^'  Mrs.  Dyke 
toW^Presley  and  Magnus  of  the  lamentable  change  in 

Ji7^X^''^^  ^'°^^"  ""^  "'*"'"  *P'"*'  Mr.  Derrick,"  she 
said.       If  you  were  only  there  to  see.    Hour  after  hour, 
he  sits  on  the  porch  with  his  hands  lying  open  in  his  lap, 
ookmg  at  them  without  a  word.     He  won't  look  me  in 
the  face  any  more,  and  he  don't  sleep.    Night  after  night, 
he  has  walked  the  floor  until  morning.    And  he  will  go 
on  that  way  for  days  together,  very  silent,  without  a 
word  and  sitting  still  in  his  chair,  and  then,  all  of  a  sud- 
den, he  will  break  out-oh,  Mr.  Derrick,  it  is  terrible- 
mto  an  awful  rage,  cursing,  swearing,  grinding  his  teeth, 
his  hands  clenched  over  his  head,  stamping  so  that  the 
house  shakes,  and  saying  that  if  S.  Behrman  don't  give 
him  back  his  money,  he  will  kill  him  with  his  two  hands. 
But  that  isn  t  the  worst,  Mr.  Derrick.    He  goes  to  Mr. 
Carahers  saloon  now,  and  stays  there  for  hours,  and 
listens  to  Mr.  Caraher.     There  is  something  on  my  son's 
mmd ;  I  know  there  is-something  that  he  and  Mr.  Cara- 
her have  talked  over  together,  and  I  can't  find  out  what 
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-  ier  his  influence."'" The  teaTfil.e?."^  *'"  "'^  '='"- 
she  turned  to  hide  them  t,!™'  "  '^"^-    ^'^^'h; 

her  arms,  puttine  herTe',!      ^  ^"""^  '°  '^^  Sidney  in 

«id,"butafterwe  havTwn  "„  h  ''  '  °"""''"  """^ 
just  us  three-and  the  futuTe  ,1  T  '"  °"'  ""'"^  ^ouse. 
will  punish  the  gentLen  lu  '°  bright-oh,  God 

■n?  so  hard  andfrUe^  °  °^"  ^''^  ""^°«d  for  be 

an?rLrpteThe^;^^^^^  *^e  te.ephone. 

h.m.  '  "^'"g  her  eyes  eagerly  upon 

;n«;r'^:'J:rS:^Sf:,??f''esaid.reassu. 
little  tad  stay  here  and  H„        '     ^^'^^^-     "^°"  and  the 
,  About  two  ho;ri"°Cr" -/•  '  "!!'  ^°  ^f*-  "-•• 
Los  Muertos  in  Hooven's  ^^o'„     h  "^''^  ^^'^'^  ''«<=''  *« 
Caraher's  saloon,  very  d^Jk  "'  ^^'^  ^°""d  him  at 

;nl?::h:rhrm^— ^^^^^ 

H  reckless.  -^       ^'^  "'^  'P'"*  of  evil,  venge- 

'- irrraStut  sr  r^  ^"^  --'^p- 

-d  the  one-time  enX^r^^cl^l''''-  ""y^^'  Sidney, 

'«n.ng  from  his  winlw  h^tt  he  ,att°'ert'  '''''''' 

Caraher  is  nVht     Tt,«,    ■       ,   ^"er  remark: 
to,  and  that's  dynamite  "        "  °"'^  °"'  *'"^  ^^r  'isten 

G.2wotketet!^^^^^^^  ^^--   over   to 

Oe  had  said  good-bye  to    he  G"''"  ^"' "'''' 

'0  g«  on  to  the  hop  rinch  tt  se. 7^"°''  ^'  ^''  "'°-^'' 
"■  that  quarter.  He  "tur  Jh  .  .'°"'^'"°"  "^  ^ff«'>s 
whelmed  with  sadness  2^  Kr  ^'  ^"^«°«  over- 
■•^P  ranch  that  he  had  last  ,  '"^  ^''^  ^"^«'--     The 

P^^'ty  was  a.most':'rS  "wc'rltd'""  -^  '''  "^^ 
work  had  evidently  been 
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The  fence  was  broken;  the  unfinished  storehouse  Xh 
never  was  to  see  completion,  was  a  lamentable  sLtaS 

s^f M  '  t  ^^  '"''^  "^"S^*"  ^  &"">?««  of  Dyke  him 
sel,  seated  :n  h,s  rocking  chair  on  the  po^ch^  heart 
and  ha.r  unkempt,  motionless,  looking  with  vaJ,l 

Bo^neSb;o::e™rif  ^""!='^°  "''^  ^°-''  '^' 

of  the  master  ntlTZ        ^^  ''**'"^  ''^^^'^  '"  ^^0"' 
train  t^.!»       Los  Muertos  in  the  smoking-car  of  the 

wrings Vs?""^*^    ^"    ^^-^'^^    -•    Anything 
The  other  answered  in  the  negative,  but   for  all  that 
O   e^an  was  right.    The  Governor  had  age7sudden  J' 

consulted.  i„„„^  „  „,„,.,  p^,„J^,',  f  7^- 
H.  w..  .briW.     H,  c„„M  „„„  ,„^,  ,j,,     j„ 
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^^^''-"^J'iT^^^  even  ph^ 

f>e,  the  politician  of  ^e  oS  th   ?""'^'''  ^"^  Wery 
"^•ty.  who  had  abandoned  ^iTri  "l*"'^"  "^™"»  ^' 
P~ni.se  with  honesty.    At  this  e^      u'"''*^  *''='"  ^n'- 
»nd  entrapped  in  the^5ne '   u„   '  r"f  ''°"^'  ""solved 
""ngs,  bewildered  bv  ol^     .    "^  °^  '^  "evv  order  of 
fty  and  g,ibness  X2  aTh    ''''^'="'^'  ""^  '''^v°,:! 
of  reason  by  the  ^ggresstn  of  f^'^'^  '^>'°"^'  'he  point 
^  at  last  failed.    He  h.7,^f  "'*'  T""*'  he  foughrhe 
He  had  thought  that  aftt  Jf  I" "  ""'  "^^  ^-n  a  bril^' 
Afference  with  him     The  aff?' ^^"''^ '"''''«=  hut  little 
.C^terman.  Broderson,  and  Ann'."""  '^"°""  °"'y  to 
J^-ige  him.  being  themselv«         ."" ''  '^^^  would   „ot 
P-erveaboldffo„t;    Sd^ij"--^^-.    He  could  stS 
'-e  went  on  the  affair  woui^t^    "  ''^"^  ''-^''-    ^s 

But  this  was  not  sn     c  '^  P"'"'- 

;«".had  forsake^S.    HTfe" it""  S T '  °^  "'^  "^har- 
«t.ms«ff„ess  that  had  Svefhm   ?'\,'"''^ ''•    Some 

emper  to  his  fine,  inflexible  ha^nf    °  •"*  dominance, 
^y  by   day.     i„   ^^^  Zt".        I'''  ^^  diminishing 
^"«  of   the   League    wS  cTn  7'"'   ''^'    ^    ?««? 
""en,  he  now  heshat^d     H.        f.  "P**"    '°   ""^e   so 
,  8«t.  masterful,  acting  „"'  T'''  "°  '""^er  be  arr^ 
!  ^."-t  of  opinloa    HebSant"  °""   ''''^^^''  '"de- 
'^"""g  their  adWce,  StruS"     v°"'""  '"'^  "eutenants 
,  ;^de  mistakes,  blunde      anJ^.'^*^  °^"  oP'nions.     He 
I   ;„  ^-.-ce,  took  refTi  i^birr  '^  r^  "-^^^ 
I  JIl       "^"^  'hat  sooner  or  later  h;'      u      """"^  "  *o  be 
^^'se  it  as  such.     How   n!  f"hordinates  would 

7*o„..    So  only  he  coSd  i^r  '  '^  '"^'"'-■"  his 

i  ^"^^  'hat  he  was:l::-nr  r  Igi-  ^^  "^ 
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sJ^lIU'j'^  ^  "^"^  "  """  '"*^'"'  '"  ">*  "ty  to  con- 
sult with  Lyman  as  to  a  certain  issue  of  the  contest  be- 
tween the  Railrc  •  ,„d  the  ranchers,  which,  of  late,  had 
been  brought  to  his  notice. 

When  appeal  had  been  taken  to  the  Supreme  Court  by 
the  Leagues  Executive  Committee,  certain  test  cases  had 
been  chosen,  which  should  represent  all  the  lands  in  qu-s- 
tion.    Neither  Ma.-nus  nor  Annixter  had  so  appealed 
believmg,  of  course,  that  their  cases  were  covered  by  tht 
test  cases  on  trial  at  Washington.    Magnus  had  here 
blundered  again,  and  the  League's  agents  in  San  Fran- 
cisco had  written  to  warn  him  that  the  Railroad  might  b, 
W  r  .      •  t''^'"*"*^  °^  ^  technicality,  and  by  pretend- 
ing  that  neither  Quien  Sabe  nor  Los  Muertos  were  in- 
cluded in  the  appeal,  attempt  to  put  its  dummy  buyers 
in  possession  of  the  two  ranches  before  the  Supreme 
Court  handed  down  its  decision.     The  ninety  days  al- 

7   J°'  !*'"j?^  *"  ^PP*"  ^^^*>  "«»'-'y  '•t  an  end  and 
after  then  the  Railroad  could  act.    Osterman  and  Magnus 
a    once  decided  to  go  up  to  the  city,  there  joining  An- 
nixter (who  had  been  absent  from  Quien  Sabe  for  the 
last  ten  days),  and  talk  the  matter  over  with  Lyman. 
Lyman,  because  of  his  position  as  Commissioner,  might 
be  cognisant  of  the  Railroad's  plans,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  could  give  sound  legal  advice  as  to  what  was  to  be 
done  should  the  new  rumour  prove  true. 
J'^^^'"  '■^"**«^  Osterman,  as  the  train  pulled  out  of 
the  Bonneville  station,  and  the  two  men  settled  them- 
selves for  the  long  journey,  "  say  Governor,  what's  all 
up  w-th  Buck  Annixter  these  days?    He's  got  a  bean 
about  something,  sure." 

"  I  had  not  noticed,"  answered  Magnus.  "  Mr  Ann- 
ixter has  been  away  some  time  lately.  I  cannot  imagine 
whatshould  keep  him  so  long  in  San  Francisco." 

That's   It,"  said  Osterman,   winking.     "Have  three 
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lJ"«.l»dg„.    I,-..p„';„T   *'"l"iB«t    Do 

*'fe."  *°"'''  "^^e  some  man  a  good 

"  Hoh  f  Wife !  R  1,  a 
He'»  gone  a-gir,ing  attst  o^r''  .7'^'  ^ot  much, 
•wm  HavetojofhWrnaboltft'  /''^ ''^  ^""ny  as 
But  when  Osterman  Tnd  M^u''?  "^  "''"'  --•" 
Ann.xter  in  the  vestibule  of  the  rTrl.  H  '"'  '"  "'''' 
gomery  Street,  nothing  co.?i  I  h.  "°"'"'  °"  ^ont- 

'"  an  execrable  humour  Whe^M  '  °""'"-  "«=  ^« 
"•'subject  of  business  he  h^H  -?  f^^"'  ''^^  ^-^oached 

f «k.  had  permitted  him!elf  a  „„,",'■  ^"  *°"^"^  '"  ^is 
'''"'alegirl,  Annixter  had  ur'ed  h  T"'  ""*'°"  *°  '^ 
-ociferous,.  and  terser^.^.f  ^^^^^^^^^^^ 

>^^Hr::r?r^f"'"-^---^a,,ing 

-••h  o«c:i;rg:.tesr ■''^^^^''^^•"  -°-^  Annixter 

fXr^^^:;;?^^^^^^^^^^^^^  come  up  to 

I  f  reet,  behind  the  First  Nat'onll  R  T"u  ''°"='  °"  ^"^h 

I  y  by  a  family  connectfo^  "f  th'r' '''* ''^ '^"^— 

'^^re  that  Hilma  and  her  nf    ^  ^''"-     ^"  ^is  con- 

^"^^  right.    Their  names  were  o?  ^°""  ^*°P  ''^«.  he 

I  "-^fom,  Annixter  marched  ,tr      ^" '■'^''^^-    1^°^"? 

'ir:":rc'"— ^-"■■.is^r'- 
1  36  """s  «ilma  to  spend  the 
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day  with  one  of  her  cousins  who  lived  far  out  on  Stanysa 
Street  in  a  little  house  facing  the  park. 

Between  Annixter  and  Hilma's  parents,  a  reconcilia- 
tion  had  been  effected.  Annixter  convincing  them  both  of 
hw  sincerity  in  wishing  to  make  Hilma  his  wife.  Hilma 
however,  refused  to  see  him.  As  soon  as  she  knew  he 
had  followed  her  to  San  Francisco  she  had  been  unwilling 
to  return  to  the  hotel  and  had  arranged  with  her  cousin 
to  spend  an  indefinite  time  at  her  house. 

She  was  wretchedly  unhappy  during  all  this  time 
would  not  set  foot  out  of  doors,  and  cried  herself  to  sleip 
night  after  night.    She  detested  the  city.    Already  she 
was  miserably  homesick  for  the  ranch.    She  remembered 
the  days  she  had  spent  in  the  little  dairy-house,  happy 
m  her  work,  making  butter  and  cheese;  skimming  the 
great  pans  of  milk,  scouring  the  copper  vessels  and  vais, 
plunging  her  arms,  elbow  deep,  into  the  white  curds; 
coming  and  going  in  that  atmosphere  of  freshness,  clean- 
Imess,  and  sunlight,  gay,  singing,  supremely  happy  just 
because  the  sun  shone.    She  remembered  her  long  walks 
toward  the  Mission  late  in  ihe  afternoons,  her  excursions 
for  cresses  underneath  the  Long  Trestle,  the  crowing  of 
the  cocks,  the  distant  whistle  of  the  passing  trains,  the 
famt  sounding  of  the  Angelus.    She  recalled  with  in- 
finite longing  the  solitary  expanse  of  the  ranches,  the 
level  reaches  between  the  horizons,   full  of  light  and 
silence ;  the  heat  at  noon,  the  cloudless  iridescence  of  the 
sunrise  and  sunset.     She  had  been  so  happy  in  that  life! 
Now,  all  those  days  were  passed.     This  crude,  raw  citv, 
with  its  crowding  houses  all  of  wood  and  tin,  its  blotting 
fo.crs,  its  uproarious  trade  winds,  disturbed  and  saddened 
her.     There  was  no  outlook  for  the  future. 

At  length,  one  day,  about  a  week  after  Annixter's 
arrival  in  the  city,  she  was  prevailed  upon  to  go  for  a 
walk  in  the  park.    She  went  alone,  putting  on  for  the  first 
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tone  the  little  hat  of  hlart  ..,-        • .    . 

.ilk  her  mother  Ld  Wh"?"*  *'"'  "'.P"ff  of  white 

^  belt  of  imiutil  .S  Jr.^;'  h  """  *"'"""*'' 
brown  cloth,  and  her  lowT  '  ^^'  "'*  »'''«  <>* 

»t«l  buckle,.  '"''  "'**•  •*'  °ff  with  their  little 

io 'l';nd"?<;r„~  id"^'"''' '-  j'^'--  ^"•'- 

l.er  hands  folde^in  hi'  Tn    '  """^  "'  """^  ^''^  »  ^'ile, 

Wide  e.«  .Hat  C"S  SlXea?/  '°°^'^  ''  """  ^^''^ 

I've  been  watching  that  bLl;,  u      '  ^°"  "''  "'  '»»t. 

l-e  policeman  wou^-  '        "^         '  n  *'"  ^  ^''^  ''f"'^ 

suddenly  cried.  "youVe  pale     Yo"^'-     ^''  t"  ^^^'"  »>«.• 
f«l  well  ? "  '  P"'*-    You— you,  Hilma,  do  you 

"Yes-lam  well,"  she  faltered. 
No,   you  re    not,"    he    declared     "r    tn„      k 
*ou  are  coming  back  to  0„.„n  c  ?     • .       ^"°*    better, 
-^'ta^      with  l^Hw^"'^  *;'•'"'*•    Thisplace 
Why  haven't  you  Irtm.  "''''"'  ""   "'«^   '""tter? 

Jnow-how  th^^s  a  e  4rm^r  ?  ""^  »'-■  ^  ^°" 
didn't  she?  Do  vou  tn  T  ""^  '""*'"='■  toW  you. 
know  that  I  se;now  thr.  T     °7  '°''^  ^  ^'"•'    ^^  you 

*ere.hattim::urerteLTXtlT^iV^"'^'"' 
•hen-ght  after  you  went  away      I  lit  In    •.""''  "  °"* 

7  on  the  ranch  somewherj^  and  I  H '  v'f  °"  '  ''*°""= 
"h^  happened,  but  I've  Wn  ThV  '  """"^  ^^^^'^ 

;  -.things  all  diffeLnt  tl"  '  wfvTlT,  ^'T  ^'^"• 
''"e  smce  then.     I  know  wh,f  t       '  °"'^  "^^U"  to 
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I'd   been   absolutely  and   completely  selfish  uo  to  .!,» 

zsv::^"' ' '-'' '-''  ^-'  -^ "-  wL; 

you  II  et  me  marry  you  or  not,  I  mean  to  live-I  don', 
know,  ,n  a  different  way.  I've  got  to  live  diffeU  iJi 
well-oh,  I  cant  make  you  understand,  but  just  lovin^l 
you  has  changed  my  life  all  around.  It's  made  t  ea  iefl 
to  do   he  straight,  clean  thing.     I  want  to  do  it   it's     „ 

fwdman^T'"'  ^T  '  ^^'^  '  ^^^  P-"^ 'of  be^   ! 
a  hard  man  a  driver,  of  being  glad  that  people  hated  m! 
and  were  afra.d  of  me?    Well,  since  IvVloved  you  i™ 
ashamed  of  ,t  all.     I  don't  want  to  be  hard  any  more  and 
nobody  ,s  going  to  hate  me  if  I  can  help  it.  ^"m  hip 

exclaimed       I  love  you,  and  if  you  will  forgive  me  and 

f  .vou  w,ll  come  down  to  such  a  beast  as  I  am.T'„  a" 

to  be  to  you  the  best  a  man  can  be  to  a  woman    H  ta     I 

Do  you  understand,  little  girl?    I  want  to  be  y;ur  h"  | 

Hilma  looked  at  the  goldfishes  through  her  tears, 
aske^airrihlle^"'*'"^  '"  '''  "  '"^'  «'"'--'"  "^ 
mJreV""'*  ''"°''  "'''"*  ^°"  '"""'  ""'  *°  '''y"  '^r"'-- 

dLrJ°-     "  ■'•     '>  "^'^^^  ^^-"'l  '"  these' beastl, 
draughty  p.cnic  grounds  for  over  a  week  to  hear  it     You 

know  what  I  want  to  hear,  Hilma." 

l'^^"~^  ^"""S^'^^  y°"'"  she  hazarded. 

that'Ittr-''"'"^^'^^^''"''^^"--''-     "««' 
"Then,  I  don't  know  what." 
"  Shall  I  say  it  for  you  ?  " 
She  hesitated  a  long  minure,  then: 
ri°"  "'■?''«"'»  say  it  right,"  she  replied. 
Trust  tne  for  that.    Shall  I  say  it  for  you,  Hilma?" 
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There  w'as  a    eSw  la""''"^"^-    ^hal.  I  say  .V" 
"^,e  fog  drifted  overbad     There         ^'  "P^''"^  ^°"nd. 

myself.    !_..    All  at  one?  he  t„       r'  ""  ^^^  ''  ^or 
'■erarms  around  his  neck     "nVT''^  '°  '"■'»  «"d  p.,t 
^d.     "Is  it  really  tr^e.     n °''' '""  y°" '°ve  me ?  "  she 
;'■'   And  you  are  sorry  and  v  '"'"  ?:'''"  ^^^'•^  ^-d  o 
-"  be  your  wife?    Yo^'^n"  """  *"  ^°^  *°  -"^  i 
land?"  "  "^''^  ''^  my  clear,  dear  l„,s. 

;~SK£:r?^-     "--^'^erin 
'*  had  he  felt  so  unwonhv  solT"'"'^'-    ^^^-'- '"  his 
P"re  g.rl  who  forgave  Wnf '  '°  "     "^™"?  °f  this  clean 
^"d  Relieved  hin,  to  be  th^  '   .  ''"''"'  '"'^  ^P°ken  word 
I  ^,    She  was  so  t'^ZTC"  ''  ""'^  °"'^  ^^ 
*at  he  should  have  bowed  h"  f     V'°  '''""^^'  «'>  "oble 
™,  she  took  hi„^ TLr  a^f -d  'o  "er  feet,  and 
^'  to  be  her  equal     He  L  u  'u  "'""^'"^  him  to  be 
-.V-    The  tears  overtwS  ,  °"v      "l^  °'  "°  "^^^  ^ 
1"^  cheeks.    She  drewlwav  f  ^    u'"''  '^^  ^°^»  "Pon 
fond  at  arm's  len«I  ?Il^     "^  "^^  ^"d  held  hiiTa 
*•/-.  had  been  cSg    ^"^  ''  '■'"'  ^"'^  ^e  saw  that 
I      I  think,"  he  sairf  ", 

„  "No>  "o,«she  Sted     «?:  7^'^  °f  -ft'-es." 

!  '?^'  '-•    Oh,  dear,1  haJenTa  T  7.  ^"'  ^^^'  >'°" 
Here,  take  mine  "  handkerchief." 

I  .  -na  spent  the  week  of  their 
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honeymoon  at  a  small,  family  hotel  on  Sutter  Street    As 

gether.  They  made  the  mevitable  bridal  trip  to  the  Cliff 
House  and  spent  an  afternoon  in  the  grewsome  and 
made-to-order  beauties  of  Sutro's  Gardens;  they  went 
^hrough  Ch.natown  the  Palace  Hotel,  the  park  mus'eu  J 
where  H.lma  resolutely  refused  to  believe  in  the  E^vp- 
tian  mummy-and  they  drove  out  in  a  hired  hack  to  the 
Presidio  and  the  Golden  Gate. 

d«?"  TJ^^'t  '^^^'  °^  "'"'•■  ^'^^""ions.  Hilma  abrnptlv 
dec  ared  they  had  had  enough  of  "  playing  out,"  and  L 
De  serious  and  get  to  work. 

This  work  was  nothing  less  than  the  buying  of  the 
furniture  and  appointments  for  the  rejuvenated  ranch 
house  at  Quien  Sabe,  where  they  were  to  live.  Annixter 
had  telegraphed  to  his  overseer  to  have  the  building  re- 
painted, replastered,  and  reshingled  and  to  emptv  the 
rooms  of  everything  but  the  telephone  and  safe.     He  also 

notL'!J"™'"°!;'J°  ^^^'  '^'  dimensions  of  each  room 
noted  down  and  the  result  forwarded  to  him.  It  was  the 
arrival  of  these  memoranda  that  had  roused  Hilma  to 
flction. 

fJ!!^^J'^''^   "  '"°''   ^'""°"*   ^^^l^-    Armed   with 
formidable  lists,  written  by  Annixter  on  hotel  envelop., 
they  two  descended  upon  the  department  stores  of  the 
c.ty   the  carpet  stores,  the  furniture  stores.     Right  and 
left  they  bought  and  bargained,  sending  each  consign- 
ment  as  soon  as  purchased  to  Quien  Sabe.     Nearly  an 
entire  car  load  of  carpets,  curtains,  kitchen   furniture,  , 
pictures,  fixtures,  lamps,  straw  matting,  chairs,  and  the 
hke  were  sent  down  to  the  ranch,  Annixter  making  a 
point  that  their  new  home  should  be  entirely  equipped  by 
aan  Francisco  dealers.  J    -i    ff      n 

1  J^^  furnishings  of  the  bedroom  and  sitting-room  were  I 
left  to  the  very  last.    For  the  former.  Hilma  bought!  ^ 
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„  '     -  ^'•'wornia 

an^bu^lrr  ""'•=  ^-'"^'.  three  ch  •  "^^ 

covered  bv'      '""^^"""s  ba;  J^f  Jv'''  ^  ^'^^stand 
l-d  was  LlTt'^'  accident?  "  %%^y  dollars,  dis- 

-^^%  boasted  at:  °'  ''^^^^'  ^-^  braveVnd  "°"'  ^'''^ 
J"^'  ^^  it  stood  in  th'°^^'  ^''^^  bouXTt  ^''''  '"' 
Md  Hilma  w«;.  '*''"''°«'  of  the  I  '^"'"pJete, 

"•"vers  in  the'i^^.        '""'  ^^ite  woo!  r„!    ^^'■'  ^-^ 

velJoiv  oak  wh»  °  ^  S^eat,  roimw      "^'^'"§'  chairs, 

^*P  shade  of  cTlf'°"'''  ^^^"d  a  Cr""'  '^"'^  °^ 

'"''Phs  from  hfe  ir    ^'""'■"-lovely'    £    *''"  ^^"^ 

?'"^s,  with  fl?  ^>"^''"  pensive  v^  ""  ''"^^  '" 

Ss-  a  ooi  ""'"^^^^''^w  hair  di  ""«^«^^'^  '"  Pinfc 
'C^  the  M^''  .-P'-°d"ction'of'?T"^  "-^  An 
>^V  repre^"''"^''^^'"  ^^d  two  "^^'^  ^^  ^isle, 

h^'^f«  tKE^^;  ''-•'  -dTwiirdi'  h'  ^"-^ 

't:r^'--'iti."'"^  "^^  -^  pots  i!_^ 

Bade  ^'^"'■^thing  had  been  h       . 
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the  hotel  where  they  had  been  stopping;  "  no  way  trains 
or  locals  for  us,  hey?" 

"  But  we  reach  Bonneville  at  such  an  hour,"  protested 
Hilma.     "  Five  in  the  morning  I  " 

"  Never  mind,"  he  declared,  "  we'll  go  home  in  Pull- 
man's, Ililma.  I'm  not  going  to  have  any  of  those  slobs 
m  Bonneville  say  I  didn't  know  how  to  do  the  thing  in 
style,  and  we'll  have  Vacca  meet  us  with  the  team.  No, 
sir,  it  is  Pullman's  or  nothing.  When  it  comes  to  buy- 
ing furniture,  I  don't  shine,  perhaps,  but  I  know  what's 
due  my  wife." 

He  was  obdurate,  and  late  one  afternoon  the  couple 
boarded  the  Transcontinental  (the  crack  Overland  Flyer 
of  the  Pacific  and  Southwestern)  at  the  Oakland  mole. 
Only  Hilma's  parents  were  there  to  say  good-bye.  Ann- 
ixter  knew  that  Magnus  and  Osterman  were  in  the  city. 
but  he  had  laid  his  plans  to  elude  them.  Magnus,  tie 
could  trust  to  be  dignified,  but  that  goat  Osterman,  one 
could  never  tell  what  he  would  do  next.  He  did  not 
propose  to  start  his  journey  home  in  a  shower  of  rice. 

Annixter  marched  down  the  line  of  cars,  his  hands 
encumbered  with  wicker  telescope  baskets,  satchels,  and 
valises,  his  tickets  in  his  mouth,  his  hat  on  wrong  side 
foremost,  Hilma  and  her  parents  hurrying  on  behind  him, 
trying  to  keep  up.  Annixter  was  in  a  turmoil  of  nerves 
lest  something  should  go  v^rong;  catching  a  train  was 
always  for  him  a  little  crisis.  He  rushed  ahead  so  furi- 1 
ously  that  when  he  had  found  his  Pullman  he  had  lost  | 
his  party.  He  set  down  his  valises  to  mark  the  place  | 
and  charged  back  along  the  platform,  waving  his  arms.  I 
"  Come  on,"  he  cried,  when,  at  length,  he  espied  the 
others.     "We've  no  more  time." 

He  shouldered  and  urged  them  forward  to  where  be 
had  set  his,  valises,  only  to  find  one  of  them  gone.  In- 
stantly he  raised  an  outcry.     Aha,  a  fine  way  to  ti 
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"Well."  echoed  Annixter,  "  happy  ?  "  for  the  tears  rose 
in  her  eyes. 

She  nodded  energetically,  smiling  at  him  bravely. 

"  You  look  a  little  pale,"  he  declared,  frowning  un- 
easily;  "feel  well?" 

"  Pretty  well." 

Promptly  he  was  seized  with  uneasiness. 

"  But  not  all  wel'.  hey?    Is  that  it?  " 

It  was  true  that  Hilma  had  felt  a  faint  tremour  of  sea- 
sickness on  the  feny-boat  coming  from  the  city  to  the 
Oakland  mole.  No  doubt  a  little  nausea  yet  remained 
with  her.  But  Annixter  refused  to  accept  this  explana- 
tion.    He  was  distressed  bevond  expression. 

'*  Now  you're  going  to  be  sick,"  he  cried  anxiously. 

"No,  no,"  she  protested,  "not  a  bit." 
"  But  you  said  you  didn't  feel  very  well.     Where  is  it 
you  feel  sick?" 

"  I  don't  know.  I'm  not  sick.  Oh,  dear  me,  why  will 
you  bother?" 

"Headache?" 

"  Not  the  least." 

"  You  feel  tired,  then.  That's  it.  No  wonder,  the  way 
I've  rushed  you  'round  to-day." 

"  Dear,  I'm  not  tired,  and  I'm  not  sick,  and  I'm  all 
right." 

"  No,  no ;  I  can  tell.  I  think  we'd  best  have  the  berth 
made  up  and  you  lie  down." 

"  That  would  be  perfectly  ridiculous." 

"  Well,  where  is  it  you  feel  sick?  Show  me ;  put  your 
hand  on  the  place.    Want  to  eat  something?" 

With  elaborate  minuteness,  he  cross-questioned  her,  re- , 
fusing  to  let  the  subject  drop,  protesting  that  she  had 
dark  circles  under  her  eyes ;  that  she  had  grown  thinner. 

"  Wonder  if  there's  a  doctor  on  board,"  he  murmured, 
looking  uncertainly  about  the  car.     "Let  me  see  yoaf  j 
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mountains  grew  higher,  the  land  richer,  and  by  the  time 
the  moon  rose,  the  train  was  well  into  the  northernmost 
limits  of  the  valley  of  the  San  Joaquin. 

Annixter  had  engaged  an  entire  section,  and  after  he 
and  his  wife  went  to  bed  had  the  porter  close  the  upper 
berth.  Hilma  sat  up  in  bed  to  say  her  prayers,  both 
hands  over  her  face,  and  then  kissing  Annixter  good- 
night, went  to  sleep  with  the  directness  of  a  little  child, 
holding  his  hand  in  both  her  own. 

Annixter,  who  never  could  sleep  on  the  train,  dozed 
and  tossed  and  fretted  for  hours,  consulting  his  watch 
and  time-table  whenever  there  was  a  stop;  twice  he  rose 
to  get  a  drink  of  ice  water,  and  between  whiles  was  for- 
ever sitting  up  in  the  narrow  berth,  stretching  himself 
and  yawning,  murmuring  with  uncertain  relevance : 
"  Oh,  Lord !    Oh-h-h  Lord! " 

There  were  some  dozen  other  passengers  in  the  car— 
a  lady  with  three  children,  a  group  of  school-teachers,  a 
couple  of  drummers,  a  stout  gentleman  with  whiskers, 
and  a  well-dressed  young  man  in  a  plaid  travelling  cap. 
whom  Annixter  had  observed  before  supper  time  read- 
ing Daudet's  "  Tartarin  "  in  the  French. 

But  by  nine  o'clock,  all  these  people  were  in  their 
berths.  Occasionally,  above  the  rhythmic  rumble  of  the 
wheels,  Annixter  could  hear  one  of  the  lady's  children 
fidgeting  and  complaining.  The  stout  gentleman  snored 
monotonously  m  two  notes,  one  a  rasping  bass,  the  other 
a  prolonged  treble.  At  intervals,  a  brakeman  or  the  pas- 
senger conductor  pushed  down  the  aisle,  between  the 
curtains,  his  red  and  white  lamp  over  his  arm.  Looking 
out  into  the  car  Annixter  saw  in  an  end  section  where 
the  berths  had  not  been  made  up,  the  porter,  in  his  white 
duck  coat,  dozing,  his  mouth  wide  open,  his  head  on  his 
shoulder. 
The  hours  passed.    Midnight  came  and  went,    i 
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ran  through  the  tram  from  end  to  end.  and  the  n.omen. 
turn  of  Its  speed  suddenly  decreasing,  all  but  pitched  the 
conductor  from  his  seat.    A  hideous  ear-splitting  raso 
made  itself  heard  from  the  clamped-down  Westinghouse 
gear  underneath,  and  Annixter  knew  that  the  wheels  had 
ceased  to  revolve  and  that  the  train  was  sliding  forward 
upon  the  motionless  flanges. 
"Hello,  hello,"  he  exclaimed,  "what's  all  up  now>" 
Emergency  brakes,"  declared  the  conductor,  catch- 
ing up  his  cash  box  and  thrusting  his  papers  and  tickets 
into  It        Nothing  much ;  probably  a  cow  on  the  track " 
He  disappeared,  carrying  his  lantern  with  him 
But  the  other  passengers,  all  but  the  stout  gentVman 
were  awake ;  heads  were  thrust  from  out  the  curtiir .     nd 
Annixter,  hurrying  back  to  Hilma,  was  assailed  by  all 
manner  of  questions. 
"What  was  that?" 
"  Anything  wrong  ?  " 
"What's  up,  anyways?" 

Hilma  was  just  waking  as  Annixter  pushed  the  cur- 
tain aside. 

"Oh  I  was  so  frightened.  What's  the  matter,  dear?" 
she  exclaimed. 

"I  don't  know,"  he  answered.  "Only  the  emergency 
brakes.  Just  a  cow  on  the  track,  I  guess.  Don't  get 
scared.    It  isn't  anything." 

But  with  a  final  shriek  of  the  Westinghouse  appliance, 
the  tram  came  to  a  definite  halt. 

At  once  the  silence  was  absolute.  The  ears,  still  numb 
with  the  long-continued  roar  of  wheels  and  clashing  iron, 
at  first  refused  to  register  correctly  the  smaller  noises 
of  the  surroundings.  Voices  came  from  the  other  end 
of  the  car,  strange  and  unfamiliar,  as  though  heard  at  a 
great  distance  across  the  water.  The  stillness  of  the  ' 
night  outside  was  so  profound  that  the  rain,  dripping 


A  Stojy  of  Califonua 


from  the  car  r««*  ^'5 

What  IS  it?"  askerf  u; 
•^.res  nothing  ^ro'gr.  "'""»  a^ain.    "Are  you  sure 

OuS'"  '"'''  ^""'■^'"^• 

-nd  o,'^;„:;^2™Ssl;;tus"h"'^^^   ^''^^   ""^d   the 
*e  «de  of  the  ties.     They  pl!;'"^  '"'°  "'^  clinkers  by 

Tf.°"'=  -■"  the  distanceXuT    °"'  *"'  ^""■•-'-  "ea'd 
J^«,  on  the  other  side" 
"len  the  door  at  th.      j 

"!«"  the  platfom,  in  S    Th  T"  ''^  ^'"'^  and  out 
,^0^thi„g,a3q„.^^      °nt.    The  forward  door  dosed 

"•^^ans  snores  made  themselve Vh       !"""'*  '^^  ^atgen- 
^e  minutes  passed    n^l  ^^'"'^  °"«  more 

St  "r  '"•=  ^"pS  rat'"!-r'r  ■  ^""^  -^  - 

"•"'-■I'sed  and  inert  under   h.       ^    ''"'  °f  «"  %  im- 

Ask  the  porter." 
I  did-    He  don't  know." 
I  ^ethi;;^"'^^  ^'"PP^''  to  take  on  wood  or  water 

I  ,1...        '  they  wouldn't  use  tt,      ' 
I  ;•''.  would  they.>    Why    this  r  ""^^?^"<=y  brakes  for 
,  ^°-n  length.    Cj'n  '"  f^'"  stopped  almost  t 
I  «^:  --  the  emergirrrake^  n^^  ^"^  ''-h" 
From  f  ^"'"^  °ne 

'«•"  far  out  towards  the  front  Of  the  train 

'"e  tram,  near  the 


w*^ 


416 


The  Octopus 


locomotive,  came  the  sharp,  incisive  report  of  a  revolver ; 
then  two  more  almost  simultaneously ;  then,  after  a  long' 
interval,  a  fourth. 

"  Say,  that's  shooting.  By  God,  boys,  they're  shooting. 
Say,  this  is  a  hold-up." 

Instantly  a  white-hot  excitement  flared  from  end  to  end 
of  the  car.  Incredibly  sinister,  heard  thus  in  the  night, 
and  in  the  rain,  mysterious,  fearful,  those  four  pistol 
shots  started  confusion  from  out  the  sense  of  security 
like  a  frightened  rabbit  hunted  from  her  burrow.  WiJe- 
eyed,  the  passeng;ers  of  the  car  looked  into  each  other's 
faces.  It  had  come  to  them  at  last,  this,  they  had  so 
often  read  about.  Now  they  were  to  see  the  real  thing, 
now  they  were  to  face  actuality,  face  this  danger  of  the 
night,  leaping  in  from  out  the  blackness  of  the  roadside, 
masked,  armed,  ready  to  kill.  They  were  facing  it  now. 
They  were  held  up. 

Hilma  said  nothing,  only  catching  Annixter's  hand. 
looking  squarely  into  his  eyes. 

"  Steady,  little  girl,"  he  said.  "  They  can't  hurt  you. 
I  won't  leave  you.  By  the  Lord,"  he  suddenly  exclaimed, 
his  excitement  getting  the  better  of  him  for  a  momtnl 
"  By  the  Lord,  it's  a  hold-up." 

The  school-teachers  were  in  the  aisle  of  the  car,  in 
night  gown,  wrapper,  and  dressing  sack,  huddled  together 
like  sheep,  holding  on  to  each  other,  looking  to  the  men, 
silently  appealing  for  protection.  Two  of  them  were 
weeping,  white  to  the  lips. 

"  Oh,  oh,  oh,  it's  terrible.  Oh,  if  they  only  won't  hurt 
me." 

But  the  lady  with  the  children  looked  out  from  her 
berth,  smiled  reassuringly,  and  said: 

"  I'm  not  a  bit  frightened.  They  won't  do  anything  to 
us  if  we  keep  quiet.  I've  my  watch  and  jewelry  all  ready 
for  them  in  my  little  black  bag,  see? " 
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friends  looked  out;    Sure  enough,  the  train  was  without 
a  locomotive. 

"They've  done  it  so  we  can't  get  away,"  vociferated 
the  drummer  with  the  pistol.  "  Now,  by  jiminy-Christ- 
mas,  they'll  come  through  the  cars  and  stand  us  up. 
They'll  be  in  here  in  a  minute,  /i^rf/  What  was 
that?" 

From  far  away  up  the  track,  apparently  some  half- 
mile  ahead  of  the  train,  came  the  sound  of  a  heavy  ex- 
plosion.   The  windows  of  the  car  vibrated  with  it. 

"  Shooting  again." 

"  That  isn't  shooting,"  exclaimed  Annixter.  "  They've 
pulled  the  express  and  mail  car  on  ahead  with  the  engine 
and  now  they  are  dynamiting  her  open." 

"That  must  be  it.  Yes,  sure,  that's  just  what  they 
are  doing." 

The  forward  door  of  the  car  opened  and  closed  and 
the  school-teachers  shrieked  and  cowered.  The  drummer 
with  the  revolver  faced  about,  his  eyes  bulging.  How- 
ever, it  was  only  the  train  conductor,  hatless,  his  lantern 
in  his  hand.  He  was  soaked  with  rain.  He  appeared  in 
the  aisle. 

"  Is  there  a  doctor  in  this  car  ? "  he  asked. 

Promptly  the  passengers  surrounded  him,  voluble  with 
questions.    But  he  was  in  a  bad  temper. 

"  I  don't  know  anything  more  than  you,"  he  shouted 
angrily.  "  It  was  a  hold-up.  I  guess  you  know  that, 
don't  you?  Well,  what  more  do  you  want  to  know?  I 
ain't  got  time  to  fool  around.  They  cut  oflF  our  express 
car  and  have  cracked  it  open,  and  they  shot  one  of  our 
train  crew,  that's  all,  and  I  want  a  doctor." 

"Did  they  shoot  him — ^kill  him,  do  you  mean?" 

"Is  he  hurt  bad?" 

"  Did  the  men  get  away  ?  " 

"  Oh,  shut  up,  will  you  all  ?  "  exclaimed  the  conduit. 
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But  nobody  slept.  From  berth  to  berth  came  the  sound 
of  suppressed  voices  talking  it  all  over,  formulating  con- 
jectures. Certain  points  seemed  to  be  settled  upon,  no 
one  knew  how,  as  indisputable.  The  highwaymen  had 
been  four  in  number  and  had  stopped  the  train  by  pull- 
ing the  bell  cord.  A  brakeman  had  attempted  to  inter- 
fere and  had  been  shot.  The  robbers  had  been  on  the 
train  all  the  way  from  San  Francisco.  The  drummer 
named  Max  remembered  to  have  seen  four  "  suspicious- 
looking  characters  "  in  the  smoking-car  at  Lathrop,  and 
had  intended  to  speak  to  the  conductor  about  them. 
This  drummer  had  been  in  a  hold-up  before,  and  told  the 
story  of  it  over  and  over  again. 

At  last,  after  what  seemed  to  have  been  an  hour's  i 
lay,  and  when  the  dawn  had  already  begfun  to  show  in 
the  east,  the  locomotive  backed  on  to  the  train  again 
with  a  reverberating  jar  that  ran  from  car  to  car.  At  the 
jolting,  the  school-teachers  screamed  in  chorus,  and  the 
whiskered  gentleman  stopped  snoring  and  thrust  hi' 
head  from  his  curtains,  blinking  at  the  Pintsch  lights, 
appeared  that  he  was  an  Englishman. 

"I  say,"  he  asked  of  the  drummer  named  Max,  "I 
say,  my  friend,  what  place  is  this  ?  " 

The  others  roared  with  derision. 

"  We  were  held  up,  sir,  that's  what  we  were.  We  were 
held  up  and  you  slept  through  it  all.  You  missed  the 
show  of  your  life." 

The  gentleman  fixed  the  group  with  a  prolonged  gaze. 
He  said  never  a  word,  but  little  by  little  he  was  con- 
vinced that  the  drummers  told  the  truth.    All  at  once  he  I 
grew  wrathful,  his  face  purpling.    He  withdrew  his  headi 
angrily,  buttoning  his  curtains  together  in  a  fury.    Tf*| 
cause  of  his  rage  was  inexplicable,  but  they  could  hear| 
him  resettling  himself  upon  his  pillows  with  exasperatet 
movements  of  his  head  and  shoulders.    In  a  few  mo-^ , 
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verts,  making  up  time  '  '"'^""8^  *=™ss  cul- 

?f^  UP  ttSlSrS^ -^5; -passengers. 

through  the  misty  rain    were^"^  "'  break-neck  speed 

figures  of  terror,  far  EhiL  th  '^'^     '!''  ^^  *  ^'^'"n  °f 

'^ft.  -asked,  a4.ed,  ^1  "pit "  l"  '"T  "'^^*  '^^^  "^^ 

P'stol  in  hand,  the  bo;tfidl  thTsl  JX  "'"""^'■"^• 

7'  8^"°P'"^  on,  sending  Ttiril,  olei'  .7'  ^^""P" 
the  country  side.  '  '*^''  through  all 

I  ,Ji:  y°""8^  doctor  returned.     He   sat   Hn        • 
smoking-room,  lie-htino-  ,     •  °°^"    »>    the 

the  drummers  prS^fro  JS T  T'  ^"""^'^^  ^^     " 
I  the  whole  affair.  ""  '°  ''""^  the  story  of 

I     '"^^^  "lan  >s  dead."  he  declared  •  "  tt,    v    , 
l^asshot    through    the    lun^^    tice     The     ^^    "^ 
fellow  got    away  with   abof.f    ™^They  think   the 
I  coin."  ^         -  ^"^"t   five   thousand    in   gold 

"The  fellow.?    Wasn't  n,        t 

"No;  only  one     AnH        7  ^°"''  °^  *«»?" 
--e  with  him     It  ZiTL       "'  '^"  ^°"'  "^  ''-'1  his 
press  car  all  the  t  me  a^H  °"  *'''  ""^^f  °^  ^^e  ex- 

rP^d  from  the  r^f'of  thf  ca"//^  '"'  ^^  "^  ^-^'  "^ 
'  e  engine's  tender,  and  rawTeH  "  ?  *°  *^  ^"^^  °" 
*e  men  ;„  the  cab  wi  h  his  "„  Lr  h  '''*  '"'^  "^'^  "^ 

--ackaVdunr;e??re:;r^^--- 


433 


The  Octopus 


While  he  was  doing  this,  a  brakeman — you  reraembtr 
that  brakeman  that  came  through  here  once  or  twice- 
had  a  red  mustache." 

"That  chzp?" 

"  Sure.  Well,  as  soon  as  the  train  stopped,  this  brake-  | 
man  guessed  something  was  wrong  and  ran  up,  saw  the 
fellow  cutting  off  the  express  car  and  took  a  couple  of 
shots  at  him,  and  the  fireman  says  the  fellow  didn't  even 
take  his  hand  off  the  coupling-pin ;  just  turned  around  as 
cool  as  how-do-you-do  and  nailed  the  brakeman  right 
there.  They  weren't  five  feet  apart  when  they  began 
shooting.  The  brakeman  had  come  on  him  unexpected, 
had  no  idea  he  was  so  close." 

"  And  the  express  messenger,  all  this  time  ?  " 

"  Well,  he  did  his  best.  Jumped  out  with  his  repeating 
shot-gun,  but  the  fellow  had  him  covered  before  he  coulj 
turn  round.  Held  him  up  and  took  his  g^un  away  fron 
him.  Say,  you  know  I  call  that  nerve,  just  the  same 
One  man  standing  up  a  whole  train-load,  like  that 
Then,  as  soon  as  he'd  cut  the  express  car  off,  he  madt 
the  engineer  run  her  up  the  track  about  half  a  mile  to  a 
road  crossing,  where  he  had  a  horse  tied.  What  do  yoo 
think  of  that?  Didn't  he  have  it  all  figured  out  close? 
And  when  he  got  there,  he  dynamited  the  safe  and  i 
the  Wells-Fargo  box.  He  took  five  thousand  in  gi 
coin ;  the  messenger  says  it  was  railroad  money  that  th 
company  were  sending  down  to  Bakersfield  to  pay  offl 
with.  It  was  in  a  bag.  He  never  touched  the  register^ 
mail,  nor  a  whole  wad  of  greenbacks  that  were  in 
safe,  but  just  took  the  coin,  got  on  his  horse,  and  lit  ontj 
The  engineer  says  he  went  to  the  east'ard." 

"He  got  away,  did  he?" 

"  Yes,  but  they  think  they'll  get  him.  He  wore  a  ki« 
of  mask,  but  the  brakeman  recogfnised  him  positiveH 
We  got  his  ante-mortem  statonent.    The  brafcemaa  sa-^ 
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"  Dyke,  by  the  Crd  r-       ?■   '"  BonneviUe." 

"That's  Lni^^-'jrlr^'  ^""«'^^- 
When  the  trainTr  •    a      ^  ^°""^  doctor. 

°f  the  veo-  thing  theyt "f!  T^  ""•""  ■"  ^^e  midst 
■-ous  crowd.  Th^enewsZ  tro'  ',°  *^°'''-^"  -°'- 
"P  thirty  «i,es  south  of  FrLl  aT  l"'  "^^  '^''"  "^'^ 
he  safe  looted,  and  that  Dvke  aJone  *"""  '^"'^'^  ""=» 
the  mghfs  work,  had  been  wir.H  T  ^"P°"«'ble  for 
the  train  conductor  throwinr^h.  7  "^""^  ^^^^  F"^'-"". 
agent  from  the  flying  traTn  '""''''  '°  **«=  station 

-h:fry':/rBttr;^  r^""  ""^^^  ^^^ 

^y  assault.  Annixter,  wfth  HillT  '  t"""'  ^"  ''"*  '^^n 
'0  fight  his  way  out'oTthe^r°^'"?""'''^''^'-«t 
^>th  people.     S    Behrm  ^^  <^^P°t  was  black 

Rugbies,  L  town  r^t™:;  tl"  ''"^'  °^'''-^'  ^yS 
<«'  on  the  back  of  h.shead  r!  T  u  ^«"''«"?er,  his 
'"  ^ear-lights,  note-bi  in  t?,  ^'f  ^".^  *«'"  ^ot"  cab 
■ng,  collecting  facts  fLwrex^fT"^'  ""«'-"- 
'cended  finally  to  the  plaSrm  he  A  "^""'"^^^  'J^' 
bhck-and-tan  terrier   his  tWn  ^'''*°^'  ^'^'■^  as  a 

"■th  eagerness,  his  brown  j'  7'°"'  '"''"''  ^'^'^'^^S 
«e«e„t,  caught  his  elbow  "^  '"""  "°^'''"^  ^'^h  ex^ 
„«terT"'  """^  ^"^  ^-«on   of  the  affair,  Mr.  An- 

Wter  turned  on  hi.  abruptly, 
lesi  he  exclaimed  fiercelv  "  V 
drove  Dyke  from  his  ioh  ^  ^'  .  ^°"  *"^  y^""-  gang 
,  starvation  wagT  tII°  ^^"'*  ^^  ^"""dn't  work  fof 
!  »«'  -bbed  hifof  aH  he  h^  Y? '  '"'^'"  ^^'^^  «"  ^m 
,  '7  to  fill  himself  up  whh  S  r"'"'™'"'''^°"' 
'--enbackwhatVu^Sr^L:^--^^. 
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you're  going  to  hound  him  over  the  State,  hunt  him  down 
like  a  wild  animal,  and  bring  him  to  the  gallows  at  San 
Quentin.  That's  tny  version  of  the  affair,  Mister  Gen- 
slinger,  but  it's  worth  your  subsidy  from  the  P.  and  S.  W. 
to  print  it." 

There  was  a  murmur  of  approval  from  the  crowd  that 
stood  around,  and  Genslinger,  with  an  angry  shrug  of 
one  shoulder,  took  himself  away. 

At  length,  Annixter  brought  Hilma  through  the  crowd 
to  where  young  Vacca  was  waiting  with  the  team.  How- 
ever, they  could  not  at  once  start  for  the  ranch,  Annix- 
ter wishing  to  ask  some  questions  at  the  freight  office 
about  a  final  consignment  of  chairs.  It  was  nearly  eleven 
o'clock  before  they  could  start  home.  But  to  gain  the 
Upper  Road  to  Quien  Sabe,  it  was  necessary  to  traverse 
all  of  Main  Street,  running  through  the  heart  of  Bonne- 
ville. 

The  entire  town  seemed  to  be  upon  the  sidewalks.    By 
now  the  rain  was  over  and  the  sun  shining.    The  story  of 
the  hold-up — the  work  of  a  man  whom  every  one  knew 
and  liked— was  in  every  mouth.    How  had  Dyke  come  to 
doit?    Who  would  have  believed  it  of  him?    Think  of 
his  poor  mother  and  the  little  tad.    Well,  after  all,  he 
was  not  so  much  to  blame;  the  railroad  people  had 
brought  it  on  themselves.    But  he  had  shot  a  man  to 
death.    Ah,  that  was  a  serious  business.    Good-natured, 
big,  broad-shouldered,  jovial  Dyke,  the  man  they  knew, 
with  whom  they  had  shaken  hands  only  yesterday,  yes, 
and  drank  with  him.    He  had  shot  a  man,  killed'  him, 
had  stood  there  in  the  dark  and  in  the  rain  while  they 
were  asleep  in  their  beds,  and  had  killed  a  man.    Now 
where  was  he?    Instinctively  eyes   were    turned   east- 
ward, over  the  tops  of  the  houses,  or  down  vistas  of  side 
streets  to  where  the  foot-hills  of  the  mountains  rose  dim  j 
^d  vast  over  the  edge  of  the    valley.    He    was  in  i 
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weeks  of  searching,  false  Trm'  f"  **"^-     ^°^  for 
"^.  all  the  thrm  In^^i^tfr'  *«'««^«.  watch- 

-n-hunt.  Would  he  ge'rj'rSnr ''""''"*  °'  » 
sidewalks  of  the  town  fh.f  ^^\.  '^'^'>'  '  '"an  on  the 
As  AnnixteS  te^  toti7:^°  f  "°'  ""P^  for  It 
tion  of  the  town,  yoTngTcl  t°?^  ^'''^  '=^"*^^'  Po- 
larger  crowd  around  th!  rear  Lr"*  1°  "  '^^"^^^  -"d 
F«%  twenty  saddle  horse^Le TeS^t  ^''.'^  ^'^  «^"- 
demeath  the  scant,  half-grown  trel  ^  "■°"  ""  ""- 

"'xter  and  Hitaa  drove   bv    1       """■   ^'  ^""^ '"'  ^"- 
teen  men  with  revolvers  on  thl  u-  P^'*'^^  ^"^  « 

'0  the  curbstone,  and,  moumii;  .?• ''l^"''^^    ^''^'^  ^ay 
at  a  gallop.  '  ™°""t'n&  their  horses,  rode  away 

-J-rection  of  Osterman's  ranch  V,.  5'  """''' '»  *''« 

party  of  horsemen.  galloZ^eLy. '""''"  °"*  *"«*''«'• 
still  another.  ^^''^P'^g  eastward,  and  beyond  these 

"  There're  the  other  txjsses  "  1,= 
^er  one  is  Archie  Mo^eT    hX^TT""-   "^''^  f-' 
lown  from  Visalia  onTsliaf  '^"*-    "«  "">« 

When  the  team  tumerf^f  .J^?"*  ^'''^  morning." 
*ou3e.  Hilma^,e«7a  S t,""?"^^  *°  ^^eLch         . 
;°yfu"y.    The  house  was  o^  gSr  of ''""^  I"  ''^"^^ 
the  driveway  had  been  fr»!rr  ^  °'  "'"^  ^^ite  paint 

l^'enished."  Mrs  vV^r^T^'l'"'  '""^  """^^'^^ 
^  busy  putting  on  Se  finl-  ^'"«^''*^^'  ^^o  had 
"oor  to  welcome  them  '"^  '°"'=''«'  «"«=  ^  the 

What's  this  case  here  ?  "  asked  An  •  . 
''^'P-ng  his  wife  from  the  carrv,,-^   '''"■' ^''^"' ^ft^r 
^^  box  of  some  three  b/fiv    i'     'u^'  ^^"  "P°«  « 
^  and  bore  the  red  WenlK^glll^'r  "°^  °"  *^ 


m^ 


436 


The  Octopus 


"  It  came  here  last  night,  addressed  to  you,  sir,"  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Vacca.  "  We  were  sure  it  wasn't  any  of 
your  furniture,  so  we  didn't  open  it." 

"  Oh,  maybe  it's  a  wedding  present,"  exclaimed  Hilma 
her  eyes  sparkling. 

"  Well,  maybe  it  is,"  returned  her  husband.  "  Here, 
m'  son,  help  me  in  with  this." 

Annixter  and  young  Vacca  bore  the  case  into  the  sit- 
tmg-room  of  the  house,  and  Annixter,  hammer  in  hand 
attacked  it  vigorously.  Vacca  discreetly  withdrew  on 
signal  from  his  mother,  closing  the  door  after  him.  An- 
nixter and  his  wife  were  left  alone. 
'*Oh,  hurry,  hurry,"  cried  Hilma,  dancing  around  him. 
I  want  to  see  what  it  is.  Who  do  you  suppose  could 
have  sent  it  to  us?  And  so  heavy,  too.  What  do  you 
thmk  it  can  be?"  ' 

Annixter  put  the  claw  of  the  hammer  underneath  the 
edge  of  the  board  top  and  wrenched  with  all  his  might 
The  boards  had  been  clamped  together  by  a  transverse 
bar  and  the  whole  top  of  the  box  came  away  in  one 
piece.  A  layer  of  excelsior  was  disclosed,  and  on  it  a 
letter  addressed  by  typewriter  to  Annixter.  It  bore  the 
trade-mark  of  a  business  firm  of  Los  Angeles.  Annixter 
glanced  at  this  and  promptly  caught  it  up  before  Hilma 
could  see,  with  an  exclamation  of  intelligence. 

"  Oh,  I  know  what  this  is,"  he  observed,  carelessly  try- 
mg  to  restrain  her  busy  hands.  "  It  isn't  anything.  Just 
some  machinery.    Let  it  go." 

But  already  she  had  pulled  away  the  excelsior.    Un- 
derneath, in  temporary  racks,  were  two  dozen  Winches- 
ter repeating  rifles. 
'•  Why— what— what— "  murmured  Hilma  blankly. 
"Well,  I  told  you  not  to  mind,"  said  Annixter.    "It 
"n't  "ything.    Let's  look  through  the  rooms." 
"  But  you  said  you  knew  what  it  was,"  she  protested, 


/ 


bewildered     "v«.. 

---^e.„j-srdrsE-;r 

ouri^suppose  the  Railr^J  trirT^'"'  '"'"  L''««««  of 
I-s  Muertos  or  any  of  Se  oZVT  ^'•"  ^abe  or 
our  minds-the  Leaders  h,v  .^"•^''es-we  made  up 
it-    That's  all."    ^    "  ''»^«-th«t  we  wouldn't  1« 

f«%^?l'  tt^'j-il^i?-:  ^---n.  back  fear- 
»«lding  present.'*^       ""**•     '"''  ^  thought  it  was  a 

bridi't^^*  ZSf  th'ri^:°"7'  *'  -«^  of  their 
*ith  pistol  shots,  thS'h  that '1^  '"■^''*'  '^hoing 
.*r.  into  this  atmosphS  of  iL  °^  ""''^'^  ^'i  •""«•- 
«-"?,  armed  horsemen  Slho„SeT'  *•"""-'"""  '''^- 
f*»  of  rifles  where  weddW  ^*'"''  **"=  ''°"«n«. 

Anni^er  brought  his  ^tt"?  ^1^  ^-'^  have  been.' 
home  he  might  at  any  momf„,  .^  ^  **  ""^f^ss  of  a 
•^■th  his  hfe.  ^  """"*"'  •«  ""««1  upon  to  defend 

I>^^'^To\"tat"r;i^^^^  M'«--   . 

My  deiinite  idea  as  to  the^T^  """  *•"  "'^  without 
""d  been  reticent  He  knewZ'h*"''  ""'"''■  ^yman 
;^ the  land  cases  i„  Was'^^'o?'"! .^  '°  *^  P''^^-^ 
The  Executive  Committee  of  Th.  r  *"  '^'^  ""  "«''»• 
fimctory  meetine  at  T^^t  *  ^*^<=  be'd  a  ner- 

-«ne  businesfwi  t^a^^^V  f  ^'^''  ''°*'"^^* 

''-^-■*--hr-S.^::;^-trc 
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SZ%.^    Vu   "^^y  considered  Los  Muertos, 
oy  the  test  cases  then  on  appeal 

»at  E^kes  hold-up  had  set  loose  over  all  the  county. 

s^L  /  ^"^  "  ^"  '"*  """^  *°P'^  °f  conversation,  a 
street  comers,  at  cross-roads,  over  dinner  tables,  in  office 
bank,  and  store.  S.  Behrman  placarded  the  to;n  wi7h  a 
2'  «f  fSoo.oo  reward  for  the  cx-engineer's  capture 
dead  or  ahve.  and  the  express  company  supplemS 
«ns  by  another  offer  of  an  equal  anaount".  The  cou^t^ 
was  th.ck  w.th  parties  of  horsemen,  armed  with  rifleT 
and  revolvers,  recruited  from  Visalia.  Goshen,  and  the 
uZ        r^  sympathisers  around  Bonneville  and  Guad- 

JaS  TT"^  ""''  ''"''  ""'^  ">""•  '^'"  h°r^es  ex- 

ou^to ton?-  T  '"'  """•=''  •'y  ''''''  P°^«>^  starting 
out  to  continue  the  pursuit.  The  sheriff  of  Santa  Clara 
County  sent  down  his  bloodhounds  from  San  Tose- 
small.  harmless-looking  dogs,  with  a  terrific  bay-to  help 
m  Ae  chase.    Reporters  from  the  San  FranciL  paS 

I«nymg  the  searchmg  bands.    Horse  hoofs  clattered  over 
the  roads  at  mght;  bells  were  rung,  the  "  Mercury  "  is- 
sued extra  after  extra;  the  bloodhounds  bayed,  gun  b-  's 
dl'n??  ^°".''''  '''^^^'  pavements  of  BonneviHe,-  ace- 
f^TL      ':     "^^l  °*  '■'^°'^"^  '"■°"&ht  the  whole  town 
nto  the  street;  farm  hands  called  to  each  other  across 
the  fences  of  ranch-divisions-in  a  word,  the  country- 
side was  in  an  uproar.  ' 
A^  all  to  no  effect.     The  hoof-marks  of  Dyke's  horse 
had  been  traced  m  the  mud  of  the  road  to  within  a  quar- 
ter of  a  mile  of  the  foot-hills  =.nd  there  irretrievably  lost. 
Three  days  after  the  hold-up,  a  sheep-herder  was  found 
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absolutely  all.    Rumours  1°'^^'"'    A"'' «>«  w„ 
were  d.scovered,  new  trai  s  iTen  „     k ''™'"''''"«  ^'**» 
P'red  to  bring  ,he  pursuers  ^S      '''  ''"'  """"'"^  '""»- 
^«her.     Then,  after  ten  d  's  '  T"''  '"'  '^'^^'^  »«- 
!^fi:»n  to  flag.    It  ^,,  ^,.;;2  ^It  n  T'  ?"''"'=  '«*«•"' 
■n  setting  away,    if  (1,7  wI.V       P^''^  ""'^  succeeded 
southward,  after  gaUt  The      "''  ^'  ^'^  »°"=  '»  the 
\  his    intention  ^o    CLk    ^T "f '"^.  «nd  it  would 
'^here    near    the    southern  2    1    ^   '''"«*    ^'"^■ 
■'^arBafcersfield.    Thus  thr  T  1°^  **   ^an  Joaquin 
f es  decided.     They  had  1 1?   ''  '"""'«"''•  ''"^  C 
"■-e  mountains  before  notto^''^  "'''"^  criminals'in 

^e  water  and  pro4ionT  fiZ^s  t  °^  ""=  '"°""*«'"*  '» 
"°t  one  of  the  watched  point"  ^1  "'  P"*"^'''  «""  f~m 
pearance.    At  last  the  C"'  hT    ""^  ""''^  °^  »"«  >P- 

-  ""-4  Dy2?"  KcleedS  '"'  ^''^  ""  '^^  '"^'«' 
rf.^«^^ee  of  determination  TnSe'"  T"""^  '"«'  "^^^ 
^■deof  theRailroad-andof  hfc     ^"''^  "°'^'  *  tested 
broker,  named  Christirn    who  r"  T '''"'  '^  '*=^  ^^ate 
had  once  been  marshal  oi  vrsa.i^    ,.*'  '"°""'»'"*  and 
f»y'-    These  two  went  Tnto  thi  c' "        °'^  ^'ock-raising 
'-°  hired  deputies,  and  Sr^vw'^f:'  l^^^P^n-d  by 
provisions  and  two  of  the  Eh"  V''""  '  '"°«h's 
Santa  Clara  sheriff.  """dhounds  loaned  by  the 

o^?l^rrd  Det^V  W^^  f  -  '"^  ^^P--e 
7  "  David  Copperfidd  "  tuT'  ""^^  ^^'^  "^^  ^ead- 
»f  the  ranch  ho^K  put  down^he  r^'  °"  *^*=  P^'^h 
H,Ima,  who  was  helpingTILa  V         ""'  "^"*  '"  «»<! 

^-    He  found  her^in"trd.^---rLt 
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hiM  of  the  gold-bordered  chin,  ptatei.  only  uted  on 
specHU  occa..on.  and  which  Louiw  wai  forbidden  to 

Hi.  wife  WM  more  than  ordinarily  pretty  that  day 
She  wore  a  drew  of  flowered  organdie  over  pink  Mteen' 

smart,  bright  buckle..  Her  thick,  brown,  .weet-.melline 
ha.r  wa.  heaped  high  upon  her  head  «,d  .et  ofl  with  f 
tow  of  black  velvet,  and  underneath  the  .hadow  of  it! 
^Intu  *"'r^  «y"'  """"««  with  the  thin,  black 
iZt  M  ^^''•^^'^  continually,  reflecting  the  .un- 
light  Marrmge  had  only  accentuated  the  beautiful 
matunty  of  Hilma's  figur^now  no  longer  preco^Su^ 

iSt"fhet''"*^"«  '""  r"  ''°"  •>"'''«"  "h^ 
wairt   the  strong,  fine  amplitude  of  her  hips,  the  sweet 

femmme  undulation  of  her  neck  and  shoulders.  Her 
carriS  tT/nirf  ^f  ^»'"',  and  her  large  round  arms 
earned  the  p.led-up  djshes  with  never  a  tremour.   Annix- 

noted  how  the  reflection  of  the  white  china  set  a  glow  o 
pale  light  underneath  her  chin. 

thil«''"w".'"  '^^'  '"^y'  ^^  wondering  lately  about 
ftmg.  We  re  so  blamed  happy  ourselves  it  won't  do  for 
us  to  forget  about  otl.er  people  who  are  down,  will  it? 
Might  change  our  luck.  And  I'm  just  likely  o  forget 
that  way,  too.    It's  my  nature." 

new'l^-^t  ^°°^'"^  "P  "*  ^^  J^y^-Uy-  Here  was  the 
new  Annixter,  certainly. 

••In  all  this  hullabaloo  about  Dyke,"  he  went  on, 
T^ri'^Tll"'*'  ""^y  *•"'*  *°"«ht  about  at  all. 
oS  H  ^2  ^^^-^^  *«>  ««•«  tad.  I  wouldn't  be  sur- 
prised If  they  were  in  a  hole  over  there.  What  do  yoa 
say  we  drive  over  to  the  hop  ranch  after  dimier  and  see 
n  she  wants  anything?" 
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^■M  hitSeJup'  tnd"!;  *"  °'*^'  Annixter  had  the 

SI*".'  ^"'"''^  '-ore"^  il  n  »"d  abandoned 
Though  the  wheels  of  ,."* '**""  J"*  teeth. 

**  "'•dway  in  fr^^t  of  tie'h"?"'"i"''''  '°"dly  on 

*»•■  nor  looked  from  Vh.      •  ?  *'  "^^^V  «nie  to  th. 

■-ntles..  Infinitely  S„  I;  ^'S?'    ^""^  P'aceMeJ 

Annixter  tied  th..  f~.  ^'  '"^""''^  sad.  '" 

»»» there.  She  sat  at  h!  Lhi"!"*^" ''»"«'•  Mrs.  Dyke 
I  J- head,  With  its  %Z  tt  d     "=  ""■"'"'=  °'  ^he  room 
''"«er  of  unwashed  d  she,    '      *"  "P°"  ^er  ann     A 
^-l  'vhite   tablecloth      The V'^'^''^  ^^^  t^'red 
I  7^^'  of  neatness    had  not  "h"""'   '°°'"-   °nce   a 
,  J'-'spapers,   Genslinger's   e^.     '"  ''^*"<=d   ^r  days 
^^^"cisco  and  Los  A^'         l'"^   ""'l   <=op>es   of  San' 
b-heroom.  S^thlrbtitStr^^'^  '^^"-'^  '" 
Wegrams,  a  dozen  of  them   ,  ^*  '^'■"'"P'^d  yeUow 

Uh  ";''  '""^''^  from  tS  dorr^i  ?'^'"'  "'o-C 
Of  h  "  ''"*'""3'.  surrounded  bv^h  "'^ ""  *'"'  ""^st  o7 
f^er  son's  crime,  the  tei^td  ,?"'''^'*^''  ^"°""t« 
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Neither  Hilma  nor  Annixter  ever  forgot  their  interview 
w,th  Mrs.  Dyke  that  day.    Suddenly  waking,  she  had 
caugnt  sight  of  Annixter,  and  at  once  exclaimed  eagerly 
Is  there  any  news  ?  " 
For  a  long  time  afterwards  nothing  could  be  got  from 
her.   She  was  numb  to  all  other  issues  than  the  one  ques- 
tion of  Dyke's  capture.     She  did  not  answer  their  ques- 
tions  nor  reply  to  their  offers  of  assistance.    Hilma  and 
Annixter    conferred    together    without    lowering   their 
voices,  at  her  very  elbow,  while  she  looked  vacantly  at 
the  floor,  drawing  one  hand  over  the  other  in  a  persistent 
maniacal  gesture.    Prom  time  to  time  she  would  start 
suddenly  from  her  chair,  her  eyes  wide,  and  as  if  all  at 
once  realising  Annixter's  presence,  would  cry  out: 
"  Is  there  any  news  ?  " 

"Where  is  Sidney,  Mrs.  Dyke?"  asked  Hilma  for  the 
fourth  time.    "Is  she  well?    Is  she  taken  care  of '" 

Here's  the  last  telegram,"  said  Mrs.  Dyke,  in  a  loud 
monotonous  voice.  "  See,  it  says  there  is  no  news.  He 
didn  t  do  It, '  she  moaned,  rocking  herself  back  and  forth, 
drawing  one  hand  over  the  other,  "  he  didn't  do  it  he 
didn't  do  it,  he  didn't  do  it.    I  don't  know  where  he  is." 

When  at  last  she  came  to  herself,  it  was  with  a  flood  of 
tears.  Hilma  put  her  arms  around  the  poor,  old  woman, 
as  she  bowed  herself  again  upon  the  table,  sobbing  and 
weeping. 

"  Oh,  my  son,  my  son,"  she  cried,  "  my  own  boy,  mv 
only  son  I  If  I  could  have  died  for  you  to  have  prevented 
this.  I  remember  him  when  he  was  little.  Such  a  splen- 
did little  fellow,  so  brave,  so  loving,  with  never  an  unkind 
thought,  never  a  mean  action.  So  it  was  all  his  life  We 
were  never  apart.  It  was  always  'dear  little  son,'  and 
dear  mammy '  between  us— never  once  was  he  unkind, 
and  he  loved  me  and  was  the  gentlest  son  to  me.  And  he 
was  a  iroorf  man.    He  is  now,  he  is  now.    They  don't  an- 
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He  never  meant  it    Th     T  ^""^^  *"'■«  'hat  he  did  tu- 
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I  hope  S.  Behrman  is  satisfied  with  all  this,"  he  mut- 
tered.   "  I  hope  he  is  satisfied  now,  damn  his  soul  I" 

All  at  once  an  idea  occurred  to  him.    He  turned  about 
and  reentered  the  roc»n. 

"Mrs.  Dyke."  he  began,  "I  want  you  and  Sidney  to 
come  over  and  live  at  Quien  Sabe.    I  know— you  cant 
make  me   believe   that   the   reporters  and   oflScers  and 
officious  busy-faces  that  pretend  to  oflFer  help  just  so  u 
they  can  satisfy  their  curiosity  aren't  nagging  you  to 
death,    I  want  you  to  let  me  take  care  of  you  and  the 
little  tad  till  all  this  trouble  of  yours  is  over  with 
There's  plenty  of  place  for  you.     You  can  have  the 
house  my  wife's  people  used  to  live  in.     You've  got 
to  look  these  things  in  the  face.    What  are  you  going 
to  do  to  get  along?    You  must  be  very  short  of  money. 
S.  Behrman  will  foreclose  on  you  and  take  the  whole 
place  m  a  little  while,  now.    I  want  you  to  let  me  help 
you,  let  Hilma  and  me  be  good  friends  to  you     It 
would  be  a  privilege." 

Mrs.  Dyke  tried  bravely  to  assume  her  pride,  insisting 
that  she  could  manage,  but  her  spirit  was  brc*en.  The 
whole  aflfair  ended  unexpectedly,  with  Annixter  and 
Hilma  brmging  Dyke's  mother  and  little  girl  back  to 
Quien  Sabe  in  the  carry-all. 

Mrs.  Dyke  would  not  take  widi  her  a  stick  of  fumitnre 
nor  a  single  ornament.  It  would  only  serve  to  remind  her 
of  a  vanished  happiness.  She  packed  a  few  clothes  of  her 
own  and  Sidney's  in  a  little  trunk,  Hiteia  helping  her. 
and  Annixter  stowed  the  trunk  under  the  carry-aU's  back 
seat.  Mrs.  Dyke  turned  the  key  in  the  door  of  the  house 
and  Annixter  helped  her  to  her  seat  beside  his  wife.  Thev 
drove  through  the  sear,  brown  hop  vines.  At  the  angle 
of  the  road  Mrs.  Dyke  turned  around  and  kjoked  back  at 
the  ruin  of  the  hop  ranch,  the  roof  of  the  house  jwt 
showing  above  tiie  trees.    She  never  gaw  it  again 
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Annixter,  curious  for  details,  forbore,  nevertheless  to 
question.  The  connection  from  Los  Muertos  to  Quien 
Ssabe  was  made  through  Bonneville,  and  in  those  trouble- 
some times  no  one  could  be  trusted.  It  could  not  be 
known  who  would  overhear  conversations  carried  on  over 
the  lines.  He  assured  Magnus  that  he  would  be  on  hand 
The  time  for  the  Committee  meeting  had  been  set  for 
seven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  in  order  to  accommodate 
Lyman,  who  wrote  tiiat  he  would  be  down  on  the  evening 
train,  but  would  be  compelled,  by  pressure  of  busine-  ' 
to  return  to  the  city  early  the  next  morning. 

At  the  time  appointed,  the  men  composing  the  Coni- 
nuttee  gathered  about  tiie  table  in  the  dining-room  of  the 
Los  Muertos  ranch  house.    It  was  almost  a  reproduction 
Of  the  scene  of  the  famous  evening  when  Osterman  had 
proposed  the  plan  of  the  Ranchers'  Railroad  Commission, 
Magnus  Derrick  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table,  in  his  but- 
toned frock  coat.    Whiskey  bottles  and  siphons  of  soda 
water  were  witiiin  easy  reach.    Presle  ',  who  by  now  was 
considered  the  confidential  friend  of  every  member  of  the 
Committee,  lounged  as  before  on  the  sofa,  smoking  cigar- 
ettes, the  cat  Nathalie  on  his  knee.    Besides  Magnus  and 
Annixter,  Osterman  was  present,  and  old  Broderson  and 
iiarran;  Garnet  from  the  Ruby  Rancho  and  Gethingsof 
the  San  Pablo,  who  were  also  members  of  the  Executive 
Committee,  were  on  hand,  preoccupied,  bearded   met, 
smoking  black  cigars,  and,  last  of  all,  Dabney,  the  silent 
old  man,  of  whom  little  was  known  but  his  name,  and 
who  had  been  made  a  member  of  the  Committee,  nobodv 
could  tell  why. 

"  My  son  Lyman  should  be  here,  gentlemen,  within  at 
least  ten  minutes.  I  have  sent  my  team  to  meet  him  at 
Bonneville,"  explained  Magnus,  as  he  called  the  meeting 
to. order.    "The  Secretary  will  call  the  roll." 

Osterman  called  tiie  roU,  and,  to  fill  in  the  time,  red 
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talent  fo.  organ.sauon.  recalling  a  mutual  acquaintance 
to  the  mind  of  old  Broderson.  At  length,  however  he 
sat  down  at  the  end  of  the  table,  opposite  his  brother 
There  was  a  silence. 

Magnus  rose  to  recapitulate  the  reasons  for  the  extra 
session  of  the  Committee,  stating  again  that  the  Board  of 
Kailway  Commissioners  which  they-the  rancher^had 
succ«:ded  m  seating  had  at  lengil.  issued  the  new  sched- 
ule of  reduced  rates,  and  that  Mr.  Derrick  had  been  oblie- 
ing  enough  to  offer  to  come  down  to  Los  Muertos  in 
person  to  acquaint  the  wheat-growers  of  the  San  Joaquin 
wi^  the  new  rates  for  the  carriage  of  their  grain. 

aut  Lyman  very    politely   protested,    addressing  his 
father  punctiliously  as  "Mr.  Chairman."  and  the  other 
ranchers  as   'Gentlemen  of  the  Executive  Committee  of 
the  League.      He  had  no  wish,  he  said,  to  disarrange  the 
regular  proceedings  of  the  Committee.    Would  it  not  be 
preferable  to  defer  the  reading  of  his  report  till  "new 
busmess      was  called  for?    In  the  n   anwhile,  let  the 
Committee  proceed  with  its  usual  work.    He  understood 
the  necessarily  delicate  nature  of  this  work,  and  would 
be  pleased  to  withdraw  till  the  proper  time  arrived  for 
flim  to  speak. 

"  Good  dMl  of  backing  and  filling  about  the  reading  of 
a  column  of  figures,"  muttered  Annixter  to  the  man  at 
his  elbow. 

Lyman  "awaited  the  Committee's  decision."  He  sat 
down,  touching  the  ends  of  his  mustache. 

"  Oh,  play  ball,"  growled  Annixter. 

Gethings  rose  to  say  that  as  the  meeting  had  been 
called  solely  for  the  purpose  of  hearing  and  considering 
the  new  grain  tariff,  he  was  of  the  opinion  that  routine 
business  could  be  dispensed  with  and  the  schedule  read 
at  once.    It  was  so  ordered. 

Lyman  rose  and  made  a  long  speech.   Voluble  as  Os- 


uaintance 
wever,  he 
i  brother. 


A  Stoiy  of  California 


439 


the  extra 
Board  of 
lers — ^had 
:w  sched- 
«n  oblig- 
lertos  in 
Joaquin 
tin. 

sing  his 
he  other 
nittee  of 
angethe 
t  not  be 
11  "new 
let  the 
ierstood 
1  would 
ved  for 


**"»aii  himself  h*  -        .  ^ 

"tical  speaker,  the  H^^'^^T^/  **  '"^P^^^i^ 
W  which  rolled  obSsZ  "^ """  commercial  la^ 

^  to  '"Sinuate  the  idea  thTt T  ^  '^^'  ^^  ^ 
■^yer  expected  to  settle  tSir  dL  .!■  *''«''-^°'vers  had 
i'ythe  work  of  a  sinrf.V        difficulties  with  the  Railr™^ 

zj  '-^.  -s  c^i^sroi''^^  the,h:dtu2 

commission  succeeding  rS*^      ""^^^  y«««.  railway 

your  commissioners  have  H^l  '   "  *P'*«  of  all 

'«'. '«"  per  cent.  reduclT-  """'"""'""^rs  to  an  ave^! 

i:«  obeyed  the  Peopfe   '^'f  ">'  ^^  constitu;^^* 

^  ^-Ple^ely  solvSthlflsr  iSJ^'",  '^^^  " 

«ter.  when  we  daU 


440 


rhc  Octopus 


have  gathered  sufficient  strength  to  attack  the  ^emy  in 
his  very  stronghold;  but  an  average  ten  pe^  cent,  cut  has 
been  made  all  over  the  State.  We  have  made  a  great  ad- 
vance, have  taken  a  great  step  forward,  and  if  the  work 
is  carried  ahead,  upon  the  lines  laid  down  by  the  present 
commissioners  and  their  constituents,  there  is  every  rea- 
son to  believe  that  within  a  very  few  years  equitable  and 
stable  rates  for  the  shipment  of  grain  from  the  San 
Joaquin  Valley  to  Stockton,  Port  Costa,  and  tidewater 
will  be  permanently  imposed." 

"  Well,  hold  on,"  exclaimed  Annixter,  out  of  order  and 
ignoring  the  Governor's  reproof,  "hasn't  yow  commis- 
sion reduced  grain  rates  in  the  San  Joaquin? " 

"  We  have  reduced  grain  rates  by  ten  per  cent,  all  over 
the  State,"  rejoined  Lyman.  "Here  are  copies  of  the 
new  schedule." 

He  drew  them  from  his  valise  and  passed  them  around 
the  table. 

"You  see,"  he  observed,  "the  rate  between  Mayfield 
and  Oakland,  for  instance,  has  been  reduced  by  twenty- 
five  cents  a  ton." 

"  Yes— but— but — "  said  old  Broderson,  "  it  is  rather 
unusual,  isn't  it,  for  wheat  in  that  district  to  be  sent  to 
Oakland?" 

"  Why,  look  here,"  exclaimed  Annixter,  looking  up 
from  the  schedule,  "  where  is  there  any  reduction  in  rates 
in  the  San  Joaquin — from  Bonneville  and  Guadalajara, 
for  instance?  I  don't  see  as  you've  made  any  reduction 
at  all.  Is  this  right?  Did  you  give  me  the  right 
schedule?" 

"  Of  course,  all  the  points  in  the  State  could  not  be 
covered  at  once,"  returned  Lyman.  "  We  never  expected, 
you  know,  that  we  could  cut  rates  in  the  San  Joaquin 
the  very  first  mOve;  that  is  for  latw.  But  you  will  see 
we  made  very  material  reductions  dlT  shipments  from  the 
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"  The  Railroad,  if  you  come  to  that,"  returned  Lyman, 
"  has  already  lodged  a  protest  against  the  new  rate." 
Annixter  uttered  a  derisive  shout. 
"A  protest  I  That's  good,  that  is.  When  the  P.  and  S. 
W.  objecta  to  rates  it  don't  '  protest,'  m'  son.  The  first 
you  hear  from  Mr.  Shelgrim  is  an  injunction  from  the 
courts  preventing  the  order  for  new  rates  from  taking 
effect.  By  the  Lord,"  he  cried  angrily,  leaping  to  his 
feet,  "  I  would  like  to  know  what  all  this  means,  too. 
Why  didn't  you  reduce  our  grain  rates?  What  did  we 
elect  you  for  ?  " 

"Yes,  what  did  we  elect  you  for?"  demanded  Oster- 
man  anH  Gethings,  also  getting  to  their  feet. 

"Order,  order,  gentlemen,"  cried  Magnus,  remem- 
bering the  duties  of  his  office  and  rapping  his  knuckles 
on  the  table.  "This  meeting  has  been  allowed  to  de- 
generate too  far  already." 

"You  elected  us,"  declared  Lyman  doggedly,  "to 
make  an  average  ton  per  cent,  cut  on  grain  rates.  We 
have  done  it.  Only  because  you  don't  benefit  at  once, 
you  object.  It  makes  a  difference  whose  ox  is  gored,  it 
seems." 

"  Lyman  I " 

It  was  Magnus  who  spoke.  He  had  drawn  himself 
to  his  full  six  feet.  His  eyes  were  flashing  direct  into 
his  son's.    His  voice  rang  with  severity. 

"  Lyman,  what  does  this  mean?  " 

The  other  spread  out  Jiis  hands. 

"  As  you  see,  sir.  We  have  done  our  best  I  warned 
you  not  to  expect  too  much.  I  told  you  that  this  ques- 
tion of  transportation  was  difficult.  You  would  not  wish 
to  put  rates  so  low  that  the  action  would  amount  to  con- 
fiscation of  prc^rty." 

"Why  did  you  not  lowjr  rates  in  the  valley  of  the 
San  Joaquin?" 
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.ol'n^rfr*"  ""  •  Prominen,  iwue  in  the  affair"  re- 

"WhI?H     "'"*"'  '""''•■"«  •"'  «"^«=^  across  the  3; 
I^^SLT  T«"^  '''^'^''  ^°"  "^»  about  4    '^p 

"X'^n'ru""^' '''"-" ''*^''"  Lyman, 
because  The'p  Ld  S  wT  T.  '^^"  ^°"'  ''"*•    ^^'^ 

-w.Jr„o7:p:^e:^^' ''-'"  -'^ »— •  -"- 

to  discussS;ss     The  r"  "°-'-°'"'  ^P'"'  '"  "•''«='' 
obhWion,      tI  u        T       Comni.ssiGn  has  fulfilled  its 

prepaU?o?rhlth"ed;in^  *^°  "'°"*^  ^  *« 
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"That'i  a  lie,"  thouted  Annixter,  hit  fac?  «carlet; 
"  that's  a  lie.  That  Khedule  wa«  drawn  ih  the  o£Bcet  of 
the  Pacific  and  Southwestern  and  you  know  it  It's  a 
scheme  of  rates  made  for  the  Railroad  and  by  the  Rail- 
road and  you  were  bought  over  to  put  your  name  to  it." 

There  was  a  concerted  outburst  at  the  words.  All  the 
men  in  the  room  were  on  their  feet,  gesticulating  and 
vociferating. 

"Gentlemen,  gentlemen,"  cried  Magnus,  "are  we 
schoolboys,  are  we  ruffians  of  the  street?" 

"  We're  a  set  of  fool  farmers  and  we've  been  betrayed," 
cried  Osterman. 

"Well,  what  have  you  to  say?  What  have  you  to 
say?"  persisted  Harran,  leaning  a:ross  the  table  toward 
his  brother.  "  For  God's  sake,  Lypian,  you've  got  some 
explanation." 

"  You've  misunderstood,"  protested  Lyman,  white  and 
trembling.  "You've  misunderstoo,!  You've  erpected 
too  much.  Next  year, — ^next  year, — soon  now,  the  Com- 
mission will  take  up  the — the  Commission  will  consider 
the  San  Joaquin  rate.    We've  done  our  best,  that  is  all." 

"Have  you,  sir?"  demanded  Magnus. 

The  Governor's  head  was  in  a  whirl;  a  sensation, 
almost  of  faintness,  had  seized  upon  him.  Was  it  pos- 
sible?   Was  it  possible? 

"  Have  you  done  your  best?  "  For  a  second  he  com- 
pelled Lyman's  eye.  The  glances  of  father  and  son 
met,  and,  in  spite  of  his  best  eflforts,  Lyman's  eyes  wav- 
ered. He  began  to  protest  once  more,  explaining  the 
matter  over  again  from  the  beginning.  But  Magnus  did 
not  listen.  In  that  brief  lapse  of  time  he  was  convinced 
that  the  terrible  thing  had  happened,  that  the  unbeliev- 
able had<pme  to  pass.  It  was  in  the  air.  Between  father 
and  son,  in  some  subtle  fashion,  the  truth  that  was  a  lie 
stood  suddenly  revealed.    But  even  then  Magnus  would 
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turned  to  Hi'V„c.°;rvXThtrjJ^^^^^^^^ 
compelled  illence.  *'  ""8f  •''»' 

"  Lyman,"  he  said.  "  I  adjure  vou— r    i  ,i         ^     , 

who  speaks,  and  I  address  you  as  my  so^     C  ' 

derstand  the  gravity  of  thi.  .,-  ■     ^.'°"-    "°  y°"  '   - 
responsibility  S!Xl.SL"'r=  ''°  y°"  ■■«»"»«  '- 

po.^ce  of  ^his  roi;„rSp,at  arf"-^  *•  ^"- 

<.  ^        '*  "°"''"g  to  explain." 
lou  have  not  reduced  rates  in  n,^  c 
You  have  not  reduced  r^t^^ln^"  ^'?  J*!'"""^ 
water?  "  oetween  Bonneville  and  tide- 

"I  repeat,  sir,  what  I  said  before     a„  - 
per  .(rent,  cut "  "    ^"  average  ten 

"Lyman;  answer  me.  yes  or  nn     w.. 
the  Bonneville  rate?"  "''*  ^"^  ^"^^l 

j;it  could  not  be  done  so  soon.    Give  us  time.    We 

n>7Y::::no.Z'^-  '"■■.'°^°"  ^"^  ^""--^^^^  with 

^^  ^  r  „  or  no ,  have  you  reduced  the  Bonneville  rate  ?  " 

the'u;?e.'^rwrj''°r  "'•^''•"•.'•-■"^  f-  -os, 

to  leave  the  W  '  ''°"  P""*  ''^  *«  Railroad 

'Mve  tfte  ban  Joaqum  rate  untouched !" " 

^^Lyman,  whiter  than  ever,   turned   furious   upon  his 

;;  Don't  you  dare  put  that  question  to  me  again." 
No,  I  won't,"  cried  Harran,  "  because  I'll  *.//         . 
yo^vniain's  face  that  you  .Jre  ^iZ  ZH'  '°".*° 
On  the  mstant  the  clamour  burst  forth  afresh.    Still 
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on  their  feet,  the  ranchers  had,  little  \>y  littlf,  worked 
around  the  table,  Magnus  alone  keeping  his  place.  The 
others  were  in  a  group  before  Lyman,  crowding  him,  as 
it  were,  to  the  wall,  shouting  into  his  face  with  menacing 
gestures.  The  truth  that  was  a  lie,  the  certainty  of  a 
trust  betrayed,  a  pledge  ruthlessly  broken,  was  plain  to 
every  one  ot  them.  i 

"  By  the  Lord !  men  have  been  shot  for  less  than  this," 
cried  Osterman.  "  You've  sold  us  put,  you,  and  if  you 
ever  bring  that  dago  face  of  yours  on  a  level  with  mine 
ag^in,  I'll  slap  it." 

"  Keep  your  hands  oS,"  exclaimed  Lyman  quickly,  the 
aggressiveness  of  the  cornered  rat  flaming  up  within 
him.    "  No  violence.    Don't  you  go  too  far." 

"  How  much  were  you  paid  ?  How  much  were  you 
paid?"  vociferated  Harran. 

"Yes,  yes,  what  was  your  price?"  cried  the  others. 
They  were  beside  themselves  with  anger;  their  words 
came  harsh  from  between  their  set  teeth;  their  gestures 
were  made  with  their  fists  clenched. 

"  You  know  the  Commission  acted  in  good  faith,"  re- 
torted L}rman.  "  You  know  that  all  was  fair  and  above 
board." 

"Liar,"  shouted  Annixter;  "liar,  bribe-eater.  You 
were  bought  and  paid  for,"  and  with  the  words  his  arm 
seemed  almost  of  itself  to  leap  out  from  his  shoulder. 
Lyman  received  the  blow  squarely  in  the  face  and  the 
force  of  it  sent  him  staggering  backwards  toward  the 
wall.  He  tripped  over  his  valise  and  fell  half  way,  his 
back  supp  Tted  against  the  closed  door  of  the  room. 
Magnus  sprang  forward.  His  son  had  been  struck,  and 
the  instincts  of  a  father  rose  up  in  instant  protest;  rose 
for  a  moment,  then  forever  died  away  in  his  heart.  He 
checked  the  words  that  flashed  to  his  mind.  He  lowered 
his  upraised  arm.    No,  he  had  but  one  son.    The  poor, 
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Mr!^T^^"T^"^  ^''^  *•"=  «"*  «='°thes,  white  face,  and 

dt^:     '\  "^  ''P'  ""^  "°  '°"^"  •>"•    A  blow  could  not 

BuTIaL"'  '"?r  "l!i"  "■=  '"'*  ^'^''°°--''  himself 

"  Stop,  this  won't  do.    Not  before  his  father  " 

Mair  ""f^*""  '°  *''  ?l"'  ««"*'«'"«"."  exclaimed 
sir  '^e  ium^^^^rr"""'  ""'  ^  '""^^  ''"*  °"^  '°^-    You, 
sir.    he  turned  to  Lyman,  "you,  sir,  leave  my  house" 
.   Lyman,  h.s  handkerchief  to  his  lips,  his  smart  cravat 

J™!;,,!    K^°"l  *'*  ^°"-     «°^  '^  i''  »"  of  a  sudden 

so  .1^,  '^"*  •'°"°"'-  "°^  '^  "  '^^'  -"  «  once  you're 
so  dean  and  straight  ?   You  weren't  so  particular  at  Sac 

^«.to  just  before   the  nominations'  How   was    h 
B«rd  elected?    I'm  a  bribe-eater,  am  P    Is  it  «,v 

rZltTf:V  ''"'"•  ^^"^  Magnu-Derrick  wha' 
hetiunks  about  that.  Ask  him  how  much  he  paid  the 
IfemocratK  bosses  at  Sacramento  to  swing  theTonven- 

He  went  out,  slamming  the  door 

helnmJT"'"'^\'^^:  *'""*  ''^^'^  "'^-l'  him  sick  at 

He  wish!?.  r'"  '"''"'''  ^''^'''  '"«"'*«  weariness. 
He  wished  to  get  away  from  it  all.    He  left  the  dining 

IteToed"'  f  T"'''  '='^"'°"""^  ">-  '>ehind  him  S 
door  beh  H  T  7°''^  °^  '^'  ''"'^  house,  closing  the 
was  aS:  ir-  ^™"''"°"''^'^'"^'^ht.  Prfsley 
Tf  th^  r:  *"'  '^"='  ^"''  ''^'^  *he  lamp-iieated  air 
of  the  dmmg-room,  the  coolness  of  the  nig^  was  deli- 
nous,  and  .ts  vast  silence,  after  the  noise  and  fury  of 
the  committee  meeting,  descended  from  the  stars  iL  a 
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benediction.    Presley  stepped  to  the  edge  of  the  porch, 
looking;  off  to  southward.  ^ 

And  there  before  him,  mile  after  mile,  illimitable,  cov- 
ering the  earth  from  horizon  to  horizon,  lay  the  Wheat. 
The  growth,  now  many  days  old,  was  already  high  from 
the  ground.  There  it  lay,  a  vast,  silent  ocean,  shimmer- 
mg  a  pallid  green  under  the  moon  and  under  the  stars: 
a  mighty  force,  the  strength  of  nations,  the  life  of  the 
world.  There  in  the  night,  under  the  dome  of  the  sky, 
it  was  growing  steadily.  To  Presley's  mind,  the  scene 
in  the  room  he  had  just  left  dwindled  to  paltry  insignifi- 
cance before  this  sight.  Ah,  yes,  the  Wheat— it  was  over 
this  that  the  Railroad,  the  ranchers,  the  traitor  false  to 
his  trust,"  all  the  members  of  an  obscure  conspiracy,  were 
wrangling.  As  if  human  agency  could  affect  this  colos- 
sal power !  What  were  these  heated,  tiny  squabbles,  this 
feverish,  small  bustle  of  mankind,  this  minute  swarming 
of  the  human  insect,  to  the  great,  majestic,  silent  ocean 
of  the  Wheat  itself!  Indifferent,  gigantic,  resistless,  it 
moved  in  its  appointed  grooves.  Men,  Liliputians,  gnats 
m  the  sunshine,  buzzed  impudently  in  their  tiny  battles, 
were  born,  lived  through  their  little  day,  died,  and  were 
forgotten;  while  the  Wheat,  wrapped  in  Nirvanic  calm, 
grew  steadily  under  the  night,  alone  with  the  stars  and 
with  God. 


iwm^'m^wi. 


a:!  equipped  with  new  Wincheste^^Zr   R,         ^  """■" 
w«  told  off    to    instruct  a  file  of   the  more  backward 

^'eTct  ^a^  T  ''^'^-'^--  '-  ^"ned  t' 
r/r!       .  '  ""  '''^^^"'^  ^^=  "^de  across  the  field 

nnes  at  an  imaginary  enemy. 

walctd^r^'  ^'"^  '*'  "^'="'^  ■"  S«"  Francisco,  who 
watched  the  movements  of  the  Railroad  as  closely  as  wa^ 
poss.ble,  and  some  time  before  this.  Annixter  hS  r^ 

^ommg  down  to  Bonneville  to  put  the  dummy  buyers  of 
h.s  ranch  m^possession.    The  report  proved  to'be  Ehl 
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first  of  many  false  alarms,  but  it  had  stimulated  the 
League  to  unusual  activity,  and  some  three  or  four  hun- 
dred men  were  furnished  with  arms  and  from  time  to 
time  were  drilled  in  secret 

Among  themselves,  the  ranchers  said  that  if  the  Rail- 
road managers  did  not  believe  they  were  terribly  in 
earnest  in  the  stand  they  had  taken,  they  were  making  a 
fatal  mistake. 

Harran  reasserted  this  statement  to  Presley  on  the 
way  home  to  the  ranch  house  that  same  day.  Harran 
had  caught  up  with  him  by  the  time  he  reached  the 
Lower  Road,  and  the  two  jogged  homeward  through 
the  miles  of  standing  wheat. 

"  They  may  jump  the  ranch,  Pres,"  he  said,  "  if  they 
try  hard  enough,  but  they  will  never  do  it  while  I  am 
alive.  By  the  way,"  he  added,  "you  know  we  served 
notices  yesterday  upon  S.  Behrman  and  Cy.  Ruggles  to 
quit  the  country.  Of  course,  they  won't  do  it,  but  they 
won't  be  able  to  say  they  didn't  have  warning." 

About  an  hour  later,  the  two  reached  the  ranch  house, 
but  as  Harran  rode  up  the  driveway,  he  uttered  an 
exclamation. 

"  Hello,"  he  said,  "  something  is  up.  That's  Gensling- 
er's  buckboard." 

In  fact,  the  editor's  team  was  tied  underneath  the  shade 
of  a  giant  eucalyptus  tree  near  by.  Harran,  uneasy 
under  this  unexpected  visit  of  the  enemy's  friend,  dis- 
mounted without  stabling  his  horse,  and  went  at  once  to 
the  dining-room,  where  visitors  were  invariably  received. 
But  the  dining-room  was  empty,  and  his  mother  told 
him  that  Magnus  and  the  editor  were  in  the  "office." 
Magnus  had  said  they  were  not  to  be  disturbed. 

Earlier  in  the  afternoon,  the  editor  had  driven  up  to 
the  porch  and  had  asked  Mrs.  Derrick,  whom  he  found 
reading  a  book  of  poems  on  the  porch,  if  he  could  see 


^'.^■^yyfi'jM-ite't, 
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-~"S.SZ' '"'" ""  •■'""■"  ^'*""  "^^  *» 

Telephone,  safe,  ticker,  account-books-well  that',' 
hes  day.  But  the  day  of  the  big  ranfh  is  oL  t 
malf  holdrrTJ"  ''""^'  '"^  ^^'"P*^"-  t°  -  '  off 

i^t:^--rt::Serr^-s 

have  an  editorial  on  that  some  day" 

.J^iTI^*" ''°''  °^  maintaining  a  number  of  small  holding  " 

?L*    ^  ^"  ""'^«'"  °ne  management." 

That  may  be,  that  may  be,"  rejoined  the  other.     " 
Ihere  was  a  long  pause.     Genslinger  leaned  back  in 

rent  o^  th"'  t ■"'  ^  '"^^-    ^^^"'  ^'-"S  etct  n" 

,"1  °^  .*•'*=  ^*^^'  ^=it«=d  for  him  to  speak. 
.h/  "  .u-^  unfortunate  business.  Governor,"  began  the 
edUor.  '  th,s  m  sunderstanding  between  the  r;„chra„d 
the  Ra.  road.    I  wish  it  could  be  adjusted.    HcTlre  two 

M:^cSi^;;na;^*CJ::'^-'-^^'*"^''^-^-^ 

wan??'  "?'  °^'  "°-     ^''^  '°^"  y°"'  Governor,  I  don't 
want  to  mterview  you.     We  all  know  how  you  stand." 

what  till  itr  "''  "  '°",f  "'""^^-     ^^^-  -°"dered 
What  thjs  little  man,  usually  so  garrulous,  could  want  of 
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him.  At  length,  Genslinger  began  again.  He  did  not 
look  at  Magnus,  except  at  long  intervals. 

"About  the  present  Railroad  Commission,"  he  re- 
marked. "  That  was  an  interesting  campaign  you  con- 
ducted in  Sacramento  and  San  Francisco." 

Magnus  held  his  peace,  his  hands  shut  tight.  Did  Gen- 
slinger  know  of  Lyman's  disgrace?  Was  it  for  this  he 
had  come?  Would  the  story  of  it  be  the  leading  article 
in  to-morrow's  Mercury? 

"An  interesting  campaign,"  repeated  Genslinger, 
slowly ;  "  a  very  interesting  campaign.  I  watched  it  with 
every  degree  of  interest.  I  saw  its  every  phase,  Mr. 
Derrick." 

"  The  campaign  was  not  without  its  interest,"  admitted 
Magnus. 

"  Yes,"  said  Genslinger,  still  more  deliberately,  "  and 
some  phases  of  it  were— more  interesting  than  others,  as, 
for  instance,  let  us  say  the  way  in  which  you— personally 
^ecured  the  votes  of  certain  chairmen  of  delegations— 
n^ed  I  particularise  further?  Yes,  those  men— the  way 
you  got  their  votes.  Now,  that  I  should  say,  Mr.  Der- 
rick, was  the  most  interesting  move  in  the  whole  game- 
to  you.  Hm,  curious,"  he  murmured,  musingly.  "  Let's 
see.  You  deposited  two  one-thousand  dollar  bills  and 
four  five-hundred  dollar  bills  in  a  box— three  hundred 
and  eight  was  the  number— in  a  box  in  the  Safety  Deposit 
Vaults  in  San  Francisco,  and  then— let's  see,  you  gave 
a  key  to  this  box  to  each  of  the  gentlemen  in  question, 
and  after  the  election  the  box  was  empty.  Now,  I  call 
that  interesting— curious,  because  it's  a  new,  safe,  and 
highly  ingenious  method  of  bribery.  How  did  you  hap- 
pen to  think  of  it.  Governor?  " 

"Do  you  know  what  you  are  doing,  sir?"  Magnus 
burst  forth.  "  Do  you  know  what  you  are  insinuating, 
here,  in  my  own  house  ?  " 


.     s-a.iiis* 
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"Why,  Governor,"  returned  the  editor,  blandly  "I'm 
notj«.„«a/.«^  anything.     I'm  talking  about  what  I 

"  It's  a  lie." 

Genslinger  rubbed  his  chin  reflectively 

i.  U'"'l'"'^"'Tr''''  "  y°"  '=^"  ^"^  » -Chance  to  prove 
It  before  the  Grand  Jury,  if  you  want  to." 

My  character  is  known  all  over  the  State,"  blustered 
Magnus.       My  politics  are  pure  politics.    My " 

th,„^.h  °"'  "'"  u  "  ^"""  ''P"*^*'°"  ^°^  P"«  politics 
than  the  man  who  sets  out  to  be  a  briber."  intercepted 
Genslmger  "  and  I  might  as  well  tell  you.  Governor,  that 
you  can't  shout  me  down.  I  can  put  my  hand  on  th;  two 
chairmen  you  bought  before  it's  dark  to-day  I've  had 
their  depositions  in  my  safe  for  the  last  six  weeks.  We 
could  make  the  arrests  to-morrow,  if  we  wanted  Gov- 
ernor you  sure  did  a  risky  thing  when  you  went  into 
that  Sacramento  fight,  an  awful  risky  thing.    Some  men 

th^  i^-..  fl''"**'^'^"^«^^  P"-^^«"«=''  "gainst 
.  'hem.  and  it  don't  hurt  one  little  bit,  but  yo«-Lord  it 
would  bust  you.  Governor,  bust  you  dead.  I  know  all 
about  the  whole  shananigan  business  from  A  to  Z  and  if 
you  don't  believe  it-here,"  he  drew  a  long  strip  of  paper 
from  his  pocket,  "  here's  a  galley  proof  of  the  story^ 
Magnus  took  it  in  his  hands.    There,  under  his  eyes 

^nTJ'  IIm""""""''"'''  '^'  '""'^  '"'P<'^'a"f  '^'^"^es 
printed  ,n  bold  type,  was  the  detailed  account  of  the 
deal  Magnus  had  made  with  the  two  delegates  It 
was  pitiless,  remorseless,  bald.  Every  statement  was  sub- 
stantiated, every  statistic  verified  with  Genslinger's 
meticulous  love  for  exactness.  Besides  all  that,  it  had  the 
ring  of  truth.  It  was  exposure,  ruin,  absolute  annihila- 
tion. 

"That's    about    correct,   isn't  it?"  commented  Gen- 
siinger,  as  Derrick  finished  reading.     Magnu.  did  not 
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reply.  "  I  think  it  is  correct  enough,"  the  editor  con- 
tinued. "  But  I  thought  i.  would  only  be  iair  to  you  to 
let  you  see  it  before  it  wag  published." 

The  one  thought  uppermost  in  Derrick's  mind,  his  one 
impulse  of  the  moment  was,  at  whatever  cost,  to  preserve 
his  dignity,  not  to  allow  this  man  to  exult  in  the  sight  of 
one  quiver  of  weakness,  one  trace  ^.  defeat,  one  sug- 
gestion of  humiliation.  By  an  effort  t' ;,  put  all  his  iron 
rigidity  to  the  test,  he  forced  himself  *.  ki-jk  straight  into 
Genslinger's  eyes. 

"  I  congratulate  you,"  he  observed,  handing  back  the 
proof,  "  upon  your  journalistic  'enterprise.  Your  paper 
will  sell  to-morrow." 

"  Oh,  t  don't  know  as  I  want  to  publish  this  story," 
remarked  the  editor,  indifferently,  putting  away  the  gal- 
ley. "  I'm  just  like  that.  The  fun  for  me  is  running  a 
good  story  to  earth,  but  once  I've  got  it,  I  lose  interest. 
And,  then,  I  wouldn't  like  to  see  you— holding  the  posi- 
tion you  do,  President  of  the  League  and  a  leading  man 
of  the  county— I  wouldn't  like  to  see  a  storv  like  this 
smash  you  over.  It's  worth  more  to  you  to  keep  it  out 
of  print  than  for  me  to  put  it  in.  I've  got  nothing  much 
to  gain  but  a  few  extra  editions,  but  you— Lord,  you 
would  lose  everything.  Your  committee  was  in  the  deal 
right  enough.  But  your  League,  all  the  San  Joaquin  Val- 
ley, everybody  in  the  State  believes  the  commissioners 
were  fairly  elected." 

"Your  story,"  suddenly  exclaimed  Magnus,  struck 
with  an  idea,  "  will  be  thoroughly  discredited  just  so  soon 
as  the  new  grain  tariff  is  published.  I  have  means  of 
knowing  that  the  San  Joaquin  rate— the  issue  upon  which 
the  board  was  elected— is  not  to  be  touched.  Is  it  likely 
the  ranchers  would  secure  the  election  of  a  board  that 
plays  them  false  ?  " 
"  Oh,  we  know  all  about  that,"  answered  Genslinger, 
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Sl'lf    "7*"*  **'"^'*'  y**"  *"*  «»«ting  Lynu.n  easily 
You  thought  you  had  got  the  Railroad  to^jkS 
>nto  your  trap.     You  didn't  understand  how  you  couW 
pull  off  your  deal  so  easily.    Why  Govern^// 
tiedeed  in  tk^  t>„:i     jJ     "' "X- ^^vernor,  Lywan  war 

S  vn„:  T  *^'=°^«««o"  wanted  for  commissioner 
t^uhr  ^'^P''  '''^*'*'  him-sayed  the  Railroad  all  the 
trouble  of  c«npa.gning  for  him.     And  you  can't  make 
any  counter  charge  of  bribery  then.     M«    •    1 
.ion  don't  use  su'ch  amaS  t  LlT  ,'s  aj   hit" rr 
fidental,      „d  between  us  two.  all  that  the  Ra'^a  ha," 
.tone  for  Lyman,  in  order  to  attach  him  to  their  inTerests 
>s  to  promise  to  back  him  politically  in  the  nex^.?! 
^.gn  for  Goyemor.    It's  toTbad/' L'"co„tL S  dro'^' 
p.ng  h.s  yo.ce,  and  changing  his  position.    "It  reallyl^ 
Sh  th^°  r  ^r  ?^  *^'"^  *°^""*  '^  stone  walUy 
stage  of  the  game.    I  wish  I  could  haye  tilked  to  you 
and  your  friends  before  you  went  into  tharSacr^^to 

had.    When  will  you  people  realise  that  you  can't  buck 

out  n  a  paper  ooat  and  shooting  peas  at  a  battlesh^!" 
is  that  all  you  wished  to  see  me  about    Mr   Gen- 

rather  occupied  to-day." 

^  Well,"  returned  the  other,  "  you  know  what  the  pub- 
lication of  th.s  article  would  mean  for  you."    He  paused 

ose  "I  H  ''*,':''-^  -d  readjusted  them  on  his 
nose.  I  ve  been  thmkmg,  Governor,"  he  began  again 
w.th  renewed  alertness,  and  quite  irreieyantly^"  of'^n 

waf^  "IT  °^  ""^  '  ^*''="y'  Y°"  ^«-.  ^'^  ™id- 
d^3T!i  A  ''^?  '^  """"  °f  *'^'^  State,  San  Fran- 
cisco wd  Los  Ar^ete,  and  I  want  to  extend  the  •  Mer- 


■  imi-/'- 


456 


The  Octopus 


cuiy  I   .phere  of  influence  as  far  up  and  down  the  valley 

a.  I  can.  I  want  to  fllustrate  the  paper.  You  see,  if  I  had 

a  photo-engraving  plant  of  my  own,  I  could  do  a  good 

deal  of  outside  jobbing  as  well,  and  the  investment  would 

pay  ten  per  cent.    But  it  takes  money  to  make  money.    I 

wouldn  t  want  to  put  in  any  dinky,  one-horse  affair     I 

want  a  good  plant.    I've  been  figuring  out  the  business. 

Besides  the  plant,  there  would  be  the  expense  of  a  high 

grade  paper.     Can't  print  half-tones  on    anything   but 

coated  paper,  and  that  costs.    Well,  what  with  this  and 

with  that  and  running  expenses  till  the  thing  began  to 

pay,  It  would  cost  me  about  ten  thousand  dollars,  and  I 

was  wondering  if,  perhaps,  you  couldn't  see  your  way 

clear  to  accommodating  me." 

"Ten  thousand?" 

."  y**'.  ^*y  *^*  thousand  down,  and  the  balance 
withm  sixty  days." 

Magnus,  for  the  moment  blind  to  what  Gcnslinger 
had  in  mmd,  turned  on  him  in  astonishment. 

"  Why,  man,  what  security  could  you  give  me  for  such 
an  amount  ? " 

"Well,  to  tell  the  truth,"  answered  the  editor,  "I 
hadn  t  thought  much  about  securities.  In  fact,  I  believed 
you  would  see  how  greatly  it  was  to  your  advantage  to 
talk  business  with  me.  You  see,  I'm  not  going  to  print 
this  article  about  you,  Governor,  and  I'm  not  going  to  let 
It  get  out  so  as  any  one  else  can  print  it,  and  it  seems  to 
me  that  one  good  turn  deserves  anotlier.  You  under- 
stand ? ' 

Magnus  understood.  An  overwhelming  desife  sud- 
denly took  possession  of  him  to  grip  this  blackmailer  by 
the  throat,  to  strangle  him  where  he  stood ;  or,  if  not  at 
^st  to  turn  upon  him  with  that  old-time  terrible  anger 
before  which  whole  conventions  had  once  cowered.  But 
m  the  same  moment  the  Gk)vemor  realised  this  was  not 
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Now  the  fou„rr;L  "ne^"  "  ".*''=  '*'"'  ^««''- 
had  knocked  it  JLhZSf  T  ""''*'  '''*  ^«*';  »•« 
he  whose  quarrel  wwuSpT''  """•  *«"«  *•» 
this  paid  speaker  of  ?he^n  ?'l*^"  ~"""'y  ^^' 
The  n,a„  h^hL It  4"^;;::'^^*  ^IT*'  ~"^«*«'- 
could  not  rewnt  an  insult  r^r  ^*  '*'*'*='''*  ''"ber 
his  hat.  '"""""It.    Genshnger  rose,  smoothing 

^'"  wait  tL  Fri,i;zrxt:'rT':'^'''- 

set  Saturday's  oaoer  at  oK«  !t  *^*  ''*'8in  to 

and  the  fonJs  a«7X  at.  1°"'.^"*'^  afternoon, 
hope,"  he  added.  tuXbtl  It  ^h  '",  *''  '"°™'"^-  ^ 
"that  you  won't  finda^!thin!  '^°°'  °*  ""  '«»'". 

urday  mornin,  'Mer/ur^^  SSS*!"«  ^"  ^^^  Sat- 

inomLrCltiXelJS^o'^^^^^^^^  ^"  « 

ing  on  the  driveway  ^"  ^"""^^^d  grat- 

^-'ciSsrffreiiL^'urr  %''"'-  ^^^  ^-«»- 

ated  very  dose  to  V  saS    Th.*5  T"''  '""'*=''  ^"  *'^- 

that  aU  around  \^salL  uoon  5,  u  *"*  "^  *»"  «««<=' 

««rade  of  the  Railroad  ^'  ''^'^''  "^^'^'^  by  the 

and  that  the  str««,^f'the  r  ""'"  """'"«^  ''"^  ''""'■«?. 

undoubted.    "  But  to  refer  •'  ^T  '",  ''"'*  '^"''"^^  *»* 

-St  painful  recoJeSiof  Vo  rr„1?o:^^^^^^^  "'°  * 
that,  at  the  close  of  our  I.»f  ■  °"'"'  "'"ember 

charges  were  made  as  tX XnT  "'"*"^'  ^'^''^'^ 
election  of  one  of  our  Z  "  """""ation  arid 

unfortunately  f^i'L  X'-'"'  "^""''"^^  '"°^' 
charges,  ;my  dear  Mr  ^rnVr"'"T  '''"'''''■  '^'"^ 
How  the  s«,*?„fT  ^'  *"^  '"'«t'd  "t  yourself. 

I  cannoJ  ^S^^tT^^  S™t\l  r  ""''''  ^'^"*' 
uu  may  t)e,  of  course,  assured  of 
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my  own  unquestioning  confidence  and  loyalty.  However, 
I  regret  exceedingly  to  state  not  only  that  the  rumour  of 
the  charges  referred  to  above  is  spreading  in  this  district, 
but  that  also  they  are  made  use  of  by  the  enemies  of  the 
League.  It  is  to  be  deplored  that  some  of  the  Leaguers 
themselves — you  know,  we  number  in  our  ranks  many 
small  farmers,  ignorant  Portuguese  and  foreigners — have 
listened  to  these  stories  and  have  permitted  a  feeling  of 
uneasiness  to  develop  among  them.  Even  though  it  were 
admitted  that  fraudulent  means  had  been  employed  in  the 
elections,  which,  of  course,  I  personally  do  not  admit,  I 
do  not  think  it  would  make  very  much  diflference  in  the 
confidence  which  the  vast  majority  of  the  Leaguers  repose 
in  their  chiefs.  Yet  we  have  so  insisted  upon  the  probity 
of  our  position  as  opposed  to  Railroad  chicanery,  that  I 
believe  it  advisable  to  quell  this  distant  suspicion  at  once ; 
to  publish  a  denial  of  these  rumoured  charges  would  only 
be  to  give  them  too  much  importance.  However,  can  you 
not  write  me  a  letter,  stating  exactly  how  the  campaign 
was  conducted,  and  the  commission  nominated  and 
elected?  I  could  show  this  to  some  of  the  more  disaf- 
fected, and  it  would  serve  to  allay  all  suspicion  on  the 
instant.  I  think  it  would  be  well  to  write  as  though  the 
initiative  came,  not  from  me,  but  from  yourself,  ignoring 
this  present  letter.  I  offer  this  only  as  a  suggestion,  and 
will  confidently  endorse  any  decision  you  may  arrive  at." 

The  letter  closed  with  renewed  protestations  of  con- 
fidence. 

Magnus  was  alone  when  he  read  this.  He  put  it  care- 
fully away  in  the  filing  cabinet  in  his  office,  and  wiped 
the  sweat  from  his  forehead  and  face.  He  stood  for  one 
moment,  his  hands  rigid  at  his  .sides,  his  fists  clinched. 

"  This  is  piling  up,"  he  muttered,  looking  blankly  at 
the  opposite  wall.  "  My  God,  this  is  piling  up.  What  am 
I  to  do?" 
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4;:^setr:„i™;;:-  -^-.  ^^^  -^--sh  of 

done  in  a  mon^ent  of  ex Sem     AhT  "J  ^^''  "'^'^ 
detection,  the  degradation  nTh  '      '  ''"'""iatio"  of 

-hooibo,  PiiferiStirfX'riert',""^^'  ^'t^  ^ 

all,  worse  than  all   thp  nnnc  '        '  ^^°"^  t^an 

the  knowledge  of  *'„;°"^'^'°"^"«^  of  lost  self-respect, 

paired.  knoSg"  that  tie  t" '"v'^'  '  '''^"'''^'-' 
in  check  was  trembHng  that'^contl.  '""  '  ""'^""'^^ 
con,n,and  was  being  wt^td  ?  nTheTiuTT^l*'^' 
deceive  the  crowH    ,h^  r.^i         ,  ""''^  'neks  to 

tences  that  kept  u'loL  ^"'^'-f-ges  the  little  pre- 

pose,  the  strm   the  ^J^'"^","'''  '^e  lies,  the  bluster,  the 

'hor;t,;thr;;;i7:rrh^  °"-  --  ^--u . 

which  could  not  be  prevented  fh  ''■"°*  '°  '^^  ^l^^' 

the  haunting  fear  ofthe  Man  on  thTs'r"  °f,^"^P'"°". 
ness  of  the  direct  elance  fh!  ''^^*'■^«t'  'he  uneasi- 

why  had  this  been  saw   It  t "     °"'"^  '^  *°  '"°'-— 
that  gesture,  thatj^an 'ef ''  ""  """'  ''^  "^^^  --d. 

hiSr^X'^rtist  '■""^^^  ^^^-  -^^P'  to 

Howto'breakfhroughre^,rjf;"f  T"  "'^  ^-"y- 
the  old  position,  how-to  prrent'd^lt";  '  ^r  """" 
only  some  wav   somp  vLf  "'■'coveryi'    If  there  were 

he  could  rise  in  hTs  old    /"'^'"^'"'"  ^'^"^  ^^  ^hich 

Lyman  with  onlhandrl    T^^  °'"^'  '"°^^'  ""shing 
J  Willi  one  nand,  Genshnger  with  th^  r,ft,.,       j  r 

Buttheplague-sDotu,,        u         ;,     '  ^^"^  undimmed. 
the  fabric  of  his  beW    Th"     Tf'  "^"'"^^  f"^^--"  '"to 
lenced    though   r^'    T.''°"^'' G^"^«nger  should  be  si- 
cncea,  though  Lyman  should  be  crushed    th™,„i, 
the  League  should  overcome  the  R    /      ..    ?^    ^^^" 

should  be  the  acknowledgedleade'  of  aT  ',  'T^'  "" 

torv    vet  th,.  „T,  'eaaer  of  a  resplendent  vie- 

y,  yet  the  plague-spot  would  remain,    ^ere  was  no 
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success  for  him  now.  However  conspicuous  the  outward 
achievement,  he,  he  himself,  Magnus  Derrick,  had  failed, 
miserably  and  irredeemably. 

Petty,  material  complications  intruded,  sordid  consid- 
erations. Even  if  Genslinger  was  to  be  paid,  where  was 
the  money  to  come  from?  His  legal  battles  with  the  Rail- 
road, extending  now  over  a  period  of  many  years,  had 
cost  him  dear ;  his  plan  of  sowmg  all  of  Los  Muertos  to 
wheat,  discharging  the  tenants,  had  proved  exoensive,  the 
campaign  resulting  in  Lyman's  election  had  .wn  heav- 
ily upon  his  account.  All  along  he  had  been  lelying  upon 
a  "  bonanza  crop  "  to  reimburse  him.  It  was  not  believ- 
able that  the  Railroad  would  "  jump  "  Los  Muertos,  but 
if  this  should  happen,  he  would  be  left  without  re- 
sources. Ten  thousand  dollars!  Could  he  raise  the 
amount?  Possibly.  But  to  pay  it  out  to  a  blackmailer! 
To  be  held  up  thus  in  road-agent  fashion,  without  a  sin- 
gle means  of  redress!  Would  it  not  cripple  him  finan- 
cially? Genslinger  could  do  his  worst.  He,  Magnus, 
would  brave  it  out.  Was  not  his  character  above  sus- 
picion ? 

Was  it?  This  letter  of  Gethings's.  Already  the  mur- 
mur of  uneasiness  made  itself  heard.  Was  this  not  the 
thin  edge  of  the  wedge  ?  How  the  publication  of  Gen- 
slinger's  story  would  drive  it  home!  How  the  spark  of 
suspicion  would  flare  into  the  blaze  of  open  accusation ! 
There  would  be  investigations.  Investigation !  There 
was  terror  in  the  word.  He  could  not  stand  investiga- 
tion. Magnus  groaned  aloud,  covering  his  head  with  his 
clasped  hands.  Briber,  corrupter  of  government,  ballot- 
box  stuflfer,  descending  to  the  level  of  back-room  politi- 
cians.of  bar-room  heelers,  he,  Magnus  Derrick,  statesman 
of  the  old  .=;hool,  Roman  in  his  iron  integrity,  abandon- 
ing a  career  rather  than  enter  the  "  new  politics,"  had,  in 
one  moment  of  weakness,  hazarding  all,  even  honour,  on 
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a  single  stake,  taking  great  chanrpv:  f        1  • 

life,  and  had  lost.  ^'■'=''"'  ^^"'e  of  his 

nottdlf  Sn^eT*'''  '""  "''^'^■■-'-  '"at  first 
face  and  manner     ^re,    "'"  *''''"'"'  ""  "'^  Governor's 

Jttee  meeting,  Cri-ItZTa^/allndT'"- 
Derrick  into  the  office  and   aff.r  tw       I      ^"'^  ^""'^ 

man's  betrayal,  had  fSef  e  he  "0?*.'"  T  °'  ^^- 
1ns  name  again.  His  attitude  to  a  ,  ^  *°  '"'^""■°" 
was  that  of  stern     ,nr.  "*'  '"'  P'''^'^^'  '"" 

Presley  co„,drwrt:trecV.:rsT  a '"  r°^' 

fresh  calamity  imSedT      "  '"""  '°  "^P'""?   ^hat 

.ey°::krery\r  si:;;^  t^  ^"''.  °^  *"^  --'^.  ^res. 

hastened  to  g^  up  and  J  %?'"'''  "°"  '"'^-  "« 
done  that  day.  Unt.l  lateth  ■  u  u'.^^'  '""^'^  '"  be 
at  work  on  a  collect bl  IV      '''^^t'^°'^^'  "e  had  been 

from  the  magri"-:  wbLT^:  tV^'  ^^"^^ 
Presley  had  received  a  liber=,1^ff  ^       .  appeared, 

these  verses  i„  book  for^  "^I't  •,  ' ''""""^^^^^ 
included  in  this  book  ancM"nH    J  '""      ^^^  '«  be 

-"  The  Toilers  a^d'  S  ';  "Ss""  ?h^^V*  '^  "^"<= 

-i:^s:=^'tii^- ------ 

Annixter'  expSd'  hat    t  tr^t.  T.^r  ''^^• 
that  he  had  panned  a  pic„icrtS'S^:;2S^.^f 
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ranch,  at  the  headwaters  of  Broderson  Creek.  They  were 
to  go  in  the  carry-all,  Hilma,  Presley,  Mrs.  Dyke,  Sidney, 
and  himself,  and  were  to  make  a  day  of  it.  They  would 
leave  Quien  Sabe  at  ten  in  the  morning.  Presley  had  at 
once  resolved  to  go.  He  was  immensely  fond  of  Annix- 
ter— more  so  than  ever  since  his  marriage  with  Hilma 
and  the  astonishing  transformation  of  his  character. 
Hilma,  as  well,  was  delightful  as  Mrs.  Annixter;  and 
Mrs.  Dyke  and  the  little  tad  had  always  been  his  friends. 
He  would  have  a  good  time. 

But  nobody  was  to  go  into  Bonneville  that  morning 
with  the  mail,  and  if  he  wished  to  send  his  manuscript, 
he  would  have  to  take  it  in  himself.  He  had  resolved  to 
do  this,  getting  an  early  start,  and  going  on  horseback 
to  Quien  Sabe,  by  way  of  Bonneville. 

It  was  barely  six  o'clock  when  Presley  sat  down  to 
his  coflFee  and  eggs  in  the  dining-room  of  Los  Muertos. 
The  day  promised  to  be  hot,  and  for  the  first  time,  Pres- 
ley had  put  on  a  new  khaki  riding  suit,  very  English- 
looking,  though  in  place  of  the  regulation  top-boots,  he 
wore  his  laced  knee-boots,  with  a  great  spin  on  the  left 
heel.  Harran  joined  him  at  breakfast,  in  his  working 
clothes  of  blue  canvas.  He  was  bound  for  the  irrigating 
ditch  to  see  how  the  work  was  getting  on  there. 
"  How  is  the  wheat  looking?  "  asked  Presley. 
"  Bully,"  answered  the  other,  stirring  his  coffee.  "  THe 
Governor  has  had  his  ususal  luck.  Practically,  every  acre 
of  the  r'-nch  was  sown  to  wheat,  and  everywhere  the 
stand  IS  good.  I  was  over  on  Two,  day  before  yesterday, 
and  if  nothing  happens,  I  believe  it  will  go  thirty  sacks  to 
the  acre  there.  Cutter  reports  that  there  are  spots  on 
Four  where  we  will  get  forty-two  or  three.  Hooven,  too, 
brought  up  some  wonderful  fine  ears  for  me  to  look  at. 
The  grains  were  just  beginning  to  show.  Some  of  the 
ears  carried  twenty  grains.     That  means  nearly  forty 
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«=very   acre.     I  call  it  a  bonanza 


bushels  of   wheat    to 
year." 

.oinJSZ-'^"^'"'"^"-''^  P-'ey.  risin,.    -  r„ 

PreSwe^Jrwn'tSi-'^  *-?™-'^  awav.  and 

As  he  rode  07  of  th.    f  Kr'"*"'"' '°  ^^'  ^''  P°"y- 
ranch  i^ouseXl^  Z^lTr'  "'  '"^"^  ^^  *"<= 
Magr^s  on  the  lowest  sZZlkl'Zl  ''''''''''  '°  ^^'^ 
youTpX%?---'"  ""^^  ^-^^    "Aren't 

Good  morning,  Pres,  my  bov  "    The  rn„ 
forward  and,  puttine  his  Lr^         V     ^"^^"lo""  came 
walked  along  by  hrs^sid"         '  °"  ''^  P""^'^  -^hers, 
Gomg  to  town,  Pres?"  he  asked 

MaS„rdre?rseln:Spl^^^^^^^ 
I  wish  you  would  dropTn  a   the  „T     1  ^^''■ 
for  me,"  he  said,  "  and  see  Mr  ''^      ,      ''^  °f  'he  Mercury 
give  him  this  e;velope     if  ;?""'"^^'-P^"°"ally,and 
they  involve  a  consd^rable V        r"""^'  °^  P^P"^'  but    . 
be  careful  of  them     A  fet  v  '"°"'^'  ^"^  y°"  •""«' 

was  not  so  stronT  Mr  Sen"^  "  '^°'  ^''^"  °"^  ^"-"'tv 
nes,  dealings  wS  ^c^h  JhT'"  TthrghVif  ^°'"?"^^- 
now,  considering  that  we  are  so  nn     1  ^'  "'^"  J"" 

-mate  the  wh4  affa"  aTd  brerktffTr."''  '°  *^'- 
came  to  a  settlement  a  few  dayrto     rl      "''     "^^ 

-  hiTngrrard\rr^^^^^^^  --^  --• 

and  Broderson's  popular  wfn^K  "'^"•"°*  catering  tank 
her's,  he  saw  the  sT^^r  i„The  ,  ^'  '^  'T'  ^^'^- 

J  degrees,  Presley  had  come  to  consider  Caraher  in 
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kou^L  „i  .  ''"  *?'*  '"'"•■-'''"^  °^  Mill  and  B. 
kounm,  not,  however,  from  their  books,  but  from  e> 
tracts  and  quotations  from  their  writings,  reprinted  in  th 
anarch,st.c  journals  to  which  he  subscribed  More  tha, 
once    the  two  had  held  long  conversations,  and  ion 

Si.,?  Y'^"'  ^^°  ^'"^  ''^"  accidentally  kHled  b, 
fn^^TTu  ^".""^  "  "demonstration"  of  strikers.  I 
mvested  the  saloon-keeper,  in  Presley's  imagination,  wit 

Carli'  I'^l!^-  °^  "''  *"^^'y-  "«>  <=°"'''  not  Warn 
Ca  aher  for  bemg  a  "  red."  He  even  wondered  how  it 
was  the  saloon-keeper  had  not  put  his  theories  into  prac 
t.ce  and  adjusted  his  ancient  wrong  with  his  "  six  inches 
of  plugged  gis-p,pe."  Presley  began  to  conceive  of  the 
man  as  a     character." 

sai7Xn"?'  f\^:''^'y"  'he  saloon-keeper  had  once 

sa,d.  when  Presley  had  protested  against  his  radical  ideas 

You  don  t  know  the  Railroad  yet.    Watch  it  and  its 

Sn^X"""^"'  -'  ^-'"  —  °-  -  -y  way  of 
It  was  about  half-past  seven  when   Presley  reached 

Bonnevlle.  The  business  part  of  the  town  was  as  jS 
hardly  ast.r;  he  despatched  his  manuscript,  and  then  bur- 
ned to  the  office  of  the  "  Mercury."    Genslinger.  as  ho 

th^h  u  "°'  ^'*  S"*  '"  «PP«"a"".  b"t  the  janitor  of 
he  buddmg  gave  Presley  the  address  of  the  editor', 

shit  d«  .  I  "?/'"^  ""'  ^"""'^  '"^  '"  *e  act  of 
to  the  httle  man,  and  abruptly  refused  his  offer  of  a  drink. 
He  delivered  Magnus's  envelope  to  him  and  departed 

Sh  ^,^""":  ^"'^  °"  """"^'^  h-^tl^day,  empty- 
handed,  and,  on  leavmg  Genslinger's  house,  he  turned 
his  ponys  head  toward  the  business  part  of  the  town 
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-s  taking  ,,„,„,/«_^^^^^^^ 

"-er  s^olce,  ho,S;/      hTdM  °'.  S"'-  ^aL  wo  ^ 

near  ,hT''^  ^''"'  ^hite  fly-„eS     .     ^  '^'"'■^-^"'  ''« 

^"=hes  on  the  back  porcr  Mrs  Ti  '''''  "^^^'^^  sancl- 

-n.  and  Annixter  was   havtj  ht    ,7"  "°"'--  *°  ^ 

TJ.S  atter  put  a  half-latherej  f™  '"  T  '"'^  '^^d^°°"'- 

as  Presley  cantered  ArouTl       '  °"*  °^  *''^  ^vindow 

"Co^f  ^'^"^'^■-■"^-'^^^^^^    '''''  "'  ^^-'^  ''■•' 
Lome  on  in,  Prec  "  1, 

'?;r,  '^-^  ^^ea/;,  ,t:r/^^-    "Nobody's  ready  ye. 

°^  collar,  his  blue  filkt'     I  ''"'  ^''''°"'  <^oat,  v  "t 
"lan  ever.  "^-^ed,  the  crown  lock  stiffer 
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"But,  then  again,  in  a  way,  you  didn't,  hey?"  his 
friend  interrupted. 

Annixter  grunted  good-humouredly,  and  turned  to 
strop  his  razor.  Presley  looked  with  suspicious  disfa- 
vour at  his  suspenders. 

"  Why  is  it,"  he  observed,  "  that  as  soon  as  a  man  is 
about  to  get  married,  he  buys  himself  pale  blue  sus- 
penders, silk  ones?  Think  of  i  You,  Buck  Annixter 
with  sky-blue,  silk  suspenders.  It  ought  to  be  a  strap 
a.id  a  nail." 

"  Old  fool,"  observed  Annixter,  whose  repartee  was  the 
heavmg  of  brick  bats.  "  Say,"  he  continued,  holding  the 
razor  from  his  face,  and  jerking  his  head  over  his 
shoulder,  while  he  looked  at  Presley's  reflection  in  his 
mirror;  "  say,  look  around.  Isn't  this  a  nifty  little  room? 
We  refitted  the  whole  house,  you  know.  Notice  she's  all 
painted  ?  " 

"I  have  been  looking  around,"  answered  Presley 
sweeping  the  room  with  a  series  of  glances.  He  forebore 
criticism.  Annixter  was  so  boyishly  proud  of  the  effect 
that  it  would  have  been  unkind  to  have  undeceived  him 
Presley  looked  at  the  marvellous,  department-store  bed 
of  brass,  with  its  brave,  gay  canopy ;  the  mill-made  wash- 
stand,  with  its  pitcher  and  bowl  of  blinding  red  and  green 
china,  the  straw-framed  lithographs  of  symbolic  female 
figures  against  the  multi-coloured,  new  wall-paper;  the 
inadequate  spindle  chairs  of  white  and  gold ;  the  sphere  of 
tissue  paper  hanging  from  the  gas  fixture,  and  the  plumes 
of  pampas  grass  tacked  to  the  wall  at  artistic  angles,  and 
overhanging  two  astonishing  oil  paintings,  in  dazzling 
golden  frames. 

"  Say,  how  about  those  paintings,  Pres  ?  "  inquired  An- 
nixter a  little  uneasily.  "  I  don't  know  whether  they're 
good  or  not.  They  were  painted  by  a  three-fingered 
Chinaman  in  Monterey,  and  I  got  the  lot  for  thirty 
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Why,  I  think  , he  frame,,  a-one 
He  hastened  to 


dollars,  frames  thrown  in 
aie  worth  thirty  dollars  " 

'  Buck,"  he  sai<t    "  r  1, 
-rf  Sidney  to  live  with  "l?:  '"Z'  ''°"^'l  ^'-  D.vKe 
rather  white  of  voi,.'        ^  °"  ''"°^'  ^  think  that's 

toi^shl:!;,";"''"  """'=^^''  ^""'•^'-.  turning  abruptly 

Dyke  and  the  little  taTfs  vn,.  ^     I"  "'  '""'^*'  f"""  Mrs. 
cheer  them  up  a  Wt."         "^      "'  ^°'  ^""'^  '^'■f^-  J"3t  to 

;;  Oh,  pshaw,  you  make  me  sick." 
.J^  ^  ";ot?akXraL^^^^^^^^^^^^^     ?£•  -  ^'"1  as 

":rjr.roVttr.'^-^^^^^^^^^^^ 

officious,  but  youVe  ctcd  f      .^T'  '°  '''""  '°  ^e 
-d  i  guess  /know  ^hj^sii!:.,"';  ''7'"-  °'d  man, 

WeMcl's  eye,  and  added  eravelv^  Sh5l"  ^^'  '!"^'"  '^'^ 
Buck."  "gravely,     bhes  a  good  woman, 

-dertthr^'  """"'^   '"'^"''"^'   ^-^^   -e   flushing 

was!mihtVblTrif '  r'^  ^  "-"  °^  -•     I 
child  got  in  my  :;  ■'^'r^d^'emT"^'  "  "°™^"'  ''■■ 

*«  of  anyb'ody  eise  but  mv  '  T:  '"'  '  ^■'=^" 
woke  up  to  the  fart  th,,  t       T  "*  ^s  soon  js  I 

glory  hallelu  ah  a«  I  /  ■"''""  '"'^'^  '^"'  ^^y,  it  was 
loved  everybodv  hen  T"'  '"'''  '"  "  "^>''  ^  "^'"d  of 
friend.  Trfd  I  be'tn  ;  '  T'"^  *°  ''^  everybody's 
^.  ^na  i  began  to  see  that  a  fellow  can't  live  L 


to  thinl 
for  the 


poor  ducks  that  haven't  'em,  and 


got  brams,  lie's  got  to  thmk 


not  give  'em 
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that  am  t  got  anywhere  to  go.    IVe  got  a  whole  lot 
.dea.  ..„«     began  ,,  „,.  Hilma.  and^just  Tin  I 

to  keep  to  that  idea  the  rest  of  my  natural  life     Th 

He  '  "  W   1  n  ""■^°"'  *'"'  '■'■"  »h«  best  I'v  lot   a 
Henry  Ward  Beccher  couldn't  do  any  more  th!^  ,| 
And  Its  all  come  about  because  of  Hilma   and  hid 
we  cared  for  each  other."  '      '*  "*""' 

.hn,',u'^  ^•T'^''  "''•  '"'*  ""S"^'  Annixter  about  ,1, 
shoulders  wth  one  arm,  gri,,ping  his  hand  hard     T 

ch  n  and  tfear  ul  eyes,  seemed  to  be  suddenly  invcstc, 
with  true  nob.l.ty.  Beside  this  blundering  struggle  to 
ng^t.  to  help  his  fellows,  Presley's  own^vague  fhem 
g1.ttermg  systems  of  reconstruction,  collapsed  to  ™ J 
and  he  h.mself,  with  all  his  refinement,  with  all  i 
poetry,  culture,  and  education,  stood,  a  bungler  a  tte 
world's  worJcbench.  "ungier  at  the 

thillfof'an';!-'''^*':,"'''  ""•"•"  ^'  «^'''"^«=d,  unable  J 
thmk  of  anythmg  adequate.    "You're  all  right     That's 

iirorc:;:::^-''^-''^'''-^^.^''-^'^:, 

the^ral^anr '  "  "''''^^  '"'^  '""=  "^^  ""  ^^^  ^'^^ »' 

thal?o??"°''"  '''  '""'"■''''^'  "^''*'  '"  ''^"  '»■'•  yo"  <!" 
"  Oh,  just  for  fun." 

give'':mTa3?''''"  """  ''"'"'°"*'  "  ^°"."°""'"' 
"This  cringing  gratitude-"  Presley  began 

.clo4       ""''    "'°"*''^  ^""'''*'''  *"*"  *""  '''*='"^""'  ""^ 
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■H«"o."  hf  addc^'raS,  hTiL  ^""'^''     Annix.e. 
in^^hurry  for  sure."       ^         "''"'■     'here",  somebody 

;  -If  heard.    The  noise  was  com£  7"'*'  ^'^-^''^  '"««'« 

'he  road  that  led  from  the  Mi«T  ^    T  *'""  '"^'^«'on  of 

'"credible  swiftness  The  hon   k       '°  Q"''*^"  ^abe.    With 

,  *«  that  in  their  sound  whrt'K''*'*  ''"^^  "«^er.    The « 

I  Annixter  threw  oZ1u:'X,tT''^  ^-'e^  to  his^J:!;' 

"i-Ping"  of    he^S"/  '"^  ^'"■'^°«'.   -d   the 
(f«:ket.  ™"'='''  fl""g  his  hand   to  his  Jp 

"  What  is  it,  Vacca  ?"u 
VounjrV  ^^    he  cried. 

While  the  word,  1        ^y''"=' "  «  Dyke." 

t^hoofUrer:-rifr"i!i'''«^  --c,  of 

I  ''•owed :  °"'  «"''  a  «Teat,  bell-toned  voice 

I   . "  **s  Dyke's  voice  anH  fi,= 

"ew  in  the  open  squa^  S  front"'/!'"'*'"'  ^^  '^°'  '«° 
I    ;0''.'nyGodr^criedPrX      '"^"-^ 
I       "'^  ex-engineer  threw  th^   i, 

h;;-mg  from  the  saddl^-  and   ..'  *^"   '''   ^^"'"=''«. 
;*Psed,  shuddering,  to  tLt;'%'''  '^''^  ■'«'  the  beas 
V'^  the  window,  an^'  ^^    or^rLf  "'/Ir  ^"^^"^ 
J    There  was  Dyke    hatl«.  T-       •       ^'^>'  ^'lowing. 
h^«nt,  terrible  £;,  th  teard  "'•  "''"''  '"  '"'^  ''-d    a 
.  the  heard  immeasurably  long,  ihe 


f ,' 


'  y 
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cheeks  fallen  in,  the  eyes  sunken.  His  clothes  ripped 
torn  by  weeks  of  flight  and  hiding  in  the  chaparral,  ^ 
ragged  beyond  words,  the  boots  were  shreds  of  leal 
bloody  to  the  ankle  with  furious  spurring 

"Annixter,"  he  shouted,  and  again,  rolling  his  sur 
eyes,     Annixter,  Annixter !  " 

"  Here,  here,"  cried  Annixter. 

The  other  turned,  levelling  his  pistol. 
G've  me  a  horse,  give  me  a  horse,  quick,  do 
hear.?    Give  me  a  horse,  or  I'll  shoot  " 

T.'u^*",^f',  '*'^''^-     '^^^'  ^°"'*  '^°-     You   know  ; 
Dyke.    We're  friends  here." 

The  other  lowered  his  weapon. 

"  I  kno^v,  I  know,"  he  panted.     "  I'd  forgotten 
unstrung,  Mr.  Annixter,  and  I'm  running  for  my  1 
i  hey  re  not  ten  minutes  behind  me." 

"Come   on,   come   on,"   shouted   Annixter,   dashi 
stablewards,  his  suspenders  flying. 

"Here's  a  horse." 

"Mine?"  exclaimed   Presley.     "He   wouldn't   car 
you  a  mile. 

Annixter  was  already  far  ahead,  trumpeting  orders. 
The    buckskin,"    he   yelled.     "Get    her   out.    Bill 
Where s  the  stable-man?    Get  out  that  buckskin.    G 
out  that  saddle." 

Then  followed  minutes  of  furious  haste,  Presley  Ai 
mxter,  Billy  the  stable-man,  and  Dyke  himself,  dartin 
hither  and  thither  about  the  yellow  mare,  buckling,  stra, 
ping,  cinchmg,  their  lips  pale,  their  fingers  trembling  wit 
excitement. 

.1. "  ^^^",*  t"^*^'"^  *°  '^*  •  "     Annixter's  head  was  unde 
he  saddle  flap  as  he  tore  at  the  cinch.    "  Want  anything 
to  eat?    Want  any  money?    Wantagim'" 

"Water"  returned  Dyke.  "They've  watched  even 
spring.     I  m  killed  with  thirst." 
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"  There's  the  hydrant     n.  •  i 

"  I  P-nt  ,.  c     ^""^^"t-    Quick  now." 

Don't  stop  to  talk  "  ""''• 

:;Mymother,a„dtheHttletad— .. 

get  away!'°wVere'sThat''Ck  dn't'  ''°"  ^°"''-  You'll 
damn  u.  are  you  going  to  let  him  h  T"'  ^"'^'  ^od 
get  away?    Now,  Dyke    uol  '*''''  ''^^^''^  he  can 

-ning  ^fo,e  they  cl%ZhZ^-     "'^'"  '■"  ''"^'^ 

^f^welJ:i^J--^;2:r^!^^"«■-adP 

J^es,  yes,  yes      All  -i        ""'"eri'    Tell  them " 

own  gait,  VkJ.%„t'et;^P-PL,  ,^^  ^^^^  ^^_^ 

now.  Let  go  her  head  BilW    m    ''''* 'l"^^^  '"  'he  county 

You  bet  I  ,,-„.    Tha  .fan-rSr   ^'^'7^'^="^^''-^^? 

Let  her  go.    You're  <„f."         ^^^-    ^^-  ^od  bless  you. 

Answering  the  MaH  r^f  *i, 
with  the  excitemenTof  theter^"'  «"-eady  quivering 
buckskin  cleared  the  stable T     ^.'""°""''^'^  h^r,  thf 
gathering  her  legs  unJef  hH      ","   '"''  '^P^-"  t^en, 
^^^etched  out,  swung  into  the  l/f     """  '°^'  ^^^^  "«^k 

S' J^  '-n  a  blur  of  dust  ""^  °"'  "'^  ^"^^^ay, 

himself  il%Sa™rkTf"!lT  T"^  ^^^^  -""? 
-n?  aloft  to  its  yery  tZ    r!     '  ^"'''^"  ^^".  Camber 
glance.  ^  *°P-     ""  ^^^P*  the  country  with  a 

"  Well  ?  "  rf 

thing  there?"'    ^    "^  ™^''' *°^ard  the  Mission.    Any- 
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'' 5^e"e'r;oaT  '?"  '"  ^  ^''°"'  °^  apprehension. 
Oh.  I  can  hear  tS  Zs    "^.^^'y\^0"'^'^g'this  way. 

other  party  con^ing'down^hf  LowTrVo.:,"'-  *'"''^  ^"- 
Guadalajara  too     Th;,       f  ?°^'''  ^"'"^^  '"^'^'-^s 

the  barrel     Md  „h  T  ^°.  '^"'-  u  ^  ""  ^^^  ^''^  ^^ine  of 

tongues  loned  int.  .  ^^^'"^   ^^"   ^nd   lolling 

TheT  werTlev  :|t7  T  T  T^  "  ''""'  °^  ^''^  '«'"-■ 
Rround     Itfh?     .       u"'*'  "'"''■  "°^«  ^««  to  the 

ing  on  the  trail  ofthe  Pursued  T  ',  *"'='^'"  ^"""- 
howl.  eager,  on,i„ou'  vibrS  t^hTh  T''  '^"^"^ 
tocsin,  sullen  with  the  ^e.^lT^.^'^J^^flZ,''' ^, 

h^:es"°KirntT  tr  '^-"^--rtlop^' 

rifles  across  the"«  EhT  *'\'°""'^^'  ^''^'^ 
with  sweat.  sweotwTn.  1  r  ?'""'''"»  *"'^^'^'^'' 

and  strea„,ing7anef  ''°™  °'  ''"^*'  ^""""^  ''-'«. 

sa7hte.»""  °"'"^'^  ^"^•"  ^^'^'^'-'1  Annixter.    "I 
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HiimVtdTrs^Se'rrh'V'''  ^°"^«  ^g^'"  they  saw 
where  the  latter  S     tJL  ""''"^^  °'  '^^  Utti^Ze 
dered,  ignorant  of  what  hi  r  ""''"  '°°'^'"&  o"t.  bev^  ! 
°f  'he  Ranch  house  it    ,5  irr"'-    ^^^  «"  the  p^T  L 
ment,  Sidney-the  litt  fetad  "  / '°;^°"^" '"  *he  exdte 
«nous,  wide-opjn  eye       stTf  ^''  ^'*h  pale  face  and 
had  understood.    She    aid  nLv     '"'"  ^"^'^'hing,  ^d 
towards  the  roadway  she  Lrj"^"    ^''  ^"^^  i^Cd 
^^y^ng  of  the  dogs  '^'   ^'  '^^^"^^  *°  *he  faint  and  dist^nj 

?f^SJrr-S^-7-c.shy  the  depot 
Luck  seemed  to  have  desZ.Tl  ^^""^  °^  ^'^  P"«uers 
;o  quiet,  was  now  occuS  bt  th""'  ^""^  ^*^*'°"'  "««al  7 
hat  lay  on  the  down  tract-  Jm  "^^  °^  ^  height  train 
hand  and  headed  Tn  the  saml  ^  :  "^  '"^  "^  ""^  "el  2 
ocomotive,  whose  engineerTnd  fi?     "'  "'^  ^  ^^'^<=hed 

"e  had  had  no  time  to  fo!!?  ,        °''  ""^  ""«• 

«ng,  whe„,torturTd\^^H;^:;t  .'  i?'^"  '''"^  "'^^ 
'he  sprmg  at  the  headwaters  of  p'^''  ^^"*"^^d  near 
Q'-'en  Sabe.  and  had  allTut  fin  ^""^'''°"  Creek,  on 
posse  that  had  been  wachinlf'"J"*°  ^''^  hands  of  the 
«eless  now  to  regreuS  he^!°';"'^'  ^-^  "love.  It  wa' 
'"^"■ng:  back  on  hTs  Ss t  rf  '•  "V°  ^°''  P"««'t  V 
of  Bom,eville.    Now  r...  ^^'"  ^''^  mountains  east 
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the  mountains,   down   into   this   populous  countryside 
where  an  enemy  might  be  met  with  at  every  turn  o^  th' 

or  be  kdled     He  knew  very  well  that  he  would  neve, 
allow  h,mself  to  be  taken  alive.    But  he  had  no  mind  t 

one  Ih       H?  '"■■"  '"'  '^''*-""  ""P^  -^  blocked     H 
one  thought  was  to  leave  pursu.c  behind. 

M  eeks  of  flight  had  sharpened  Dyke's  every  sense    As 

he  turned  mto  the  Upper  Road  beyond  Guada  aTara   h 

aw  the  three  men  galloping  down  from  Derrick's  s^ock 

range  makmg  for  the  road  ahead  of  him.     They  w^l 

cu    h,m  off  there.    He  swung  the  buckskin  ab^ut     H 

must  take  the  Lower  Road  across  Los  Muertos  from 

Guadalajara  and  he  must  reach  it  befor^  Delan  /s  12 

in  sight.     Rismg  m  h.s  stirrups,  he  looked  across  the 
fields  m  the  direction  of  the  Lower  Road.    There  wa   a 

™n"'a:  te-;' M  •  ^^"^  ^  ^^""^  No,  horsed  on  th 
run  and  their  nders  were  armed!  He  could  catch  the 
flash  of  gun  barrels.  They  were  all  closing  in  on  him 
Uooe'rVr  ^"^t'^i"^  by  every  availabfe  road  The 
yZruf  ""'  °f  Guadalajara  led  straight  to  Bonne- 
ville That  way  was  impossible.  Was  he  in  a  trap  ?  Had 
the  time  for  fighting  come  at  last? 

But  as  Dyke  neared  the  depot  at  Guadalajara,  his  eye 
fell  upon  the  detached  locomotive  that  lay  quietly  IZ 
>ng  on  the  up  line,  and  with  a  thrill  of  exultation  he 
rerriembered   that  he  was  an   engineer  born  and  bred 

hoofs  nn^.T  ""'"'^''^^y  t°  be  heard,  and  the  roll  of 
hoofs  on  the  Lower  Road  was  dinning  in  his  ears,  as  he 
leaped  from  the  buckskin  before  the  depot.     Th;  tran 

iZreTir'  'S  '"^''^""^'  ^•'^^P  "^^"^  bim,  bu   Dv 
^ored  them.    His  pistol  was  in  his  hand  as,  once  more 
on  foot,  he  sprang  toward  the  lone  engine. 
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isni'^'.f  S'Si::^  ^-'*^'"'^'-- here  and  Pi 
"  Yes." 
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int;  the  cab  of  thf ,  ^"'^  '"^  *'"'  °''"="-  They  sp, 
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debating  as  to  thi.  ricrhf      ^!  ^  ^■""i'"''*  ^^^'n 

the  enine  and  tf  °''         '""""^^  °^  requisition 

dangeShe  affaf  th?"'T  "°"^'"  °^  ^''^  ^^^^ty 
out  upon  the  dow^lit  oHn  '"^"''  T.^'"'^^  «'' 
ahead  upon  the  up  tS  '  '^  """  "^  °^''^'  "«-  ^ 

be;;^:;rf:;i's;?.^i;:^^ader^i„,.., 

roarofthelocomotivr-'Ther       *      "^^"^  ^^^^  ' 
derail  runaway  enl'^es     1^7      -'V"  '"'"  '^'^  ''^^^ 

try.    We'll  pife  hTup  tLe     Ref;  ""^-'r  *"''  '^°"' 
boys."  '^        "•    ^^*dy  with  your  gun 

If  we  should  meet  annti  -f  ♦,-• 

track "  protested  tLTt!       "  ^"^'"^  "P  ^n  thi 

"  Tl,«„     P™tested  the  frightened  engineer 

I..  ^AriZLT  "'"""<'■  «■■"«<"•'  Th„ 

JJyke,  his  hand  on  the  erin  nf  n,= 

the  steam,  his  head  out  of^e  tt   T  V  '°"*'°"^'' 

He  was  back  in  his  old  place  a^atTn'  '"""f"''  "" 
u  piace  again ;  once  more  he  was  the 


addle  and  into 
re  and  Pixley, 
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n  there.  Come 

They  sprang 

:Uched  to  the 

:ed  the  sheriff 
^our  train." 
uf  hesitating, 
feht  train  for 
■equisitioning 
he  safety  or 
Jready  flying 
yke,  now  far 

liling  switch 
ff  above  the 
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up  on  this 


engineer .  ^'"'tom.a 

"aJves  oi  fh«  I  °'  ""n,  oaraiui  '"  '"s  nostr.i. 

'"•°wn  blurs.       "^  ""'  '"Sine,  streanj^bv     "'°  ""^  »''« 

He  found  himself        ,  ^'■^^"  and 

r^^t2-iR£  - -jsition  on  .. 

;°  «'de  With  the  fl^'S"^  after  hin^^To^E^'f  '"^ine 
f'-e  trackers  froJ^  u      ''*  S'^^op.    Vo,;   ./"^  ^''0'"  side 

'^^'^-door,  stok!^'    ^^  ^^^h'"  teeth  and  7u     ^'  ""'  of  the 
ff'ance  at  ff,«  /,     ^  S^uge  rose-  i,-    foments,    ju.  ■ 

"•"'•  tail!  for  i  ?'  '"«it  en„",  L"'' "--e  hi. 

topped  over  th '  .    ''"^-     The  semLt^'^^"'"^  switch 
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struction.  Dyke  reversed.  There  was  nothing  for  it  but 
to  go  back.  With  a  wrench  and  a  spasm  of  all  its  metal 
fibres,  the  great  coihpound  braced  itself,  sliding  with  rigid 
wheels  along  the  rails.  Then,  as  Dyke  applied  the  re- 
verse, it  drew  back  from  the  greater  danger,  returning 
towards  the  less.  Inevitably  now  the  two  engines,  one  on 
the  up,  the  other  on  the  down  line,  must  meet  and  pass 
each  other. 

Dyke  released  the  levers,  reaching  for  his  revolver. 
The  engineer  once  more  became  the  highwayman,  in 
peril  of  his  life.  Now,  beyond  all  doubt,  the  time  for 
fighting  was  at  hand. 

The  party  in  the  heavy  freight  engine,  that  lumbered 
after  in  pursuit,  their  eyes  fixed  on  the  smudge  of  smoke 
on  ahead  that  marked  the  path  of  the  fugitive,  suddenly 
raised  a  shout. 

"  He's  stopped.  He's  broke  down.  Watch,  now,  and 
see  if  he  jumps  off." 

"  Broke  nothing.  He's  coming  back.  Ready,  now,  he's 
got  to  pass  us." 

The  engineer  applied  the  brakes,  but  the  heavy  freight 
locomotive,  far  less  mobile  than  Dyke's  flyer,  was  slow  to 
obey.  The  smudge  on  the  rails  ahead  grew  swiftly 
larger. 

"  He's  coming.  He's  coming — look  out,  there's  a  shot. 
He's  shooting  already." 

A  bright,  white  sliver  of  wood  leaped  into  the  air  from 
the  sooty  window  sill  of  the  cab. 
"  Fire  on  him  I  Fire  on  him !  " 
While  the  engines  were  yet  two  hundred  yards  apart, 
the  duel  began,  shot  answering  shot,  the  sharp  staccato 
reports  punctuating  the  thunder  of  wheels  and  the 
clamour  of  steam. 

Then  the  ground  trembled  and  rocked;  a  roar  as  of 
heavy  ordnance  developed  with  the  abruptness  of  an  ex- 
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plosion.  The  two  engines  passed  each  other,  the  men 
firing  the  while,  emptying  their  revolvers,  shattering 
wood,  shivering  glass,  the  bullets  clanging  against  the 
metol  work  as  they  struck  and  struck  and  struck.  The 
men  leaned  from  the  cabs  towards  each  other,  frantic 
with  excitement,  shouting  curses,  the  engines  rocking, 
the  steam  roaring;  confusion  whirling  in  the  scene  like 
the  whirl  of  a  witch's  dance,  the  white  clouds  of  steam, 
the  black  eddies  from  the  smokestack,  the  blue  wreaths 
from  the  hot  mouths  of  re  /olvers,  swirling  together  in  a 
blinding  maze  of  vapour,  spinning  around  them,  dazing 
them,  dizzying  them,  while  the  head  rang  with  hideous 
clamour  and  the  body  twitched  and  trembled  with  the 
leap  and  jar  of  the  tumult  of  machinery. 

Roaring,  clamouring,  reeking  with  the  smell  of  pow- 
der and  hot  oil,  spitting  death,  resistless,  huge,  furious, 
an  abrupt  vision  of  chaos,  faces,  rage-distorted,  peering 
through  smoke,  hands  gripping  outward  from  sudden 
darkness,  prehensile,  malevolent;  terrible  as  thunder, 
swift  as  lightning,  the  two  engines  met  and  passed. ' 
"  He's  hit,"  cried  Delaney.  "  I  know  I  hit  him.  He 
can't  go  far  now.  After  him  again.  He  won't  dare  go 
through  Bonneville." 

It  was  true.  Dyke  had  stood  between  cab  and  tender 
throughout  all  the  duel,  exposed,  reckless,  thinking  only 
of  attack  and  not  of  defence,  and  a  bullet  from  one  of  the 
pistols  had  grazed  his  hip.  How  serious  was  the  woun<l 
he  did  not  know,  but  he  had  no  thought  of  giving  up.  He 
tore  back  through  the  depot  at  Guadalajara  in  a  storm 
of  bullets,  and,  clinging  to  the  broken  window  ledge  of 
his  cab,  was  carried  towards  Bonneville,  on  over  the  Long 
Trestle  and  Broderson  Creek  and  through  the  open  coun- 
try between  the  two  ranches  of  Los  Muertos  and  Quien 
Sabe. 

But  to  go  on  to  Bonneville  meant  certain  death.    Be- 
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fore,  as  well  at  behind  him,  the  roadi  were  now  blocked. 
Once  more  he  thought  of  the  mountains.  He  rctolved  to 
abandon  the  engine  and  make  another  final  attempt  to  get 
into  the  shelter  of  the  hills  in  the  northernmost  comer  of 
Quien  Sabe.  He  set  his  teeth.  He  would  not  give  in. 
There  was  one  more  fight  left  in  him  yet.  Now  to  trjr 
the  final  hope. 

He  slowed  the  engine  down,  and,  reloading  his  re- 
volver, jumped  from  the  platform  to  the  road.  He  looked 
about  him,  listening.  All  around  him  widened  an  ocean 
of  wheat.    There  was  no  one  in  sight. 

The  released  engine,  alone,  unattended,  drew  slowly 
away  from  him,  jolting  ponderously  over  the  rail  joints. 
As  he  watched  it  go,  a  certain  indefinite  sense  of  aban- 
donment, »ven  in  that  moment,  came  over  Dyke.  His  last 
friend,  that  also  had  been  his  first,  was  leaving  him.  He 
remembered  that  day,  long  ago,  when  he  had  opened  the 
throttle  of  his  first  machine.  To-day,  it  was  leaving  him 
alone,  his  last  friend  turning  against  him.  Slowly  it  was 
going  back  towards  Bonneville,  to  the  shops  of  the  Rail- 
road, the  c:imp  of  the  enemy,  that  enemy  that  had  ruined 
him  and  wrecked  him.  For  the  last  time  in  his  life,  he 
had  been  the  engineer.  Now,  once  more,  he  became  the 
highwayman,  the  outlaw  against  whom  all  hands  were 
raised,  the  fugitive  skulking  in  the  mountains,  listening 
for  the  cry  of  dogs. 

But  he  would  not  give  in.  They  had  not  broken  him 
yet.  Never, while  he  could  fight,  would  he  allow  S.  Behr- 
man  the  triumph  of  his  capture. 

He  found  his  wound  was  not  bad.  He  plunged  into  the 
wheat  on  Quien  Sabe,  making  northward  for  a  division 
house  that  rose  with  its  surrounding  trees  out  of  the 
wheat  like  an  island.  K;  -»"-hed  it,  the  blood  squelching 
in  his  shoes.  But  the  sight  of  two  men,  Portuguese 
farm-hands,  staring  at  him  froiJ  an  angle  of  the  barn. 
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abruptly  roused  him  to  action.    He  sprang  forward  with 
peremptory  commands,  demanding  a  horse. 

At  Guadalajara,  Delaney  and  the  sheriflf  descended 
from  the  freight  engine. 

"  Horses  now,"  declared  the  sheriff.  "  He  won't  go 
into  Bonneville,  that's  certain.  He'll  leave  the  engine  be- 
tween here  and  there,  and  strike  off  into  tlie  country. 
We'll  follow  after  him  now  in  the  saddle.  Soon  as  he 
leaves  his  engine,  he's  on  foot.  We've  as  good  as  got 
him  now." 

Their  horses,  including  even  the  buckskin  mare  that 
Dyke  had  ridden,  were  still  at  the  station.  The  party 
swung  themselves  up,  Delaney  exclaiming,  "  Here's  my 
mount,"  as  he  bestrode  the  buckskin. 

At  Guadalajara,  the  two  bloodhounds  were  picked  up 
again.  Urging  the  jaded  horses  to  a  gallop,  the  party  set 
off  along  the  Upper  Road,  keeping  a  sharp  lookout  to 
right  and  left  for  traces  of  Dyke's  abandonment  of  the 
engine. 

Three  miles  beyond  the  Long  Trestle,  they  found  S. 
Behrman  holding  his  saddle  horse  by  the  bridle,  and  look- 
ing attentively  at  a  trail  that  had  been  broken  through 
the  standing  wheat  on  Quien  Sabe.    The  party  drew  rein. 

"  The  engine  passed  .me  on  the  tracks  further  up,  and 
empty,"  said  S.  Behrman.  "  Boys,  I  think  he  left  her 
here." 

But  before  anyone  could  answer,  the  bloodhounds 
gave  longue  again,  as  they  picked  up  the  scent. 
"  That's  him,"  cried  S.  Behrman.  "  Get  on,  boys." 
They  dashed  forward,  following  the  hounds.  S.  Behr- 
man laboriously  climbed  to  his  saddle,  panting,  perspiring, 
mopping  the  roll  of  fat  over  his  coat  collar,  and  turned  in 
after  them,  trotting  along  far  in  the  rear,  his  great 
stomach  and  tremulous  jowl  shaking  with  the  horse's 
gait. 
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"  What  a  day,"  he  murmured.    "  VtThat  a  day." 

Dyke's  trail  wat  fresh,  and  was  followed  as  easily  as  if 
made  on  new-fallen  snow.  In  a  short  time,  the  pone 
swept  into  the  open  space  around  the  division  house.  The 
two  Portuguese  were  still  there,  wide-eyed,  terribly  ex- 
cited. 

Yes,  yes,  Dyke  had  been  there  not  half  an  hour  since, 
had  held  them  up,  taken  a  horse  and  galloped  to  the 
northeast,  towards  the  foothills  at  the  headwaters  of 
Broderson  Creek. 

On  again,  at  full  gallop,  through  the  young  wheat, 
trampling  it  under  the  flying  hoofs ;  the  hounds  hot  011 
the  scent,  baying  continually ;  the  men,  on  fresh  mounts, 
secured  at  the  division  house,  bending  forward  in  their 
saddles,  spurring  relentlessly.  S.  Behrman  jolted  along 
far  in  the  rear. 

And  even  then,  harried  through  an  open  country, 
where  there  was  no  place  to  hide,  it  was  a  matter  of 
amazement  how  lon^  a  chase  the  highwayman  led  them. 
Fences  were  passed ;  fences  whose  barbed  wire  had  been 
slashed  apart  by  the  fugitive's  knife.  The  ground  rose 
under  foot ;  the  hills  were  at  hand ;  still  the  pursuit  held 
on.  The  sun,  long  past  the  meridian,  began  to  turn 
earthward.  Would  night  come  on  before  they  were  up 
with  him? 

"Look!   Look!   There  he  is!   Quick,  there  he  goes !  ' 

High  on  the  bare  slope  of  the  nearest  hill,  all  the  posse, 
looking  in  the  direction  of  Delaney's  gesture,  saw  the 
figure  of  a  horseman  emerge  from  an  arroyo,  filled  with 
chaparral,  and  struggle  at  a  labouring  gallop  straight  up 
the  slope.  Suddenly,  every  member  of  the  party  shouted 
aloud.  The  horse  had  fallen,  pitching  the  rider  from  the 
saddle.  The  man  rose  to  his  feet,  caught  at  the  bridle, 
missed  it  and  the  horse  dashed  on  alone.  The  man, 
pausing  for  a  second,  looked  around,  saw  the  chase  draw- 
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ingf  nearer,  then,  turning  back,  disappeared  in  the  chapar- 
ral.   Dclancy  raised  a  great  whoop. 
"  We've  got  you  now." 

Into  the  slope,  and  valleys  of  the  hills  dashed  the  band 
of  horsemen,  the  trail  now  so  fresh  that  it  could  be  easily 
discerned  by  all.  On  and  on  it  led  .hem,  a  furious  wild 
(icramWe  straight  up  the  slopes.  The  minutes  went  by. 
The  dry  bed  of  a  rivulet  was  passed ;  then  another  fence- 
then  a  tangle  of  nianzanita;  a  meadow  of  wild  oats,  full 
of  agitated  cattle;  then  an  arroyo,  thick  with  chaparral 
and  scrub  oaks,  and  then,  without  warning,  the  pistol 
shots  ripped  out  and  ran  from  rider  to  rider  with  the 
rapidity  of  a  gatling  discharge,  and  one  of  the  deputies 
bent  forward  in  the  saddle,  both  hands  to  his  face,  the 
blood  jetting  from  between  his  fingers. 

Dyke  was  there,  at  bay  at  last,  his  back  against  a  bank 
of  rock,  the  roots  of  a  fallen  tree  serving  him  as  a  ram- 
part, his  revolver  smoking  in  his  hand. 

"  You're  under  arrest,  Dyke,"  cried  tlie  sheriflf  "  It's 
not  the  least  use  to  fight.    The  whole  country  is  up." 

Dyke  fired  again,  the  shot  splintering  the  foreleg  cf 
the  horse  the  sheriff  rode. 

The  posse,  four  men  all  told— the  wounded  deputy 
having  crawled  out  of  the  fight  after  Dyke's  first  shot- 
fell  back  after  the  preliminary  fusillade,  dismounted,  and 
took  shelter  behind  rocks  and  trees.  On  that  rugged 
ground,  fighting  from  the  saddle  was  impracticable. 
Uyke,  in  the  meanwhile,  held  his  fire,  for  he  knew  that 
once  ins  pistol  was  empty,  he  would  never  be  allowed 
time  to  reload. 

"  Dyke,"  called  the  sheriflf  again,  "  for  the  last  time,  I 
summon  you  to  surrender." 

Dyke  did  not  reply.  The  sheriflf,  Delaney,  and  the  man 
named  Christian  conferred  together  in  a  low  voice  Then 
Delaney  and  Christian  left  the  others,  making  a  wide 
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detour  up  the  sides  of  the  arroyo,  to  gain  a  position  to  the 
left  and  somewhat  to  the  rear  of  Dyke. 

But  it  was  at  this  moment  that  S.  Behrman  arrived. 
It  could  not  be  said  whether  it  was  courage  or  careless- 
ness that  brought  the  Railroad's  agent  within  reach  of 
Dyke's  revolver.  Possibly  he  was  really  a  brave  man; 
possibly  occupied  with  keeping  an  uncertain  seat  upon 
the  back  of  his  labouring,  scrambling  horse,  he  had  not 
noticed  that  he  was  so  close  upon  that  scene  of  battle. 
He  certa'nly  did  not  observe  the  posse  lying  upon  the 
ground  behind  sheltering  rocks  and  trees,  and  before 
anyone  could  call  a  warning,  he  had  ridden  out  into  the 
open,  within  thirty  paces  of  Dyke's  intrenchment. 

Dyke  saw.  There  was  the  arch-enemy ;  the  man  of  all 
men  whom  he  most  hated ;  the  man  who  had  ruined  him, 
who  had  exasperated  him  and  driven  him  to  crime,  and 
who  had  instigated  tireless  pursuit  through  all  those  past 
terrible  weeks.  Suddenly,  inviting  death,  he  leaped  up 
and  forward ;  he  had  forgotten  all  else,  all  other  consider- 
ations, at  the  sight  of  this  man.  He  would  die,  gladly,  so 
only  that  S.  Behrman  died  before  him. 

"  I've  got  you,  anyway,"  he  shouted,  as  he  ran  forward. 

The  muzzle  of  the  weapon  was  not  ten  feet  from  S. 
Behrman's  huge  stomach  as  Dyke  drew  the  trigger.  Had 
the  cartridge  exploded,  death,  certain  and  swift,  would 
have  followed,  but  at  this,  of  all  moments,  the  revolver 
missed  fire. 

S.  Behrman,  with  an  unexpected  agility,  leaped  from 
the  saddle,  and,  keeping  his  horse  between  him  and  Dyke, 
ran,  dodging  and  ducking,  from  tree  to  tree.  His  first 
shot  a  failure,  Dyke  fired  again  and  again  at  his  enemy, 
emptying  his  revolver,  reckless  of  consequences.  His 
every  '  !iot  went  wild,  and  before  he  could  draw  his  knife, 
the  whole  posse  was  upon  him. 

Without  concerted  plans,  obeying  no  signal  but  the 
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promptings  of  the  impulse  that  snatched,  unerring  at 
opportunity-the  men,  Delaney  and  Christian  from  one 
side,  the  sheriff  and  the  deputy  from  the  other,  rushed  in 
They  did  not  fire.  It  was  Dyke  alive  they  wanted.  One 
of  them  had  a  riata  snatched  from  a  saddle-pommel,  and 
with  this  they  tried  to  bind  him. 

The  fight  was  four  to  one— four  men  with  law  on  their 
side  to  one  wounded  freebooter,  half-starved,  exhausted 
by  days  and  nigh  s  of  pursuit,  worn  down  with  loss  of 
sleep,  thirst,  privation,  and  the  grinding,  nerve-racking 
consciousness  of  an  ever-present  peril. 

They  swarmed  upon  him  from  all  sides,  gripping  at 
his  legs,  at  his  arms,  his  throat,  his  head,  striking,  clutch- 
ing, kicking,  falling  to  the  ground,  rolling  over  and  over 
now  under,  now  above,  now  staggering  forward,  now 
toppling  back. 

Still  Dyke  fought.     Through  that  scrambling,  strug- 
gling group,  through  that  maze  of  twisting  bodies  twin- 
ing arms,  straining  legs,   S.   Behrman   saw   him   from 
moment  to  moment,  his  face  flaming,  his  eyes  bloodshot 
his  hair  matted  with  sweat.    Now  he  was  down,  pinned 
under,  two  men  across  his  legs,  aud  now  half-way  up 
again,  struggling  to  one  knee.    Then  upright  again,  with 
half  his  enemies   hanging  on    his  back.     His   colossal 
strength  seemed  doubled;  when  his  arras  were  held    he 
fought  bull-like   with  his  head.     A  score  of  times',  it 
seemed  as  if  they  were  about  to  secure  him  finally  and 
irrevocably,  and  then  he  would  free  an  arm,  a  leg    a 
shoulder,  and  the  group  that,  for  the  fraction  of  an  'in- 
stant, had  settled,  locked  and  rigid,  on  its  prey,  would 
break  up  again  as  he  flung  a  man  from  him,  reeling  and 
bloody,  and  he  himself  twisting,  squirming,  dodging,  his 
great  fists  working  like  pistons,  backed  away,  dragging 
and  carrying  the  others  with  him. 
More  than  once,  he  loosened  almost  every  grip,  and 
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for  an  instant  stood  nearly  free,  panting,  rolling  his  eyes, 
his  clothes  torn  from  his  body,  bleeding,  dripping  with 
sweat,  a  terrible  figure,  nearly  free.  The  sheriff,  under 
his  breath,  uttered  an  exclamation : 

"  By  God,  he'll  get  away  yet." 

S.  Behrman  watched  the  fight  complacently. 

"  That  all  may  show  obstinacy,"  he  commented,  "  but 
it  don't  show  common  sense." 

Yet,  however  Dyke  might  throw  off  the  clutches  and 
fettering  embraces  that  encircled  him,  however  he  might 
disintegrate  and  scatter  the  band  of  foes  that  heaped 
themselves  upon  him,  however  he  might  g^ain  one  instant 
of  comparative  liberty,  some  one  of  his  assailants  always 
hung,  doggedly,  blindly  to  an  arm,  a  leg,  or  a  foot,  and 
the  others,  drawing  a  second's  breath,  closed  in  again, 
implacable,  unconquerable,  ferocious,  like  hounds  upon  a 
wolf. 

At  length,  two  of  the  men  managed  to  bring  Dyke's 
wrists  close  enough  together  to  allow  the  sheriff  to  snap 
the  handcuffs  on.  Even  then,  Dyke,  clasping  his  hand.s, 
and  using  the  handcuffs  themselves  as  a  weapon,  knocked 
down  Delaney  by  the  crushing  impact  of  the  steel  brace- 
lets upon  the  cow-puncher's  forehead.  But  he  could  no 
longer  protect  himself  from  attacks  from  behind,  and  the 
riata  was  finally  passed  around  his  body,  pinioning  his 
arms  to  his  sides.    After  this  it  was  useless  to  resist. 

The  wounded  deputy  sat  with  his  back  to  a  rock,  hold- 
ing his  broken  jaw  in  both  hands.  The  sheriff's  horse, 
with  its  splintered  foreleg,  would  have  to  be  shot.  De- 
laney's  head  was  cut  from  temple  to  cheekbone.  Tlie 
right  wrist  of  the  sheriff  was  all  but  dislocated.  The 
other  deputy  was  so  exhausted  he  had  to  be  helped  to  his 
horse.    But  Dyke  was  taken. 

He  himself  had  suddenly  lapsed  into  semi-unconscious- 
ness, unable  to  walk.    They  sat  him  on  the  buckskin,  S. 
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Behrman  supporting  him,  the  sheriff,  on  foot,  leading  the 
horse  by  the  bridle.    The  little  procession  fonned.  and 

BonnevJle.  A  specal  train,  one  car  and  an  engine,  would 
be  made  up  there,  and  the  highwayman  would  l^eep  in  the 
V  isaha  jail  that  night.  ^ 

Delaney  and  S.  Behrman  found  themselves  in  the  rear 

turned  t"S"ht^^  '  "'°^^'  ""'■     ^^^  '^-P"-'^" 

hi:2:;S?^:;;,!!!^^;SL^f"*="--^^''-^"p 


VI 

Osterman  cut  his  wheat  that  summer  before  any  of  the 
other  ranchers,  and  as  soon  as  his  harvest  was  over  or- 
ganized a  jack-rabbit  drive.  Like  Annixter's  barn-dance, 
it  was  to  be  an  event  in  which  all  the  country-side  should 
take  part.  The  drive  was  to  begin  on  the  most  western 
division  of  the  Osterman  ranch,  whence  it  would  proceed 
towards  the  southeast,  crossing  into  the  northern  part  of 
Quien  Sabe— on  which  Annixter  had  sown  no  wheat— 
and  ending  in  the  hills  at  the  headwaters  of  Broderson 
Creek,  where  a  barbecue  was  to  be  held. 

Early  on  the  morning  of  the  day  of  the  drive,  as  Har- 
ran  and  Presley  were  saddling  their  horses  before  the 
stables  on  Los  Muertos,  the  foreman,  Phelps,  remarked : 
"  I  was  into  town  last  night,  and  I  hear  that  Christian 
has  been  after  Ruggles  early  and  late  to  have  him  put 
him  in  possession  here  on  Los  Muertos,  and  Delaney  is 
doing  the  same  for  Quien  Sabe." 

It  was  this  man  Christian,  the  real  estate  broker,  and 
cousin  of  S.  Behrman,  one  of  the  main  actors  in  the 
drama  of  Dyke's  capture,  who  had  ^ome  forward  as  a 
purchaser  of  Los  Muertos  when  the  Railroad  had  re- 
graded  its  holdings  on  the  ranches  around  Bonneville. 

"  He  claims,  of  course,"  Phelps  went  on,  "  that  when 
he  bought  Los  Muertos  of  the  Railroad  he  was  guar- 
anteed possession,  and  he  wants  the  place  in  time  for  the 
harvest." 

"  That's  almost  as  thin,"  muttered  Harran  as  he  thrust 
the  bit  into  his  horse's  mouth,  "  as  Delaney  buying  An- 
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worth  the  price  of  a  eood  hor<!P    uru     .u         ^'^"^^  " 

find  the  money  to  buy  Los  Muertos?    tw!- 

man  in  all  Bonneville  rich  enoughTdo  it     SrH  """^ 

cals!  as  if  we  didn't  ^»-  tU.t  A  .    .  damned  ras- 

a«M,     Ivt    '?'°«-    '^key  won't  dart  move  00  ni  yet 
awMle.    Why,  Ptes,  the  moment  they'd  try  to  !„■„„.. 

Leagne  mens  bnsine.s  thlsLe"  ''      "^  "" 

™.ng  people  from  all  th.  country  round  about  Bo„  t 

s  L  afther  ""Y  '°  *'  '■"''''''  "^"^^the  «ame  people 
i^een  at  the  ban,-danc^i„  th.ir  Sunday  finexy,  the^Jl 
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in  muslin  frocks  and  garden  hats,  the  men  with  linen 
dusters  over  their  black  clothes;  the  older  wom-n  in 
prints  and  dotted  calicoes.     Many  of  these  latter  had 
already  taken  off  their  bonnets— the  day  was  very  hot— 
and  pinning  them  in  newspapers,  stowed  them  under 
the   seats.     They   tucked  their   handkerchiefs   into  the 
collars  of  their  dresses,  or  knotted  them  about  their  fat 
necks  to  keep  out  the  dust.    From  the  axle  trees  of  the 
vehicles  swung  carefully  covered  buckets  of  galvanised 
iron,  in  which  the  lunch  was  packed.    The  younger  chil- 
dren, the  boys  witli  great  frilled  collars,  the  girls  with 
ill-fitting  shoes  cramping  their  feet,  leaned  from  the  sides 
of  buggy  and  carry-all,  eating  bananas  and  "  macaroons  " 
staring  about  with  ox-like  stolidity.    Tied  to  the  axle's 
the  dogs  followed  the  horses'  hoofs  with  lolling  tongues 
coated  with  dust. 

The  California  summer  lay  blanket-wise  and  smother- 
ing over  all  the  land.  The  hills,  bone-dry,  were  browned 
and  parched.  The  grasses  and  wild-oats,  sear  and  yellow 
snapped  like  glass  filaments  under  foot.  The  roads  the 
bordering  fences,  even  the  lower  leaves  and  branches  of 
the  trees,  were  thick  and  grey  with  dust.  All  colour  had 
been  burned  from  the  landscape,  except  in  the  irrigated 
patches,  that  in  the  waste  of  brown  and  dull  yellow 
glowed  like  oases. 

The  wheat,  now  close  to  its  maturity,  had  turned  from 
pale  yellow  to  golden  yellow,  and  from  that  to  brown 
Like  a  gigantic  carpet,  it  spread  itself  over  all  the  land. 
There  was  nothing  else  to  be  seen  but  the  limitless  sea  of 
wheat  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  dry,  rustling,  crisp 
and  harsh  in  the  rare  breaths  of  hot  wind  out  of  the 
southeast. 

As  Harran  and  Presley  went  along  the  county  road, 
the  number  of  vehicles  and  riders  increased.  They  over- 
took and  passed  Hooven  and  his  family  in  the  former's 
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the  older  dlughter  AW  ^k 'J'"'"  ^"'  ""''=''  -"^ 

laid  across  thf  des  0^1.  ^"''"''  ^"^^"^  °"  ^  ^oard 

stopped  to  shale  htds         "'^°"-    ^^"'^^  ^^  «-"" 

dose  rebbt  you  ber  '^n^'h  '  hTrsLf  r^^  ^^"^^'^  ^^^ 

Hooven  doubled  up  with  merriment. 
'Z^^.  witL' S^ir^^^^  ^-i-    ^^'  ^'-  --  o./ 

ing  his  knee,  r^s  notion  T  t""'  '^^"^''''  '^-'- 
AIl  day  long  he  could  hli:  ,  ^  '  ""^  irresistible. 
Mist'r  Praice^ie  he  sav  <  Do  '  T'""^  "•  "  ^nd 
-hoot.  Bismarck;  3  ^^  ::h'"Go«  ^"  "°'""  '^^  •^°" 
-lluf  one  oaf  dos;  mair  "helP  '       "'  ""'  ''"''*  ^  •"'- 

thett  rMsrHor„°:;:;:s  '^-^^ '-,  '^  -^-^ 

behind  her     Her  Inv^  Iff  ^  ^  ^""""P  °^  men 

Muertos.  '  ^'^""  ^''"  ^''^  t^'k  of  all  Los 

said'toXl*.  "''°^^"  '"'  ^°"'^  ^°  ''^  '''^  '•^<'."  P-'e.v 
"Oh,  she's  all  right,"  the  other  answered     "  Th.r^- 
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I.  i^ .  '  **!  *  """*'■  °^  ™""«''  '^''''^  »  So*^  girt,"  Pres- 
ley  hastened  to  reply,  "only  she's  too  pretty  for  a  poor 
girl  and  too  sure  of  her  prettiness  besides.  That's  the 
kind,  he  continued,  "  who  would  find  it  pretty  easy  to  go 
wrong  if  they  lived  in  a  city."  ^  ^ 

Around  Caraher's  was  a  veritable  throng.     Saddle 

fr.r^''"/^'"  ^y  '^'  ^'=°'-«  ^"«  -^'ustered  under- 
neath the  shed  or  hitched  to  the  railings  in  front  of  the 
watenng  trough.  Three  of  Broderson's  Portuguese 
tenants  and  a  couple  of  workmen  from  the  Railroad  shops 
m  Bonneville  were  on  the  porch,  already  very  drunk 
fr„^°T"f^'  y°""8:/nen,  singly  or  in  groups,  came 
from  the  door-way,  wiping  their  lips  with  sidelong  ges- 
^res  of  the  hand.  The  whole  place  exhaled  the  febrile 
bustle  of  the  saloon  on  a  holiday  morning. 

The  procession  of  teams  streamed  on  through  Bonne- 
ville reenfc.ced  at  every  street  corner.  Along  the  Upper 
Road  from  Quien  Sabe  and  Guadalajara  came  fresh  aux- 
iharies,  Spanish-Me:.icans  from  the  town  itself.-swarthv 
young  men  on  capering  horses,  dark-eyed  girls  and  ma- 
trons in  red  and  black  and  yellow,  more  Portuguese  in 
brand-new  overalls,  smoking  long  thin  cigars.  Ev»n 
i'Kher  Sarria  appeared. 

Hilma.  Has  got  his  ouckskin  back."  The  master  of 
yuien  Sabe,  in  top  laced  boots  and  campaign  hat,  a  cigar 
in  his  teeth,  followed  along  beside  the  carry-all.  Hilma 
and  Mrs.  Derrick  were  on  the  back  seat,  voung  Vacca 
driving.  Harran  and  Presley  bowed,  taking  off  their 
hats. 

"Hello,  hello.  Pres,"  cried  Annixter,  over  the  heads  of 
the  intervening  crowd,  standing  up  in  his  stirrups  and 
waving  a  hand,  "Great  day!  -What  a  mob,  hey?    Say 
when  this  thing  is  over  and  everybody  starts  to  walk  into 
the  barbecue,  come  and  have  lunch  with  us.    I'll  look 
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Hello,  Harrati,  where's  the 


fo*-  you.  you  and  Harran. 
"Overnor?  " 

"  He  didn't  come  to-dav  "  H».. 

crowd  carried  him  further -u^f"    '°"''''  ^'''^' '''  ""e 

"■•-nd  old  BroderfrtL^Sis  """'""•    "  ^^' 

tions  could  be  seen  hr,l..  Tu  """'^-  ^""^  all  direc- 
•stubble.  converg  nX::  The  rS"  '''''"'  ^'^^'^^^  '"« 
Ranch  house  wL  feft  to  the  e.?  r"''  ^sterman's 
guests  hurrying  forward-for  h  k"''  ''^  ""^^  °'  '^e 
where  around  a  flag  pole  flvL  T."  '°  ^'  '^"=-'0 
of  buggies  and  ho«es  ts  Svt  '?'  '  ^^^*  "°^'' 
shals  began  to  appear  Ho'^.°''"""S^-  '^^  mar- 
farm  wafon.  pi„:;:rh ;  I^z^jtt'':'  '"■"  "^^ 

mounted  his  horse,  ol  !„  ?  ''^ ""' '^"'"'"  and 
clothes  of  English  pattern  I^n  '."  """^^'Jous  riding 
'"•s  best  thoro^ugllTd  ScS:'T„/'  '"t  ''°""  "P°« 
chaffing,  joshing,  his  JeaT  '  „ti  ^"  ^^'^ybody, 

PetnalgrinofamiaMitf  '"^''"''^^  '"  ^  P^^- 

procession  came  to  a  ha^  he' T""? ''^  "°P-  ^hf 
eastward.  The  line  be^f  tot  S  '?h^  "^'T' 
perspiring,  shoutine  frettmo-  r,  •  ^''^  marshals 
this  one  forwarKVdlriLnkis^lr/.^'""''  "^^"^ 
t  ousands  of  conveyances  fn^^'ers  in'  T^',*'^ 
shaped  like  a  wide  open  crescent     Tc     •  ^  ''"^■ 

command  of  lieutenant,  ZlyK  ,  "^'"S"'  ""der  the 
before  its  centre  Oste™!?  'S'^  "^"^""^-  F^-"  O"' 
yond  expression  at  S,  *"'  P'^"'  ''^'''^''^ed  be- 

.alleo..  Lrg^^HorseTar  °"""^'  ^'^'  '^  ^'^     ' 

soohl^^'LSedlirH    '°  "°™^^  ''^   ^^^y 
husba„d.sp,aceon^hX"a^d^ato?Ltior  "^ 
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herself  ShX   S 1"."™ ""''  ^'""»'  '-"■»« 
over  .he  flat  eCn^e  o   S.t  '"  '"'^T'-   ""^  ""'« 

thouMnd  people  were  pre.e„T   The  1^"'  ""''^  ''"'^ 
'argest  ever  held.    But  nostarf  !  *"  °"*  °^  "^e 

the  vast  crescent  stuck  mo,      ^     "'  '"'"''=  ''""nobih-zed, 

Here  and  there"!:^^  beTa7d  ,1""'"  f '/  '""'■"^-"• 
remonstrance.  '^°'"'  "P''^'«^<'  '"  Jocular 

InZ'Pl^^^V'^^  '■"'•^  P^'^"^  soon." 

•' aT  ;::'  r '^^"^  P---  -  --in^  fa,se  alarms. 

"  Off,  at  last." 
"  We're  off." 

oJltoi^lr  if ^ot'^'^  ^-"^  -  '•"  ^He  hne.  An 
always  ^the  er„o  1  r  '  "T'°"*'  ''''^^  "^  bearing, 
hustled  ^do'd/redbacT-rl'T^      ""'^  *°  ^ 

sShSs-~^?!?;-ris 

'  Oh,  he's  easy." 

"Don't  be  in  a  hurry,  Grandpa." 

^ay,  you  want  to  drive  all  tJi»  ,okt,-^ 
T -t-- .  uiive  an  tne  rabbits  yourself  " 

hu^ '' iosh'."'  ""■'""  ^°"P  °^  ^''^  ^^"ows  ied  a 
"Sdttnn;'.^!."^'^^^^'-'-^  ^-.  the  'do.fun„y," 

^;r^:t:^;^''"^-^^^--''^'''o-^unn,'" 


'  do-funny 
. ,     le  d     ■ 
can't  start  without 


•Oh 


say, 


know  what  the  do-funny  is.    We 


sure.    Pete  went  back  to 


get  it.' 


'**«)' of  Qlifeni, 


"Oh    1    ir  ^*>otting  for  jt ? "  ■ 

\  ?:"''"'=  "-"SgZU^^^^^  '•"  •  covered 
,.  ^n  fact,  it  did  appear  «.  .».!  ^  **>'  o^"  there  " 

r^t  bacw/lTe,r;r-°- there." 
..^Vhere's  the  -do-funny,.., 
overth^r:^--°'"^-n,issitan.    The.Ve  a.,  started 

.^--n-a.e,„opin.aio„,infro„tofthe,i„e 

"Thlf    """'    "'   """   '"■'    "^'^   ''""'^   ^- 

"^£«pSonS'"?rh'.   ^"'"'"^y  «n,uItaneousIy 
We  re  off  "  ' 

*»tal  .„|„g  their  am"   .■'*'" '"W  fo™.rt, 
—    •    K„p  b.ck  he.    .      ■^°' '"'f'.  »«  loo  ta. 


496 


The  Octopus 


dL^"!!!'  T^^^'  T'^''  ""  ''°""'  ''°°f*'  ">«  barking  of 
dogs,  the  shouts  of  conversation  and  laughter 

me?ln!r*t"  ""*'  ^""'  ''"***"'  *"«°"»'  P»».  dogs, 
men  and  boy.  on  foot,  and  armed  with  club.  n,o«d 
.tewly  acros.  the  field.,  .ending  up  a  cloud  of  white  d^It 
that  hung  above  the  seen,  like  smoke.  A  brisk  gaiety 
was  m  the  air.  Evc,>one  was  in  the  Sest  of  hSlor 
callmg  from  team  to  team,  laughing,  skylarking.  joshinR' 
PabiL  K  t  *''\«"''y^R"'«=''o,  and  Gethings.  o^f  he  Sa^„ 
Pablo  both  on  horseback,  found  themselves  .ide  by  .id" 

kept  up  a  prolonged  and   serious  conversation  on  an 
expected  rise  in  the  price  of  wheat.     Dabney    also  on 

w°o:;d  b^t  h'''"°r'  '"='"•  "'"^"'"^  attentivelj'to  eve  ; 
word,  but  hazarding  no  remark 

Mrs.  Derrick  and  Hilma  sat  in  the  back  seat  of  the 

turbed  by  such  a  great  concourse  of  people,  frightened 
a  the  Idea  of  the  killing  of  so  many  rabbitl,  drewLk  in 
her  place,  her  young-girl  eyes  troubled  and  filled  with  a 
rf'  distress.  Hilma.  very  much  excited,  leaned  from 
Jabhir^t  '  ''"'"°"'  *°  ''"  everything,  watching  for 
«Se  i  hlr'S."""'""^"^  """"-^"^  °^  Anni.ter'wh. 
The  change  that  had  been  progressing  in  Hilma  ever 
since  the  night  of  the  famous  barn-dan«,  nowTe'eme. 
to  be  approaching  its  climax;  first  the  girl,  then  the 
woman,  ast  of  all  the  Mother.    Conscious  ^gi^ity  a  new 

ttTd'r  '"f  Ir  '"^T"'"-  ''=^'='°P^'l-    The  shrinS'ng ,r 
t,m.d,ty  of  the  girl  just  awakening  to  the  consciousness 

troubous  complexity  of  the  woman,  a  mystery  ev;n  to 
PhcS  ofT'^^M-  ^°'''"''°°d  dawned.  thTold  sim- 
Pl'c  ty  of  her  maiden  days  came  back  to  her.  It  was 
no  longer  a  simphcity  of  ignorance,  but  of  supreme 
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taowtedge,  the  .i„,p,,ei,y  ,f  ,.     ^  ^  ''^^ 

of  (freatne...  She  looked  thl  '^^'^*'  "'*^  ""'Plici.y 
«r«-  At  last,  the  co„S„  '''/."'"r  "  ^^rlewl^  i„  Z 
b.rd.,  r..ettl.„g.  adjusted "t.elf  I'ft'  '"''  ^^'*'''-  " 
he  trouble  calm,  wrene.  en  IrL  *^  ''"  """"^'^d  from 
"ke  a  queen  into  the  r„l    of  1  "e,^ '"'°  ^»  «l'vinc  righ^ 

And  with  this,  with  th-  tn„   ,   ,      °^  perpetual  peace 
Poi.ed  above  he;Cd  ^he'^a'?'  '"»'  'he  crown'Tu  "g 
ness  infinitely  beautif.  I    ■  ^  "  "  "P°"  "''ma  a  e-enfii 
■hat  touched Xri"„«;;'e'y  Pathe.ie;  a  s^^ 

«««■  She  moved  s^oundL  k  """'  "'^  ""^'""^  °f  a 
Phere  of  W.  Love  "° "  fn  ,  '  ^"  '"^'-Wc  atmos! 
eyes  Love-,he  dim  reC'";.  "'"''-"Pened  brown 

;nv.sible  electric  fluid,  dTse„lr",    ''"^"-">^Love,    „' 
J"  the  velvety  huskin  ssof  f!f "  !'''"•  '"bfe.  allur  „' 
=>  "ote  of  unknown  mSc       "  '°'"'  ^^^  vibrated  iS 

'°"ched  to  the  quick  by  thTset°  'r'''^'-'  «  -^'  hours 

He  had  never  forgotten  that  1-1?'  ?°"  «"™«  asleep. 
J°«ndless  happinefs  in  th  te  t  ""  "'''■^^''°"  "^  hfs 
y^Sht  that  Hilma  /r„.w  h.m  f" '-'  ""^  ^^"^^'^ed,  the 
-worthiness,  a  vast  and  huS^  thTu'P  ^'  '^'^  °-n 
32  """"e  thankfulness  that  his 
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God  had  chosen  him  of  all  men  for  this  great  joy,  had 
brought  him  to  his  kn'es  for  the  first  time  in  all  his 
troubled,  restless  life  of  combat  and  aggression.  He 
prayed,  he  knew  not  what, — vague  words,  wordless 
thoughts,  resolving  fiercely  to  do  right,  to  make  some 
return  for  God's  gfift  thus  placed  within  his  hands. 

Where  once  Annixter  had  thought  only  of  himself,  he 
now  thought  only  of  Hilma.  The  time  when  this  thought 
of  another  should  broaden  and  widen  into  thought  oi 
Others,  was  yet  to  come ;  but  already  it  had  expanded  to 
include  the  unborn  child — already,  as  in  the  case  of  Mrs. 
Dyke,  it  had  broadened  to  enfold  another  child  and 
another  mother  bound  to  him  by  no  ties  other  than  those 
of  humanity  and  pity.  In  time,  starting  from  this  point 
it  would  reach  out  more  and  more  till  it  should  take  in 
all  men  and  all  women,  and  the  intolerant  selfish  man, 
while  retaining  all  of  his  native  strength,  should  become 
tolerant  and  generous,  kind  and  forgiving. 

For  the  moment,  however,  the  two  natures  struggled 
within  him.  A  fight  was  to  be  fought,  one  more,  the 
last,  the  fiercest,  the  attack  of  the  enemy  who  menaced 
his  very  home  and  hearth,  was  to  be  resisted.  Then, 
peace  attained,  arrested  development  would  once  more 
proceed. 

Hilma  looked  from  the  carry-all,  scanning  the  open 
plain  in  front  of  the  advancing  line  of  the  drive. 

"  Where  are  the  rabbits?  "  she  asked  of  Annixter.  "  I 
don't  see  any  at  all." 

"  They  are  way  ahead  of  us  yet,"  he  said.  "  Here, 
take  the  glasses." 

He  passed  her  his  field  glasses,  and  she  adjusted  them. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  she  cried,  "  I  see.  I  can  see  five  or  six.  but 
oh,  so  far  off." 

"  The  beggars  run  'way  ahead,  at  first." 

"  I  should  say  so.    See  them  run,— little  specks.    Every 
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now  and  then  they  sit  up,  their  ears  straight  up,  in  the 
air." 

"  Here,  look,  Hilma,  there  goes  one  close  by." 

From  out  of  the  ground  apppvtw.U;  some  twenty  yards 
distant,  a  great  jack  sprang  :.ito  view,  b.v  nding  away 
with  tremendous  leaps,  his  bl.ck-Hpped  e;  ;s  erect.  He 
disappeared,  his  grey  body  losn.g  its.;;'  ajjainst  the  grey 
of  the  ground. 

"  Oh,  a  big  fellow." 

"  Hi,  yonder's  another." 

"  Yes,  yes,  oh,  look  at  him  run." 

From  off  the  surface  of  the  ground,  at  first  apparently 
empty  of  all  life,  and  seemingly  unable  to  afford  hiding 
place  for  so  much  as  a  field-mouse,  jack-rabbits  started 
up  at  every  moment  as  the  line  went  forward.  At  first, 
they  appeared  singly  and  at  long  intervals ;  then  in  twos 
and  threes,  as  the  drive  continued  to  advance.  They 
leaped  across  the  plain,  and  stopped  in  the  distance,  sit- 
ting up  with  straight  ears,  then  ran  on  again,  were 
joined  by  others ;  sank  down  flush  to  the  soil — their  ears 
flattened ;  started  up  again,  ran  to  the  side,  turned  back 
once  more,  darted  away  with  incredible  swiftness,  and 
were  lost  to  view  only  to  be  replaced  by  a  score  of 
others. 

Gradually,  the  number  of  jacks  to  be  seen  over  the  ex- 
panse of  stubble  in  front  of  the  line  of  teams  increased. 
Their  antics  were  infinite.  No  two  acted  precisely  alike. 
Some  lay  stubbornly  close  in  a  little  depression  between 
two  clods,  till  the  horses'  hoofs  were  all  but  upon  them, 
then  sprang  out  from  their  hiding-place  at  the  last  second. 
Others  ran  forward  but  a  few  yards  at  a  time,  refusing 
to  take  flight,  scenting  a  greater  danger  before  them  than 
behind.  Still  others,  forced  up  at  the  last  moment, 
doubled  with  lightning  alacrity  in  their  tracks,  turning 
back  to   scuttle   between  the   teams,   taking  desperate 
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chances.  As  often  as  this  occurred,  it  was  the  signal  for 
a  great  uproar. 

"  Don't  let  him  get  through ;  don't  let  him  get  through." 

"  Look  out  for  him,  there  he  goes." 

Horns  were  blown,  bells  rung,  tin  pans  clamorously 
beaten.  Either  the  jack  escaped,  or  confused  by  the 
noise,  darted  back  again,  fleeing  away  as  if  his  life  de- 
pended on  the  issue  of  the  instant.  Once  even,  a  bewil- 
dered rabbit  jumped  fair  into  Mrs.  Derrick's  lap  as  she 
sat  in  the  carry-all,  and  was  out  again  like  a  flash. 

"  Poor  frightened  thing,"  she  exclaimed ;  and  for  a 
long  time  afterward,  she  retained  upon  her  knees  the 
sensation  of  the  four  little  paws  quivering  with  excite- 
ment, and  the  feel  of  the  trembling  furry  body,  with  its 
wildly  beating  heart,  pressed  against  her  own. 

By  noon  the  number  of  rabbits  discernible  by  Annix- 
ter's  field  glasses  on  ahead  was  far  into  the  thousands. 
What  seemed  to  be  ground  resolved  itself,  when  seen 
through  the  glasses,  into  a  maze  of  small,  moving  bodies, 
leaping,  ducking,  doubling,  running  back  and  forth — a 
wilderness  of  agitated  ears,  white  tails  and  twinkling 
legs.  The  outside  wings  of  the  curved  line  of  vehicles 
began  to  draw  in  a  little ;  Osterman's  ranch  was  left  be- 
hind, the  drive  continued  on  over  Quien  Sabe. 

As  the  day  advanced,  the  rabbits,  singularly  enough, 
became  less  wild.  When  flushed,  they  no  longer  ran  so 
far  nor  so  fast,  limping  off  instead  a  few  feet  at  a  time, 
and  crouching  down,  their  ears  close  upon  their  backs. 
Thus  it  was,  that  by  degrees  the  teams  began  to  close  up 
on  the  main  herd.  At  every  instant  the  numbers  in- 
creased. It  was  no  longer  thousands,  it  was  tens  of  thou- 
sands.   The  earth  was  alive  with  rabbits. 

Denser  and  denser  grew  the  throng.  In  all  directions 
nothing  was  to  be  seen  but  the  loose  mass  of  the  moving 
jacks.    The  horns  of  the  crescent  of  teams  began  to  con^ 
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tract.  Far  off  the  corra'  came  into  sight.  The  disinte- 
grated mass  of  rabbits  commenced,  as  it  were,  to  solidify 
to  coagulate.  At  first,  each  jack  was  some  three  feet  dis- 
tant from  his  nearest  neighbor,  but  this  space  diminished 
to  iwo  feet,  then  to  one,  then  to  but  a  few  inches.  The 
rabbits  began  leaping  over  one  another. 

Then  the  strange  scene  defined  itself.  It  was  no  longer 
a  herd  covering  the  earth.  It  was  a  sea,  whipped  into 
confusion,  tossing  incessantly,  leaping,  falling,  agitated 
by  unseen  forces.  At  times  the  unexpected  tameness  of 
the  rabbits  all  at  once  vanished.  Throughout  certain 
portions  of  the  herd  eddies  of  terror  abruptly  burst  forth 
A  panic  spread;  then  there  would  ensue  a  blind,  wild 
rushing  together  of  thousands  of  crowded  bodies,  and  a 
furious  scrambling  over  backs,  till  the  scuffing  thud  of 
innumerable  feet  over  the  earth  rose  to  a  reverberating 
murmur  as  of  distant  thundei,  here  and  there  pierced 
by  the  strange,  wild  cry  of  the  rabbit  in  distress. 

The  line  of  vehicles  was  halted.  To  go  forward  now 
meant  to  trample  the  rabbits  under  foot.  The  drive  came 
to  a  standstill  while  the  herd  entered  the  corral.  This 
took  time,  for  the  rabbits  were  by  now  too  crowded  to 
run.  However,  Hke  an  opened  sluice-gate,  the  extending 
flanks  of  the  entrance  of  the  corral  slowly  engulfed  the 
herd.  The  mass,  packed  tight  as  ever,  by  degrees  di- 
minished, precisely  as  a  pool  of  water  when  a  dam  is 
opened.  The  last  stragglers  went  in  with  a  rush,  and  the 
gate  ,'as  dropped. 
"Come,  just  have  a  look  in  here,"  called  Annixter. 
Hilma,  descending  from  the  carry-all  and  joined  by 
Presley  and  Harran,  approached  and  looked  over  the 
high  board  fence. 

"Oh,  did  you  ever  see  anything  like  that?"  she  ex- 
claimed. 

The  corral,  a  really  large  enclosure,  had  proved  all  too 
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small  for  the  niimber  of  rabbits  collected  by  the  drive. 
Inside  it  was  a  living,  moving,  leaping,  breathing,  twist- 
ing mass.  The  rabbits  were  packed  two,  three,  and  four 
feet  deep.  They  were  in  constant  movement;  those  be- 
neath struggling  to  the  top,  those  on  top  sinking  and  dis- 
appearmg  below  their  fellows.  All  wildness,  all  fear  of 
man,  seemed  to  have  entirely  disappeared.  Men  and  boys 
reaching  over  the  sides  of  the  corral,  picked  up  a  jack 
m  each  hand,  holding  them  by  the  ears,  while  two  re- 
porters from  San  Francisco  papers  took  photographs  of 
the  scene.  The  noise  made  by  the  tens  of  thousands  of 
movmg  bodies  was  as  the  noise  of  wind  in  a  forest,  while 
from  the  hot  and  sweating  mass  there  rose  a  strange  odor, 
penetrating,  ammoniacal,  savouring  of  wild  life. 

On  signal,  the  killing  began.  Dogs  that  had  been 
brought  there  fqr  that  purpose  when  let  into  the  corral 
refused,  as  had  been  half  expected,  to  do  the  work.  They 
snuflfed  curiously  at  the  pile,  then  backed  off,  disturbed, 
perplexed.  But  the  men  and  boys— Portuguese  for  the 
most  part— were  more  eager.  Annixter  drew  Hilma 
away,  and,  indeed,  most  of  the  people  set  about  the  bar- 
becue at  once. 

In  the  corral,  however,  the  killing  went  forward 
Armed  with  a  club  in  each  hand,  the  young  fellows  from 
Guadalajara  and  Bonneville,  and  the  farm  boys  from  the 
ranches,  leaped  over  the  rails  of  the  corral.  They  walked 
unsteadily  upon  the  myriad  of  crowding  bodies  under- 
foot, or,  as  space  was  cleared,  sank  almost  waist  deep  into 
the  mass  that  leaped  and  squirmed  about  them.  Blindly 
furiously,  they  struck  and  struck.  The  Anglo-Saxon 
spectators  round  about  drew  back  in  disgust,  but  the  hot, 
degenerated  blood  of  Portuguese.  Mexican,  and  mixed 
Spaniard  boiled  up  in  excitement  at  this  wholesale 
slaughter. 

,    But  only  a  few  of  the  participants  of  the  drive  cared 


A  Story  of  California 


503 

entire  beeves  were  roastinT  f  J  ^'""'^'^y  '«"» 

.^addles  removed  and  n,en^         '=  ''""*  ^""^  '''»'=''ed. 

-corked,  nTpkln  I'nd  „i  Tr"'  '"'"  ^°"'^^  -"« 
The  men  lit  Ji^"  and  Sa  °  ^,  ''''''''  °'"  '"^  ^^°""d- 
casion  to  nurs^their  bab£         "  "°'"^"  "'^^^  '"^  - 

an?2s:2S;r:^---':£--boot. 

groups,  keeping  up  an   endiesTrot  of  lif  "ll.*''^ 
-ck  up  about  him  .ZJ!]^^:^^^  ,!^-^^"^ 

coi^:stl£e^^.sr^^~^ 

were  sitting  down  to  ihe."  Cc'h      ""  '"'  """•  °""^'' 
screw"'  '"'   ^^^'•^"'-^  "ght.     But  we've  no  cork- 

Hilma  hastened  o  m,t  fl    ^     .    ''^^^  J"''  "«  tl^<=  fire. 

Osterman  had  a  ioklT     '^^^  "^'"^  P'^"'^'-- 
ioke  that  was  rathe  tr    H  T""  ^'*''  *'^'=  t^^°  ^oys,  a 
-ords  ato  on  his  2°^;  "T  "'  ^.  '"™^^  ^"-"t'  ^"e 

-.whomheha;;;n;-rm-:Ermrh;: 
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w  thher  h  J  P'«'^{t''«  ?>«««'.  »nd  was  now  sitting 
rJ^t.  %.        '^^^'"'*  ''"=  *'"'  ''^''^«"  t*o  boles  of  the 

»^?  roots  on  ether  s.de  of  her  were  like  the  arms  of  a 
great  cha.r-a  chair  of  state.  She  sat  thus  as  on  a 
throne,  raised  above  the  rest,  the  radiance  of  the  unseen 
crown  of  motherhood  glowing  from  her  forehead  Ihe 
be^auty  of  the  perfect  woman  surrounding  her  1  a 

And  the  josh  died  away  on  Osterman's  lips,  and  un- 
conscous ly  and  swiftly  he  bared  his  head.    Something 

under,?""/  *'''".'"  "'^  '''  ^''°"*  l'™  ^^at  he  did  not 
understand,  somethmg,  however,  that  imposed  reverence 
and  profound  respect.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life  em- 
barrassment se.zed  upon  him,  upon  this  joker,  this  w;arcr 

et  1  M  '.'^"'''  °^  ^"""^  ^'°"^^'  ^'th  his  large,  red 
ears  bald  h^ad  and  comic  actor's  face.  He  stammered 
con^sedly  and  took.himself  away,  for  the  mo"  ^ 
stracted.  senous,  lost  in  thought 

he  People,  elemental,  gross,  a  great  appeasing  of  appe- 

oa;trribrr"M''""'.'''"^  °'  **''"'•  Q^^^^^^  °f  t' ef, 
roasts,  nbs,  shoulders,  haunches  were  consumed,  loaves  o 

bread  by  the  thousands  disappeared,  whole  barrels  o 

wme  went  down  the  dry  and  dusty  throats  of  the  muW- 

^.nlr  "''"°"  '^^^'^  ^•'"^  '^^  P^°P'e  ^te.  while 
ate  for  r"  T'T"^-  E^^ybody  had  their  fill.  One 
nothing  ?V  /^- '"^'  '''°'^"^  '^^'  t'^"^  should  be 

dean  plte!'  "^""'"^^""^  ''  ^  "^"er  of  pride  to  exhibit  a 

After  dinner,  preparations  were  made  for  games   On  a 

wl'  o  sTr"  ''   rV""  "'  •'"^  °^  ^"^  '^"'^  thf  contest!" 
were  to  strive.   There  was  to  be  a  footrace  of  young  girls 

it\zTr  I  f ""'"'' ""'  '""^  •-""^-  f^''- 

were  to  put  the  shot,  to  compete  in  the  running  broad 
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''te7a„'dltre5"„g"^  ^'^^  j'"'"P' '«  "'e  hop,  skip,  and 

-ocence.  cc^ende/r^^'^^^^f -Saxon  -VthaTd 

g-ood  people,  kindly,  beni«,;l  ^''"^  P'=0P'e  were 

Pve  than  to  receive  J     ^       ^''^"'  always  readier  V^ 

Annixter,  Harran    /' °!^"*'^"'  women?  ^' 

plateau  where  the  games  wrref^'K ''[""'^^  '°  the  level 
---«.  and  markfhfd  j;;;  °  t'^^''  !°  '^^  out  the 
here  once  Presley  had  loved  to'^oun  ""''  '^^  ^^^^  P'^« 
;«ad,ng  his  books  of  poemr  sm„i  ^'  ""'"''^  afternoons, 
h-  h>g:h  point  one  doZ'Zt"'""'  '°^'"^-  F-" 
south  and  west.    The  vZT  ^"""^  valley  to  the 

P-ed  for  a  momenfonS  cTe"  7^\J'^  ^''^  -" 
Yotmg  Vacca  came  runnin         .^"""  *° 'Consider  it 
«^ier  then,,  calling  for'  A„"„S  ^"^  ^^""^  "P  the  hlli 

Well,  well,  what  is  it' " 
H-n;°?:™-::;-«^.Joryo,sir,yo„^^^ 

i-t  co„,e  from  the'  G^lZTj.uT  ''  '^^"■■<='^'^'  "- 
'ts  important."  ''™°'^  W'*  a  message.    I  guess 

turlfdt^k"''^*'-^  "-■'" -ttered  Annixter,  as  they 

^"^i3^rr^Ss;'L--"--ous 

'"^  ammal  that  was  one  lather  ^f      '"^'"^  "^  t*"^  ''ridle 

P'=".ckers  were  turning  theX/dr^'     ^  ''^'  ^^  ^^e 

&  tneir  heads  curiously  in  that  di- 
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rection.  Evidently  something  of  moment  was  in  the 
wind. 

"  What's  all  up?  "  demanded  Annixter,  as  he  and  Har- 
ran,  followed  by  Presley,  drew  near. 

"  There's  hell  to  pay,"  exclaimed  Osterman  under  his 
breath.    "  Read  that.    Vanamee  just  brought  it." 

He  handed  Annixter  a  sheet  of  note  paper,  and  turned 
again  to  the  cinching  of  his  saddle. 

"  We've  got  to  be  quick,"  he  cried.  "  They've  stolen  a 
march  on  us." 

Annixter  read  the  note,  Harran  and  Presley  looking 
over  his  shoulder. 

"  Ah,  it's  them,  is  it,"  exclaimed  Annixter. 

Harran  set  his  teeth.    "  Now  for  it,"  he  exclaimed. 

"  They've  been  to  your  place  already,  Mr.  Annixter," 
said  Vanamee.  "I  passed  by  it  on  my  way  up.  They  have 
put  Delaney  in  possession,  and  have  set  all  your  furniture 
out  in  the  road." 

Annixter  turned  about,  his  lips  white.  Already  Presley 
and  Harran  had  run  to  their  horses. 

"  Vacca,"  cried  Annixter,  "  where's  Vacca  ?  Put  the 
saddle  on  the  buckskin,  quick.  Osterman,  get  as  many 
of  the  Leagfue  as  are  here  together  at  this  spot,  under- 
stand.   I'll  be  back  in  a  minute.    I  must  tell  Hilma  this." 

Hooven  ran  up  as  Annixter  disappeared.  His  little 
eyes  were  blazing,  he  was  dragging  his  horse  with  him. 

"  Say,  dose  fellers  come,  hey?  Me,  I'm  alretty,  see  I 
hev  der  guhn." 

"They've  jumped  the  ranch,  little  g^irl,"  said  Annixter, 
putting  one  arm  around  Hilma.  "  They're  in  our  house 
now.    I'm  off.    Go  to  Derrick's  and  wait  for  me  there." 

She  put  her  arms  around  his  neck. 

"You're  going?"  she  demanded. 

"  I  must.  Don't  be  frightened.  It  will  be  all  right. 
Go  to  Derrick's  and — ^good-bye." 
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She  said  never  a  word     mi.^  in^t,.^  1 

e:  »,  then  kissed  hi.  o„  the  ^l^*''  °"«  '-*^  •"'°  "is 

.0  tufcef  w!!;:  "'""h'^'  'P^"'-    The  multitude  rose 
to  Its  feet.    Women  and  men   with  pale  faces  looked  ,t 

he^oilhtT"'"  *^°'  ^'  '"  °"""'^"-  he  found  a  num- 
ber of  the  Leaguers  already  assembled.  They  wereTll 
mounted.    Hooven  was  there  and  Harran,  and  beside 

San  Pabr^P?  \^'''''  '^"'^''  ^^^  Gethings  o/te 
I«"of  a^n  K ''^  *'?  '°^'='"^"  °'  Los  MuerL.  and! 

pire;:i?ss'ur "  ^^^  ^•^^^'-^  '^  -^  -• 

"Best  keep  out  of  this,  Pres."  cried  Annixter. 

Are  we  ready?"  exclaimed  Gethings. 

Keady,  ready,  we're  all  here." 
"  ^"-  ^  Is  this  all  of  us  ?  "  c.  ;ed  Annixter.    "  Where  are 

Zz^P'-'  '"^"  ^"^  --'  ^°'"^  -  ^*-  wheTth-: 

They  had  wavered,  these  other  Leaguers.    Now,  when 
u  ion     ih""  T"^"'''  '''''  --smitten  whh  con 

What  d.,  ^,         andttranla^Ttrmrrr 

u'h     .^ut""''  ''"^  '*°'^"  =*  -"^-h  on  them.    After  aH 

h      >g  ta^k  Derrick  had  allowed  them  to  be  taken    y   u^' 

Ex^;,t      r  ^  ^  ''""^  *°  '^°  ^"*  *°  <=^"  =>  "meeting  of  the 
Executive  Committee.    That  was  the  only  thing     As  for 
|o,ng  down  there  with  no  weapons  in  thefr  hands,  „/  st 
fhat  was  askmg  a  little  too  much 
"  Come  on.  then,  boys,"  shouted  Osterman,  turning  his 


So8 


The  Octopus 


back  on  the  others.  "  The  Governor  says  to  meet  him  at 
Hooven's.  We'll  make  for  the  Long  Trestle  and  strike 
the  trail  to  Hooven's  there." 

They  set  off.    It  was  a  terrible  ride.    Twice  during  the 
scrambling  descent  from  the  hills,  Presley's  pony  fell 
beneath  him.    Annixter,  on  his  buckskin,  and  Osterman, 
on  his  thoroughbred,  good  horsemen  both,  led  the  others, 
setting  a  terrific  pace.    The  hills  were  left  behind.    Bro- 
derson  Creek  was  crossed  and  on  the  levels  of  Quien 
Sabe,  straight  through  the  standing  wheat,  the  nine 
horses,  flogged  and  spurred,  stretched  out  to  their  ut- 
most. Their  passage  through  the  wheat  sounded  like  the 
rip  and  tear  of  a  gigantic  web  of  cloth.  The  landscape  on 
either  hand  resolved  itself  into  a  long  blur.  Tears  came 
to  the  eyes,  flying  pebbles,  clods  of  earth,  grains  of  wheat 
flung  up  in  the  fligiLi,  stung  the  face  like  shot.    Oster- 
man's  thoroughbred  took  the  second  crossing  of  Broder- 
son's  Creek  in  a  single  leap.    Down  under  the  Long 
Trestle  tore  the  cavalcade  in  a  shower  of  mud  and 
gravel ;  up  again  on  the  further  bank,  the  horses  blowing 
like  steam  engines ;  on  into  the  trail  to  Hooven's,  single 
file  now,  Presley's  pony  lagging,  Hooven's  horse  bleed- 
ing at  the  eyes,  the  buckskin,  game  as  a  fighting  cock, 
catching  her  second  wind,  far  in  the  lead  now,  distancing 
even  the  English  thoroughbred  that  Osterman  rode. 

At  last  Hooven's  unpainted  house,  beneath  the  enor- 
mous live  oak  tree,  came  in  sight.  Across  the  Lower 
Road,  breaking  through  fences  and  into  the  yard  around 
the  house,  thundered  the  Leaguers.  Magnus  was  waiting 
for  them. 

The  riders  dismounted,  hardly  less  exhausted  than  their 
horses. 

"Why,  Where's  all  the  men?"  Annixter  demanded  of 
Magnus. 
"  Broderson  is  here  and  Cutter,"  replied  the  Governor, 
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;;  -  one  else.    I  thought  you  would  bring  ^ore  men  with 
"  There  are  only  nine  of  us  " 

lira  rsk,;:r  t?js  n,r '"^  •- 

armed.    S.  Behrman  is  with  them."  -iney  are 

WTiere  are  they  now  '  " 

t?:Lrertf;tri^s^---4^- 

can  watch  LhroaTL'SL^r"™''  ''^^^'  ^^ 
Is  anybody  on  the  lookout  on  the  Upper  Road?" 
Cutter.    He  IS  on  the  Long  Trestle." 
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„,'' ?'^''' °*'»*'^«''  "°oven.  the  in«tincti  of  the  old-time 
»o\d,„  .frnng  him.  "My.  dose  feller  pretty  del 
Khmart  I  ,„k  We  got  to  put  «me  picket  J^y  oudt 
be.  der  Lower  Roadt  alzoh.  und  he  tele  do.e  gla.sus 

hey?  Dat  s  some  fine  entrenchment,  you  bedt.  We  firfid 
urn  from  dose  ditsch."  »ve  ngiiu 

In  fact,  the  dry  irrigating  ditch  was  a  natural  trench 
admirably  suited  to  the  purpose,  crossing  both  oads  aJ 
krTto"aTtr'  °"'r'  >--"?  approach  from  Guadala- 
iSyleLetr'"  ""  ^""-'-'-which  had  al- 
Gethings  departed  to  join  Cutter  on  the  Long  Trestle 
wh.le  Phelps  and  Harran,  taking  Annixter's  fiefd  ^a  se; 
w  h  t hem.  and  mounting  their  horses,  went  out  towards 
Guadalajara  on  the  Lower  Road  to  watch  for  the  mar- 
shal s  approach  from  that  direction 

After  the  outposts  ha<l  left  them,  the  party  in  Hooven's 
CO  tage  c«ked  to  their  weapons.    Long  Le'.  every  mem! 
ber  of  the  League  had  been  in  the  habit  of  carrying  his 
revolver  wth  him.     They  were  all  armed  and.  In  fdd 
t.on^  Hooven  had  his  rifle.     Presley  alone  c;r:^j'no 

The  main  room  of  Hooven's  house,   in   which  the 
Leaguers   were   now  assembled,   was   barren,   poverty- 
str.cken.  but  tolerably  clean.    An  old  clock  ticked  vocif- 
erously  on  a  shelf.     In  one  comer  was  a  bed.  w^A  a 
patched,  faded  quilt.    I„  the  centre  of  the  room.Trad 
dl  ng  over  the  bare  floor,  stood  a  pine  table.    Around 
tl»s  the  men  gathered,  two  or  three  occupying  chairs 
Anrnxter  s.ttmg  s  deways  on  the  table,  the  rest  funding, 
fhrn     t'T'  f  "*'""«="'"  «aid  Magnus,  "that  we  can  go 
through  this  day  without  bloodshed.    I  believe  not  one 
.hot  need  be  fired.  The  Railroad  will  not  force  the  Lu" 
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determined.  I  am  coVvincelfh  '  L"  ""ir"''  "'°^°'«'^'^ 
.TJ-c  w       „„^„7;;j^;;at  he  w,,.  withdraw.- 

-cans  bt  i^pilXTs"  'V''."  '"'"^  -  •'X  .ny 
we  don't  give  in."  '^'  ^  ^^^  '«»  ^o  it,  so  long  as 

The  others  stared,    Wa»  m;.   *      • 
the  Hotspur  of  the  Lel,e  ^      ""'T  ^''°  ^P^l^e- 
fellow  who  loved  and  soS,'  ''"""elsome,  irascible 
t".  wlio  now  had  been  Srs^,  ZT      '^'^  "  ^""■■- 
'o  suffer,  whose  ranch  lad  bl^'  '?  1^'  T  °'  "''''"  »" 

"'wS^rc^e^fr-"-^^ 

serious  business.    I  orono«  ^*  ''""^  »«  XO",  is  a 

»tave  this  thing  off  'S   ee  Ift  '  °"'^  '"°^'=  ''"^-Pt  'o 
the  marshal  himself    a'  anvr  ""      ^''  *°  ""^  *'* 

S^er  of  going  ,„y  L^T' Z'  T"  '""'  °^  *"'  dan- 
^hot.    What  do  you  say"'        ""'  '"  '  "°'  «^c  the  first 

that  is,  if  it ,,  innocent  VS"  °°'u""  "^  ''^"<'^- 
-ah,  he  is  a-a-sure  y  he  had  '"'  """^  ^-  2*^''^"'=>n 
head.  That  Dyke  affafrtemit;""°K?"'  '"°°''  °"  *'> 
7.«  in  the  wrong-Xre'n  ''  I  !l  '"'"''''=  =  ''"t  then  Dyke 
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"Is  the  team  goirg  towards  Guadalajara?"  enquired 
Gamett,  gttting  up  and  coming  to  the  door.    ^ 

"  Yes,  it's  a  Portuguese,  one  of  the  garden  truck  men." 

"  We  must  turn  him  back,"  declared  Osterman.  "  He 
can't  go  through  here.  We  don't  want  hun  to  take  any 
news  on  to  the  marshal  and  S.  Behrman." 

"  I'll  turn  him  back,"  said  Presley. 

He  rode  out  towards  the  market  cart,  and  the  others, 
watching  from  the  road  in  front  of  Hooven's,  saw  him 
halt  it.  An  excited  interview  followed.  They  could  hear 
the  Portuguese  expostulating  volubly,  but  in  the  end  he 
turned  back. 

"  Martial  law  on  Los  Muertos,  isn't  it?  "  observed  Os- 
terman. "  Steady  all,"  he  exclaimed  as  he  turned  about, 
"here  comes  Harran." 

Harran  rode  up  at  a  gallop.  The  others  surrounded 
him. 

"  I  saw  them,"  he  cried.  "  They  are  coming  this  way. 
S.  Behrman  and  Ruggles  are  in  a  two-horse  buggy.  All 
the  others  are  on  horseback.  There  are  eleven  of  them. 
Christian  and  Delaney  are  with  them.  Those  two  have 
rifles.    I  left  Hooven  watching  them." 

"  Better  call  in  Gethings  and  Cutter  right  away,"  said 
Annixter.    "  We'll  need  all  our  men." 

"  I'll  call  them  in,"  Presley  volunteered  at  once.  "  Can 
I  have  the  buckskin?    My  pony  is  about  done  up." 

He  departed  at  a  brisk  gallop,  but  on  the  way  met 
Gethings  and  Cutter  returning.  They,  too,  from  their 
elevated  position,  had  observed  the  marshal's  party  leav- 
ing Guadalajara  by  the  Lower  Road.  Presley  told  them 
of  the  decision  of  the  Leaguers  not  to  fire  until  fired 
upon. 

"All  right,"  said  Gethings.  "But  if  it  comes  to  a 
gun-fight,  that  means  it's  all  up  with  at  least  one  of  us. 
Delaney  never  misses  his  man." 
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The  plank  bridge  acrosf  JtH  h  ^°''''°"  '"  *^^  ^^'^■ 
two  long  revolvts  ;°  g  on  the  e^'h  T  "^^  '*^"^' 
him,  was  in  the  middle  H»rr  ""''^"'''"^"t  '"  ^ont  of 
side,  some  five  fe^Tntl:  .  "'  ^''  '''^'-    ^n  either 

the  other  Leagues  Te  ^Te^,  '"*"^"'  ^^^  -">  ^tood 
si'ent  old  n,an%a;£oThrcoar^-    °^^-^'  "'^ 

Brodeirs^iS^'^r "  ,f-  O^*--"  -d  Mr. 

"Presley,"  he  added  ^Tf    11^^  '^''^  '"^"  '°de  "P- 
this  affai;."      "^'     ^  ^°'^'^  y^  to  take  any  part  in 

"  Yes,  keep  him  out  of  it  "  cnVH  a„  ■  ^     , 
^tion  at  the  extreme  e::d  of    he  ^     y.S"l'"t^- 
Hooven's  house    Pre«    an^  i    .      .  ^  ^^^^  to 

added.     "This^s  nol  °°^  ^^*'''  '^'  Worses,"  he 

road  behind  us     ear     Sf,  °/  ^°"^^-     ^"^  W  the 
""J-  o«..  understand  r-  '"'  ""^  '^^  '=°'"«  »««••.  not 

thatS^gfirduSr  ^^^^^^^^^^  -'^  ^•'^  ''-- 

under  the  greaute  "ak  aJd  th       "'    "'  ^^^'*"^''  *«" 
the  road  in  front  of  the  hou,.  'T '  °"'  ""'^  ^*°°d  in 

In  the  ditch,  sho    der  deep   LT'^""''*  "'^^°'"^ -■ 
H  waited  in  silence  thet^;etfi^^:^^^^  "''''=''- 

mer  of  the  road  leading  to  cSalXa     *''  "'"'^  ^•'™- 
,.  r^"'!  *  H°oven  ?  "  enquired  Cutter 
X  dont  know,"  Osterman   replied'    "H. 
watching  the  Lower  R«,j      v^  vl  "^  was  out 

Harra„,"heci;r"ifn^Hr     ""■"'"  °^^"^'^-     O", 
"  I  dnn'f  1,  .  Hooven  coming  in  ?  " 

ran.  '•  H  T  t'oha'^  "^  "^''"^  for."Lwered  Har- 
thought  mavl  th.  ^^\T'  '"  J'"^*  ^^^^  ^e.  He 
in  th?  diS„  tnT^f  ^  P^e^  -ight  make  a  feSt 
ter  all.    He  w^Ih  ,0  ^  .  ru"*  *'^  *'  ^PP^-"  R°^d,  af- 
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"  Think  he'll  take  a  shot  at  them  on  his  own  account?  " 

"  Oh,  no,  he  wouldn't  do  that." 

"  Maybe  they  took  him  prisoner."  v 

"  Well,  that's  to  be  thought  of,  too." 

Suddenly  there  was  a  cry.  Around  the  bend  of  the 
road  m  front  of  them  came  a  cloud  of  dust.  From  it 
emerged  a  horse's  head. 

"Hello,  hello,  there's  something." 

"  Remember,  we  are  not  to  fire  first." 

"Perhaps  that's  Hooven;  I  can't  see.  Is  it?  There 
only  seems  to  be  one  horse." 

"  Too  much  dust  for  one  horse." 

Annixter,  who  had  taken  his  field  glasses  from  Har- 
ran,  adjusted  them  to  his  eyes. 

"That's  not  them,"  he  announced  presently,  "nor 
Hooven  either.  That's  a  cart."  Then  after  another 
moment,  he  added,  "  The  butcher's  cart  from  Guadala- 
jara." 

The  tension  was  relaxed.  The  men  drew  long  breaths 
settling  back  in  their  pkces. 

"  Do  we  let  him  g6  on,  Governor?  " 

"  The  bridge  is  down.  He  can't  go  by  and  we  must 
not  let  him  go  back.  We  shall  have  to  detain  him  and 
question  him.    I  wonder  the  marshal  let  him  pass." 

The  cart  approached  at  a  lively  trot. 

"Anybody  else  in  tiiat  cart,  Mr.  Annixter?"  asked 
Magnus.  "  Look  carefully.  It  may  be  a  ruse.  It  is 
strange  the  marshal  should  have  let  him  pass." 

The  Leaguers  roused  themselves  again.  Osterman  laid 
his  hand  on  his  revolver. 

"  No,"  called  Annixter,  in  another  instant,  "no,  there's 
only  one  man  in  it." 

The  cart  came  up,  and  Cutter  and  Phelps,  clambering 
from  the  ditch,  stopped  it  as  it  arrived  in  front  of  the 
party. 
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'H    -  ^'^ 

f  ut  at  the  idea  of  being-  heW  tt,'«  », 
voice,  badly  frightened.  SeJd  "ZtT"'"'^  '''  *°P 
was  to  happen  next.  ^^''^ered,  not  knowing  what 

Cutter.  w^h'hL'  alS?;rr  ""  ^'-"*- 

the  bit.  ■*  '^''' P''"^'' the  reins  just  back  of 

town  till  we  say  so     Did  vou  1         T  ^°'"^  ''"^'^  *« 
out  of  town.'"  "'*^  y°"  P^«  anybody  on  the  road 

lot  of  men  on  horseback  fust  t     T^°""  ''"^  """^  * 
They  were  headed  for'uil^^^'  ^""^  ''''''^'  '^^'^■ 

coJnX  Sc^d  is:'"  """^'^^  ^""«*-  "^<=y« 
the'^'^drdtet'^rtarthT  '^^ '°  -<=  ^^^^''^  ^^ 

severed  lines.    The  buUer  hi™    ,?"''  ^'*''  °"*  °^  ^^^ 

"^wSithlr^:^?'"  «^^^^^^^  ^-"^"  °^^^ '' 

beco«:!;f  £i%^"'"  ^--^'ed  Ostennan.  "has 

Five  minutes  passed,  then  ten      T^.        ^ 
Guadalajara  lav  emnfv    k  .  ''*  '■°*''  towards 

sun.  ^  ""P*^'  ''^'""e  »nd  white  under  the 
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"Well,  the  marshal  and  S.  Behrman  don't  seem  to  be 
m  any  hurry,  either." 

•  "Shall  I  go   forward  and  reconnoitre.  Governor?" 
asked  Harran. 

But  Dabney,  who  stood  next  to  Annixter,  touched  him 
on  the  shoulder  and,  without  speaking,  pointed  down  the 
road.    Annixter  looked,  then  suddenly  cried  out: 
"Here  comes  Hooven." 

The  German  galloped  into  sight,  around  the  turn  of 
the  road,  his  rifle  laid  across  his  saddle.  He  came  on  rap- 
idly, pulled  up,  and  dismounted  at  the  ditch. 
«  t"  °*^''^*  commen,"  he  cried,  trembling  with  excitement. 
I  watch  urn  long  dime  bei  der  side  oaf  der  roadt  in  der 
bnsches.  Dey  shtop  bei  der  gate  oder  side  der  relroadt 
trecka  and  talk  long  dime  mit  one  n'udder.  Den  dey 
gome  on.  Dey're  gowun  sure  do  zum  monkey-doodle 
ptteness.  Me,  I  see  Gritschun  put  der  kertridges  in  his 
guhn.  I  tink  dey  gowun  to  gome  my  blace  first.  Dey 
gowun  to  try  put  me  off,  tek  my  home,  bei  Gott." 
"All  right,  get  down  in  here  and  keep  quiet,  Hodven 

Don't  fire  unless " 

"  Here  they  are." 

A  half-dozen  voices  uttered  the  cry  at  once. 
There  could  be  no  mistake  this  time.  A  buggy, 
drawn  by  two  horses,  came  into  view  around  the  curve  of 
the  road.  Three  riders  accompanied  it,  and  behind  these, 
seen  at  intervals  in  a  cloud  of  dust  were  two— three- 
five — six  others. 

This,  then,  was  S.  Behrman  with  the  United  States 
marshal  and  his  posse.  The  event  that  had  been  so  long 
in  preparation,  the  event  which  it  had  been  said  would 
never  come  to  pass,  the  last  trial  of  strength,  the  last 
fight  between  the  Trust  and  the  People,  the  direct,  brutal 
grapple  of  armed  men,  the  law  defied,  the  Government 
Ignored,  behold,  here  it  was  close  at  hand. 
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-d.-b,e  fro.  end  to  Zltl^C  ^'^  ^"^'  "^^  ^'^'^ 

you  to  let  down  the  hammer  nf     °'*'=™»'-"  I  niust  ask 

No  one  answered    ^k  f  ^""^  *"^P°"" 
Jess  in  their  places  "  thtr^^'^  ^"'^*'  standing  motion- 
of  the  marshal  "  ^"^^^^  ^«'<=hed  the^appr^ch 

Five  minutes  passed      TU^      j 
They  drew  :,earer    The  ^.-nS    /  u'''  "'"'^  °"  ^^adily 
^t  and  dust  Of  he  Jctd^'d  thl  ^  f"^^  "''^^'^  '"  th'e 
horses'  feet  began  to  make  It, 7^^' ''""*•■  °^  *« 

^t^£trt:^?r-^^^es^^^  "^^^^^ 

buggy;  Delaney   caS  a  w""~r''''*^'^^*°f*e  . 

Christian,  ^hereliesiTbroker^'pr*"'"'  '*  '''^  "S'''- 
with  a  rifle,  could  brmade  '  ^      Behrman's  cousin,  also 

Back  of  these,  r^ZZ^  °„p  T  '''""'  '"'^  --^^'''• 
men,  indistinguishable  in  /h    ^'  "  ^°"P  °f  horse- 

wheels.  ^'^'^^ We  m  the  dust  raised  by  the  buggy's 

Steadily  the  distance  betv"^„  the  r 
posse  diminished.  ^^guers  and  the 

Harr^"'  let  them  get  too  close.  Governor."  whispered 

yaritLttmS^iiS?  ^!f-  ^'°"'  ""-^  '>""dred 
out  upon  the  road  leavirh^  ^^  f''^'  ''^^"^  ^P'^ng 
beckoned  Garnett  and  S  "'''°^^"'  ^'•'"^  him^  He 
ranchers,  who   l4  thtSr,*^  f°"°-.  -d  the  three 

the  oldest  men  pre  entLv?''^°"  °^  Broderson.  were 
the  marshal.      ^  '  ^''''^"«'*'  ^''hout  arms,  to  meet 

Magnus  cried  aloud : 
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"  Halt  where  you  are." 

From  their  places  in  the  ditch.  Annixter,  Osterman 

?hf  ;h""T"'    "''°^^"'    ^™^'»°»'    Cutter     »"„"■ 

Phelps,  the.r  hands  laid  upon  their  revolvers,  watched 

silently,  alert,  keen,  ready  for  anything 
At  the  Governor's  words,  they  saw  Ruggles  pull 

harply  on  the  reins.  The  buggy  came  to  a  standstill,  the 
r  ders  domg  likewise.  Magnus  approached  the  marshal. 
st.II  followed  by  Garnett  and  Gethings,  and  began  to 
speak.  His  voice  was  audible  to  the  men  in  the  ditch,  but 
his  words  could  not  be  made  out.  They  heard  the  mar- 
shal reply  quietly  enough  and  the  two  shook  hands    De- 

Sinrh  f  ™"f.  ''"""  '^'  "'"  °^  '^'  '"'^^'  his  horse 
from  the  saddle,  listening  to  what  was  being  said,  but 
made  no  remark.  From  time  to  time.  3.  Behrman  an 
Ruggles.  from  their  ..eats  in  the  buggy,  interposed  a 
B  ntence  or  two  into  the  conversation,  but  at  first,  so  i.r 
as  the  Leaguers  could  discern,  neither  Magnus  nor  the 
marshal  paid  them  any  attention.    They  sfw,  however 

ieard  him        .''''''*''''r  ''"'°'^  ^''  ^'""^  «"«!  °"«  they 
neard  him  exclaim  in  a  loud  voice : 

"  I  only  know  my  duty,  Mr.  Derrick  " 
atSnU  G^^things  turned  about,  and  seeing  Delaney  close 
at  hand,  addressed  an  unheard  remark  to  him.    The  cow- 
puncher  replied  curtly  and  the  words  seemed  to  anglr 

d^h  "fho  '  T"'  *  «^"'"^'  P°'"«"^  hack  to  fhe 
duch  showing  the  intrenched  Leaguers  to  the  posse. 
Delaney  appeared  to  Communicate  the  news  that  the 
Leaguers  were  on  hand  and  prepared  to  resist,  to  the 

the  ditrT„r,  /''  "'T  ^'"^^  ^"  >«>ked  toward 
their  S.S       "'"'"'^  ""  *"=  '•^"'^hers  there,  standing  to 

dirl"tl  T"J''"'  ^"^^'''  *>"•*  '"^'^'^''^'^  himself  more 
directly  to  Magnus,  and  between  the  two  ^n  angry  dis- 
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Once  even  Harran  heard 


cussion  was  going  forward, 
nis  father  exclaim: 

you'rSf.^'"'"'"'  '^  «  «•=  -«»  no  one  knows  it  better  than 
r^^^^r^':^.^^  S.^^^"-.  Who  stood 

wdtiTt^es'thr  S' v°-^  ''''•  -- 

spread  out  across  the  rSd     S        ^  ^"^^  ""^  ^"e 
-ed  about  Magnus-  Gatett  ardV"'..'''"  ^^'^  ^'^■ 
were  talking  together,  looS  an^     ^^'"^''  """^  ^°">*' 
d'tch.    Whether  acti„gd"f:'"^,  P°'"""ir  towards  the 
■n  the  ditch  could  not  tdl  but  f     °'  "°*'  ""^  ^«^«^« 
two  of  the  posse  had  m„    ^         """  ""^"'n  "lat  one  or 
sides  this.  Eney  haT„:'  considerably  forward.     Be- 
Magnus  and  the  Lh  ,rtw^:J  '"  """^  "^'-en 
the  rear  had  followed  S  "*''""  "'''"&  "P  from 

rounded  the  three  Iche^a'nd  7'"     """^  P°-'   -- 
talking  at  once.  '  ^"'^  ''^  "°^.  everybody  was 

'o  be  edging  „p.  and  M^^e  J'"  *'""^-    ^^^^^  -"  seem 
the  Governor  and  the  otW  Z  "'  "*  '^'^  ""^^  '^"^e 

"Thevouch*  f-.  .        "'^"  prisoners." 

•""Piog up-       *     ^  ""  *™  *■"  Ibose  felio„,  ;„ 

"  They  ought  to  come  back  "  ^,-  j  ^ 
couldn't  shoot  now  if ^LSn,   cr,ed  Osterman.     "We 
of  hitting  them."  ^     ^  '''""''^  '^''PP^".  for  fear 
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weapons  in  their  hands  ''"*=''•  *^«'^ 

ca^'ttTnS?""'  """"'  "  '=•"""=  -  •'«''•    ^°" 
Still  the  wrangle  continued,  and  one  of  fh-  a 

"  S?„  S     n  ^ '    ^^'P  '«'=''  there,  you  I  " 
"Yo?rrntV^2'J."^''^»"°-^<^H-n  on  the  instant. 

-piTXrii-sioS-"-  "^^^ 
^er!ti^;:s^i,!fts  t  "^.  °'^  "^--  -- 

leave  the  diTch  hTd  LT"h^L'"''  *^^*"^  0^*^™^" 
I-aguers  weJfkow  ouf^The  dth'^^'r"  ^"  ''' 
down  the  road,  Hooveno!/  ^  """^  '^  ""'«  ^''^ 

ran  in  front,  Dabnev  Ph..  '^!."'  ^""'^t^'"'  ^"^  Har- 
behind.  '^'  ^''"'P^'  ^""^  Cutter  coming  up  from 

"  ^'"P  '"'''''  y°«'"  "«d  the  deputy  again.     , ' 
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•ndDcIn!^:^,;™""''  ^-  S*'"-''"''^  buggy   Geth" 

With  the  wordrh.  f  *' ''"'  ^"'^'•W/  " 
Pended  ia  that  position   W,1,!  ''"^S>''  ^"^  h"ne  sus- 
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attempting  to  rite  from  hit  kneeling  position,  received  a 
rifle  ImII  squarely  in  the  throat,  and  rolled  forward  upon 
his  face.  Old  Broderson,  crying  out,  "  Oh,  they've  shot 
me,  boys,"  staggered  sideways,  his  head  bent,  his  hands 
rigid  at  his  sides,  and  fell  into  the  ditch.  Osterman, 
blood  running  from  his  mouth  and  nose,  turned  about 
and  walked  back.  Presley  helped  him  across  the  irri- 
gating ditch  and  Osterman  laid  himself  down,  his  head 
on  his  folded  arms.  Harran  Derrick  dropped  where  he 
stood,  turning  over  on  his  face,  and  lay  motionless,  groan- 
ing terribly,  a  pool  of  blood  forming  under  his  stomach. 
The  old  man  Dabney,  silent  as  ever,  received  his  death, 
speechless.  He  fell  to  his  knees,  got  up  again,  fell  once 
more,  aiid  died  without  a  word.  Annixter,  instantly 
killed,  fell  his  length  to  the  ground,  and  lay  without 
movement,  just  as  he  had  fallen,  one  arm  across  his  face. 


^ 


VII 


On  their  way  to  Derrick's  ranch  house,  Kama  and 
Mrs.  Derrick  heard  the  sounds  of  distant  firing. 

"Stop I"  cried  Hilma,  laying  her  hand  upon  young 
Vacca's  arm.  "Stop  the  horses.  Listen,  what  was 
that?" 

The  carry-all  came  to  a  halt  and  from  far  away  across 
the  rustling  wheat  came  the  faint  rattle  of  rifles  and 
revolvers. 

"  Say,"  cried  Vacca,  rolling  his  eyes,  "  oh,  say,  they're 
fighting  over  there." 

Mrs.  Derrick  put  her  hands  over  her  face. 

"  Fighting,"  she  cried,  "oh,  oh,  it's  terrible.  Magnus 
is  there— and  Harran." 

"Where  do  you  think  it  is?"  demanded  Hilma. 

"That's  over  toward  Hooven's." 

"^  I'm  going.    Turn  back.    Drive  to  Hooven's,  quick." 

"Better  not,  Mrs.  Annixter,"  protested  the  young  man. 
"  Mr.  Annixter  said  we  were  to  go  to  Derrick's.  Bette; 
keep  away  from  Hooven's  if  there's  trouble  there.  We 
wouldn't  get  there  till  it's  all  over,  anyhow." 

"Yes,  yes,  let's  go  home,"  cried  Mrs.  Derrick,  "I'm 
afraid.    Oh,  Hilma,  I'm  afraid." 

"  Come  with  me  to  Hooven's  then." 

"  There,  where  they  are  fighting?   Oh,  I  couldn't.    I— . 
I  can't.    It  would  be  all  over  before  we  got  there  as  Mr. 
Vacca  says." 
'■  Sure,"  repeated  young  Vacca. 
"Drive  to  Hooven's,"  ccnnmanded  Hilma.    "If  you 
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wont,  ni  walk  there."  She  threw  off  the  lap-robes, 
preparing  to  descend.  "  And  you,"  she  exclaimed,  turn- 
ing to  Mrs.  Derrick,  "  how  can  you— when  Harran  and 
your  husband  may  be — may— are  in  danger." 

Grumbling,  Vacca  turned  the  carry-alt  about  and  drove 
across  the  open  fields  till  he  reached  the  road  to  Guadala- 
jara, just  below  the  Mission. 

"Hurry I"  cried  Hilma. 

The  horses  started  forward  under  the  touch  of  the 
whip.    The  ranch  houses  of  Quien  Sabe  came  in  sight. 

"  Do  you  want  to  stop  at  the  house?  "  inquired  Vacca 
over  his  shoulder. 

"  No,  no ;  oh,  go  faster — make  the  horses  run." 

They  daished  through  the  houses  of  the  Home  ranch. 

"Oh,  oh,"  cried  Hilma  suddenly,  "look,  look  there. 
Look  what  they  have  done." 

Vacca  pulled  the  horses  up,  for  the  road  in  front  of 
Annixter's  house  was  blocked. 

A  vast,  confused  heap  ofhousehold  effects  was  there 
chairs,  sofas,  pictures,  fixtures,  lamps.  Hilma's  little 
home  had  been  gutted ;  everything  had  been  taken  from  it 
and  ruthlessly  flung  out  upon  the  road,  everythi*^  that 
she  and  her  husband  had  bought  during  that  wwiderful 
week  after  their  marriage.  Here  was  the  white  enamelled 
"  set  "  of  the  bedroom  furniture,  the  three  chairs,  wash- 
stand  and  bureau, — the  bureau  drawers  falling  out,  spill- 
ing their  contents  into  the  dust;  there  were  the  white 
wool  rugs  of  the  sitting-room,  the  flower  stand,  with  its 
pots  all  broken,  its  flowers  wilting;  the  cracked  goldfish 
globe,  the  fishes  already  dead;  the  rocking  chair,  the 
sewing  machine,  the  great  round  table  of  yellow  oak,  the 
lamp  with  its  deep  shade  of  crinkly  red  tissue  paper,  the 
pretty  tinted  photographs  that  had  hung  on  the  wall— 
the  choir  boys  with  beautiful  eyes,  the  pensive  young 
girls  in  pink  gowns — ^the  pieces  of  wood  carving  that 
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reprMented  quail,  and  ducki.  and,  last  of  all,  iu  curtain, 
of  crisp,  clean  muslin,  cruelly  torn  and  crushed-the 
bed  the  wonderful  canopied  bed  so  brave  and  My.  of 
which  Hilma  bad  been  so  proud,  thrust  out  there  into  the 
common  road,  torn  from  its  place,  from  the  discreet  inti- 
macy of  her  bridal  chamber,  violated,  profaned,  flung 
out  into  the  dust  and  garish  sunshine  for  all  men  to  sUre 
at,  a  mockery  and  a  shame. 

To  Hilma  it  was  as  though  something  of  herself  of 
her  person,  had  been  thus  exposed  and  degraded ;  all  that 
she  held  sacred  pilloried,  gibbeted,  and  exhibited  to  the 
world  s  derision.  Tears  of  anguish  sprang  to  her  eyes,  a 
red  flame  of  outraged  modesty  overspread  her  face. 

"Oh,"  she  cried,  a  sob  catching  her  throat,  "oh,  how 
could  they  do  it?"  But  other  fears  intruded;  other 
greater  terrors  impended. 
"  Go  on,"  she  cried  to  Vacca,  "  go  on  quickly." 
But  Vacca  would  go  no  further.  He  had  seen  what 
had  escaped  Hilma's  attention,  two  men,  deputies,  no 
doubt,  on  the  porch  of  the  ranch  house.  They  held  pos- 
session there,  and  the  evidence  of  the  presence  of  the 
enemy  in  this  raid  upon  Quien  Sabe  had  daunted  him. 

'I  No.  sir,"  he  declared,  getting  out  of  the  carry-all,  "  I 
am't  going  to  take  you  anywhere  where  you're  liable  to 
get  hurt.     Besides,  the  road's  blocked  by  all  this  stuff 
You  can't  get  the  team  by." 
Hilma  sprang  from  the  carry-all. 
"  Come,"  she  said  to  Mrs.  Derrick. 
The  older  woman,   trembling,  hesitating,   faint  with 
dread,  obeyed,  and  Hilma,  picking  her  way  through  and 
around  the  wreck  of  her  home,  set  off  by  ths  trail  to- 
wards the  Long  Trestle  and  Hooven's. 

When  she  arrived,  she  found  the  road  in  front  of  the 
German's  house,  and.  indeed,  all  the  surrounding  yard, 
crowded  with  people.    An  overturned  buggy  lay  on  the 
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side  of  the  road  in  the  distance,  its  horses  in  a  tangle  of 
harness,  held  by  two  or  three  men.  She  saw  Caraher's 
biickboard  under  the  live  oak  and  near  it  a  second  buggy 
which  she  recognised  as  belonging  to  a  doctor  in  Guada- 
lajara. 

"Oh,  what  has  happened;  oh,  what  has  happened?" 
moaned  Mrs.  Derrick. 

"  Come,"  repeated  Hilma.  The  young  girl  took  her  by 
the  hand  and  together  they  pushed  their  way  through  the 
crowd  of  men  and  women  and  entered  the  yard. 

The  throng  gave  way  before  the  two  women,  parting 
to  right  and  left  without  a  word. 

"  Presley,"  cried  Mrs.  Derrick,  as  she  caught  sight  of 
him  in  the  doorway  of  the  house,  "  oh,  Presley,  what  has 
happened?  Is  Harran  safe?  Is  Magnus  safe?  Where 
are  they?" 

"  Don't  go  in,  Mrs.  Derrick,"  said  Presley,  coming  for- 
ward, "  don't  go  in." 
"Where  is  my  husband?"  demanded  Hilma. 
Presley  turned  away  and  steadied  himself  against  the 
jamb  of  the  door. 

Hilma,  leaving  Mrs.  Derrick,  entered  the  house.  The 
front  room  was  full  of  men.  She  was  dimly  conscious  of 
Cyrus  Ruggles  and  S.  Behrman,  both  deadly  pale,  talking 
earnestly  and  in  whispers  to  Cutter  and  Phelps.  There 
was  a  strange,  acrid  odour  of  an  unfamiliar  drug  in  the 
air.  On  the  table  before  her  was  a  satchel,  surgical  in- 
struments, rolls  of  bandages,  and  a  blue,  oblong  paper 
box  full  of  cotton.  But  above  the  hushed  noises  of  voices 

and  footsteps,  one  terrible  sound  made  itself  heard the 

prolonged,  rasping  sound  of  breathing,  half  choked, 
laboured,  agonised. 

"  Where  is  my  husband? "  she  cried.  She  pushed  the 
men  aside.  She  saw  Magnus,  bareheaded,  three  or  four 
men  lying  on  the  floor,  one  half  naked,  his  body  swathed 
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iTnJ^^'^"'!!*''''  *'  ^*^*°^  '"  ^hirt  sleeves,  on  one 
knee  bes.de  a  figure  of  a  man  stretched  out  besid;  him 

Gamett  turned  a  white  face  to  her. 

"  Where  is  my  husband  ?  " 

saw''the*'dri/L"°'  7t''  u"'  '''"^'^  ^^''•^  ''"<1  Hilma 
MW  the  dead  body  of  her  husband  lying  upon  the  bed 

She  d.d  not  cry  out.    She  said  no  word.    She  went  to  the 

bed  and  sitting  upon  it,  took  Annixter's  head  in  her  lap 

ho  dmg  .t  pntly  between  her  hands.    Thereafter  she  dki 

not  ^ove.  but  sat  holding  her  dead  husband's  held  in  h  r 

he'rS,^'"^T"\''°"'  '^°'"  ''"'  '°  ^-^  °f  those  in 
the  room   while,  without  a  sob,  without  a  cry,  the  great 

z  frchtr*''^-"^"^'' ''-  -'  -"^  ^■°-'^^-" 

On  hearing  that  his  wife  was  outside.  Magnus  came 
quK:kly  forward.    She  threw  her.elf  into  his  ams. 

fell  me  tell  me,"  she  cried,  "is  Harran-is " 

We  don  t  know  yet,"  he  answered.  "  Oh.  Annie " 

Then  suddenly  the  Governor  checked  himself.  He  the 
mdomitable,  could  not  break  down  now 

"The  doctor  is  with  him,"  he  said;  "we  are  doing 
all  we  can  Try  and  be  brave,  Annie.  There  is  alway! 
^^.    Th.s  i.  a  terrible  day's  work.    God  for^vlus 

She  pressed  forward,  but  he  held  her  back 

Jl^°;.*^°"''*^!'™"°'^-  Go  into  the  next  room.  Gar- 
nett,  take  care  of  her." 

«„?"l'''l^°"''!."°*  ^  •^'"''=''-  S*«=  P"*''*^  by  Magnus, 
and,  breakmg  through  the  group  that  surrounded  he; 
son.  sank  on  her  knees  beside  him,  moaning,  i„  compas- 
sion  and  terror. 

Harran  lay  straight  and  rigid  upon  the  floor,  his  head 
propped  by  a  pillow,  his  coat  that  had  been  taken  off 
spread  over  his  chest.  One  leg  of  his  trousers  was 
soaked  through  and  through  with  blood.    His  eyes  were 
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half-closed,  and  with  the  regularity  of  a  machine  the 
eyeballs  twitched  and  twitched.  Hi;  face  wTsi  wWte 
that  It  made  his  yellow  hair  look  brown,  while,  frort  his 
opened  mouth,  there  issued  that  loud  and  terrible  sound 
of  gu  tenng,  rasping,  laboured  breathing  that  gagged 
and  choked  and  gurgled  with  every  inhalation 

™      h     u"^:  ^""^•"  "^""'^  ^"-  °"ri<='''  etching  at 
one  of  his  hands.  * 

The  doctor  shook  his  head. 

"  He  is  unconscious,  Mrs.  Derrick." 

"  Where  was  he— where  is— the— the " 

"  Through  the  lungs." 

"Will  he  get  well?    Tell  me  the  truth." 

"  I  don't  know,  Mrs.  Derrick." 

She  had  all.but  fainted,  and 'the  old  rancher,  Gamett, 
half-carrymg,  half-leading  her,  took  her  to  the  one  ad- 
jommg  room-Minna  Hooven's  bedchamber.    Dazed 
numb  w.th  fear,  she  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed' 
rockmg  herself  back  and  forth,  murmuringV 
"  Harrie,  Harrie,  oh,  my  son,  my  little  boy  " 

WW  '^!'^  °"ff '  1:°°"''  ^'^'^^y  «=^««  «nd  went,  doing 
what  he  could  to  be  of  service,  sick  with  horror  trem 
bhng  from  head  to  foot. 

tiel!!!^"'''''"^  "I^""^"  °^  ^'^  Leaguers  and  depu- 
^es-the  warnng  factions  of  the  Railroad  and  the  Peo- 
ple-minged  together  now  with  no  thought  of  hostility 
Presley  helped  the  doctor  to  cover  Christian's  body.  S 
Behrman  and  Ruggles  held  bowls  of  water  while  Oster- 
man  was  attended  to.  The  horror  of  that  dreadful  busi- 
ness had  driven  all  other  considerations  from  the  mind. 
The  sworn  foes  of  the  last  hour  had  no  thought  of  anv- 
thing  but  to  care  for  those  whom,  in  their  fu^.  they  had 
shot  down.  The  marshal,  abandoning  for  tSt  day  tSe 
attempt  to  serve  the  writs,  departed  for  San  Francisi. 
The  bodies  had  been  brought  in  from  th«  road  where 
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in  the  face  Zh.lH''^''°''^°""'''"«d  all  been 
Upon  the  flooToIac^'  """■"  """'^'^  ^''''  <"  ^^Wecloth. 
an^'Ru  Jri-rSuad%£  t  r^'    """- 

"sSe^r^r^s^T^r.*^^ 

Presley,  who  looked  after  hiJ^  T  ""f"  half-dosed. 
hack  from  Bonnevl  h  .  '  ^^"'^'"^  *^^  ^'■"^«'  of  a 
that  he  wast "i^^  '''*  ""  *°  '^^  h™  "ome,  knew 

But  this  poser,  this  silly  fellow,  this  cracker  nf  i.i, 
whom  no  one  had  evpr  f/i,»^  cracker  of  jokes, 

redeemed  h.msetf     When  at  iJn^V'trf '  ^'  *«=  ^^^' 
^i-J.  he  had.  for  the  firsTt."  ^  "oj  'e  ^is ^T  '''  ^ 
I  can  wa,t,"  he  said.    '•  Take  Harran  fir  t '' 

ing  for  the  bu^  hVlf       I'  ^^^  ^°''^°'  ''^S^"  P^ob- 

harder,  as  thVprot  ^"ered' tfe^u^J'  ''-•^-  -J 
came  short  through  his  nostrils;  his  face  the  1  T 
comic  actor,  with  its  hi^h  .h.l  T        '.         ^^"^^  ^^  a 

Were  any  of  the  others  badly  hurt?" 

34 
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wa7shoS?r'",  tf''^,^""--    "  It  ««-s  that^  when  he 

Presley  had  forgotten  all  about  the  buster  and  had 

what  hid  t!  ^""iT  °^  "'"  ''^''*-    A"^'""'  to  know 

"We  better  look  out,"  said  one  of  the  young  men 
how  we  go  fooling  around  in  here.    If  he's  alfveTt' 

uVerira;ur""^-''-''^"''-'-^-hin,\^d* 
an:ieS^^^i!::.t'r:i5t;?^ "  ^"•"  -^'" 

"  Lord  I    He's  bled  like  a  stuck  pig  " 

"Here's  his  hat,"  abruptly  exclahned  the  leader  of  the 
party.    "  He  can't  be  far  off.    Let's  call  him  » 

They  called  repeatedly  without  getting  any  answer 
then  proceeded  cautiously.    AH  at  once  L  men  in  ad 

cTamSor'"*  '''""■    "^"^  ^'  ^"  -»•>«"*  'f  - 
"Here  he  is  I" 

"  Good  Lord  I    Sure,  that's  him." 
"  Poor  fellow,  poor  fellow  " 

hJ^eT^T"^""  'u^  °"  '"■^  ^'"'^'  ^'^  •"  the  wheat, 
his  knees  drawn  up,  h>s  eyes  wide  open,  his  lips  brown. 
Rigidly  gripped  m  one  hand  was  his  empty  revolver 

voT^  ZT'  T  ''";*''  ^'■°'"  '^'  "-ighbouring  rancnes, 
Sion  "^  Guadalajara,  drew  back  in  instinctive 
ZTi^?'  at  length  ventured  near,  peering  down 

" Is  he  dead? "  inquired  those  in  the  rear. 
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It's 


"/don't  know" 

"Wu  .  *'°"'*ant  to." 

What  you  afraid  of?" 

^-^^'^^^.r;"'°-^^-*^«^a„. 

You  can't  always  tell  by  that." 

soIeti"e?i  dl't.'r„trsa'  ""."'  '  '**'  ■*  •-»*  and 

broken  bridge.  '  WhSth  et  retj" V"*"- ^J*"''''  ^^-^  »he 
was  improvised,  and  throwWt  e  ""*  *"*  »  ""^^ 
the  party  carried  it  bacHn  1  "^*'  °^''-  *e  body, 

■summoned  and  declared  I.        '°'"^-    '^^^  «^«=tor  was 
^ead  over  half  an  W        '  --P""cher  to  have  bTen 
What  did  I  tell  von  ?  " 
"Well.  I  never  s°d  he       ""''^°"^''f 'he  group. 

"'"e;-    "Ionlysaid;o?c:.Sra,'"''"  ''^°''^'^'' '"e 
h's  heart  beat  or  not.''  '  ^'^^^^  '«"  by  whether 

But  all  at  once  there  wa,  = 
containing  Mrs.  Hooven  MinirTII^"-    ^be  wagon 
"P.  "'  ^'""='  and  little  Hilda  drove 

"Eh,  den,  my  men,"  cried  Mr.   u 
^ogating  the  faces  of  the    rowT   .  WhT  ^'''^  '"*'^- 
Se^^den.   dose    vellers.   hev^y   h^X'T^Jirr 

She  sprang  from  the  wagon,  followed  by  Minna  With 
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Hilda  in  her  arms.    The  crowd  bore  back  as  they  ad- 
vanced, staring  at  them  in  silence. 

"Eh,  whadt  has  happun,  whadt  has  happun?"  wailed 
Mrs.  Hooven,  as  sl;e  hurried  on,  her  two  hands  out  be- 
fore her,  the  fingers  spread  wide.  "  Eh,  Hooven,  eh,  my 
men,  are  yoa  alle  righdt?"  ... 

She  burst  into  the  house.  Hooven's  body  had  been 
removed  to  an  adjoining  room,  the  bedroom  of  the 
house,  and  to  this  room  Mrs.  Hooven— Minna  still  at  her 
heels— proceeded,  guided  by  an  instinct  bom  of  the  occa- 
sion. Those  in  the  outside  room,  saying  no  word,  made 
way  for  them.  They  entered,  closing  the  door  behmd 
thenn  and  through  all  the  rest  of  that  terrible  day,  no 
sound  nor  sight  of  them  was  had  by  those  who  crowded 
into  and  about  that  house  of  death.  Of  all  the  mam 
actors  of  the  tragedy  of  the  fight  in  the  ditch,  they  re- 
mained the  least  noted,  obtruded  themselves  the  least 
upon  the  world's  observation.  They  were,  for  the  mo- 
ment, forgotten. 

But  by  now  Hooven's  house  was  the  centre  of  an 
enormous  crowd.  A  vast  concourse  of  people  from 
Bonneville,  from  Guadalajara,  from  the  ranches,  swelled 
by  the  thousands  who  had  that  morning  participated  in 
the  rabbit  drive,  surged  about  the  place ;  men  and  women, 
young  boys,  young  girls,  farm  hands,  villagers,  towns- 
people, ranchers,  railroad  employees,  Mexicans,  Span- 
iards, Portuguese.  Presley,  returning  from  the  search  for 
Delaney's  body,  had  to  fight  his  way  to  the  house  again. 
And  from  all  this  multitude  there  rose  an  indefinable 
murmur.  As  yet,  there  was  no  menace  in  it,  no  anger.  It 
was  confusion  merely,  bewilderment,  the  first  long-drawn 
"  oh ! "  that  greets  the  news  of  some  great  tragedy.  The 
people  had  taken  no  thought  as  yet.  Curiosity  was  their 
dominant  impulse.  Every  one  wanted  to  see  what  had 
been  done;  failing  tUt,  to  hear  of  it,  and  faiUng  that,  to 
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be  near  the  scene  of  the  affair.  The  crowd  of  people 
packed  the  road  in  front  of  the  house  for  nearly  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  in  either  direction.  They  balanced  themselves 
upon  the  lower  strands  of  the  barbed  wire  fence  in  their 
effort  to  see  over  each  others'  shoulders;  they  stood  on 
the  seats  of  their  carts,  buggies,  and  farm  wagons,  a  few 
even  upon  the  saddles  of  their  riding  horses.  They 
crowded,  pushed,  struggled,  surged  forward  and  back 
without  knowing  why,  converging  incessantly  upon 
Hooven's  house. 

When,  at  length,  Presley  got  to  the  gate,  he  found  a 
carry-all  drawn  up  before  it.  Between  the  gate  and  the 
door  of  the  house  a  lane  had  been  formed,  and  as  he 
paused  there  a  moment,  a  group  of  Leaguers,  among 
whom  were  Garnett  and  Gethings,  came  slowly  from  the 
door  carrying  old  Broderson  in  their  arms.  The  doctor, 
bareheaded  and  in  his  shirt  sleeves,  squinting  in  the  sun- 
light, attended  them,  repeating  at  every  step : 

"  Slow,  slow,  take  it  easy,  gentlemen." 

Old  Broderson  was  unconscious.  His  face  was  not 
pale,  no  bandages  could  be  seen.  With  infinite  precau- 
tions, the  men  bore  him  to  the  carry-all  and  deposited 
him  on  the  back  seat ;  the  rain  flaps  were  let  down  on  one 
side  to  shut  off  the  gaze  of  the  multitude. 

But  at  this  point  a  moment  of  confusion  ensued. 
Presley,  because  of  half  a  dozen  people  who  stood  in  his 
way,  could  not  see  what  was  going  on.  There  were  ex- 
clamations, hurried  movements.  The  doctor  uttered  a 
sharp  command  and  a  man  ran  back  to  the  house,  return- 
ing on  the  instant  with  the  doctor's  satchel.  By  this  time, 
Presley  was  dose  to  the  wheels  of  the  carry-all  and 
could  see  the  doctor  inside  the  vehicle  bending  over  old 
Broderson. 

"  Here  it  is,  here  it  is,"  exclaimed  the  man  who  had 
been  sent  to  the  house. 
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"  I  .won't  need  it,"  answered  the  doctor,  "  he's  dying 
now." 

At  tlie  words  a  great  hush  widened  throughout  the 
throng  near  at  hand.    Some  men  took  off  their  hats. 

"Stand  back,"  protested  the  doctor  quietly,  "stand 
back,  good  people,  please." 

The  crowd  bore  tack  a  little.  In  the  silence,  a  woman 
began  to  sob.  The  seconds  passed,  then  a  minute.  The 
horses  of  the  carry-all  shifted  their  feet  and  whisked  their 
tails,  driving  off  the  flies.  At  length,  the  doctor  got  down 
from  the  carry-all,  letting  down  the  rain-flaps  on  that 
side  as  well. 

"  Will  somebody  go  home  with  the  body  ?  "  he  asked. 
Gethings  stepped  forward  and  took  his  place  by  the 
driver.    The  carry-all  drove  away. 

Presley  reentered  the  house.  During  his  absence  it 
had  been  cleared  of  all  but  one  or  two  of  the  Leaguers, 
who  had  taken  part  in  the  fight.  Hilma  still  sat  on  the 
bed  with  An^iixter's  head  in  her  lap.  S.  Behrman, 
Ruggles,  and  all  the  railroad  party  had  gone.  Osterman 
had  been  taken  away  in  a  hack  and  the  tablecloth  over 
Dabney's  body  replaced  with  a  sheet.  But  still  unabated, 
agonised,  raucous,  came  the  sounds  of  Harran's  breath- 
ing. Everything  possible  had  already  been  done.  For 
the  moment  it  was  out  of  the  question  to  attempt  to  move 
him.  His  mother  and  father  were  at  his  side,  Magnus, 
with  a  face  of  stone,  his  look  fixed  on  those  persistently 
twitching  eyes,  Annie  Derrick  crouching  at  her  son's 
side,  one  of  Ins  hands  in  hers,  fanning  his  face  continu- 
ally with  the  crumpled  sheet  of  an  old  newspaper. 

Presley  on  tip-toes  joined  the  group,  looking  on  atten- 
tively. One  of  the  surgeons  who  had  been  called  from 
Bonneville  stood  close  by,  watching  Harran's  face,  his 
arms  folded. 

"  How  is  he?"  Presley  whispered. 
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"  He  won't  Uve,"  the  other  responded. 

By  degrees  the  choke  and  gurgle  of  the  breathing 
became  more  irregular  and  the  lids  closed  over  the 
twitching  eyes.  All  at  once  the  breath  ceased.  Magnus 
shot  an  inquiring  glance  at  the  surgeon. 

"  He  is  dead,  Mr.  Derrick,"  the  surgeon  replied. 

Annie  Derrick,  with  a  cry  that  rang  through  all  the 
house,  stretched  herself  over  the  body  of  her  son,  her 
head  upon  his  breast,  and  the  Governor's  great  shoulders 
bowed  never  to  rise  again. 

"  God  help  me  and  forgive  me,"  he  groaned. 

Presley  rushed  from  the  house,  beside  himself  with 
grief,  with  horror,  with  pity,  and  with  mad,  insensate 
rage.    On  the  porch  outside  Caraher  met  him. 

"  Is  he— is  he—"  began  the  saloon-keeper. 

"Yes,  he's  dead,"  cried  Presley.  "They're  all  dead, 
murdered,  shot  down,  dead,  dead,  all  pf  them.  Whose 
turn  is  next?" 

"That's  the  way  they  killed  my  wife,  Presley." 

"  Caraher,"  cried  Presley,  "  give  me  your  hand.  I've 
been  wrong  all  the  time.  The  League  is  wrong.  All  the 
world  is  wrong.  You  are  the  only  one  of  us  all  who  is 
right.  I'm  with  you  from  now  on.  By  God,  I  too.  I'm  a 
Redl" 

In  course  of  time,  a  farm  wagon  from  Bonneville 
arrived  at  Hooven's.  The  bodies  of  Annixter  and  Har- 
ran  were  placed  in  it,  and  it  drove  down  the  Lower  Road 
towards  the  Los  Muertos  ranch  houses. 

The  bodies  of  Delaney  and  Christian  had  already  been 
carried  to  Guadalajara  and  thence  taken  by  train  to 
Bonneville. 

Hilma  followed  the  farm  wagon  in  the  Derricks'  carry- 
all, with  Magnus  and  his  wife.  During  all  ftat  ride 
none  of  them  spoke  a  word.  It  had  been  arranged  that, 
since  Quien  Sabe  was  in  the  hands  of  the  Railroad,  Hilma 
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should  come  to  Los  Muerto*.  To  that  place  also 
Annixter's  body  was  carried. 

Later  on  in  the  day,  when  it  was  almost  evening,  the 
undertaker's  black  wagon  passed  the  Derricks'  Home 
ranch  on  its  way  from  Hooven's  and  turned  into  the 
county  road  towards  Bonneville.  The  initial  excitement 
of  the  affair  of  the  irrigating  ditch  had  died  down ;  the 
crowd  long  since  had  dispersed.  By  the  time  the  wagon 
passed  Caraher's  saloon,  the  sun  had  set.  Night  was 
coming  on. 

And  the  black  wagon  went  on  through  the  darkness, 
unattended,  ignored,  solitary,  carrying  the  dead  body  of 
Dabney,  the  silent  old  man  of  whom  nothing  was  known 
but  his  name,  who  made  no  friends,  whom  nobody  knew 
or  spoke  to,  who  had  come  from  no  one  knew  whence  and 
who  went  no  one  knew  whtther. 

Towards  midt^ght  of  that  same  day,  Mrs.  Dyke  was 
awakened  by  the  sounds  of  groaning  in  the  room  next  to 
hers.  Magnus  Derrick  was  not  so  occupied  by  Harran's 
death  that  he  could  not  think  of  others  who  were  in  dis- 
tress, and  when  he  had  heard  that  Mrs.  Dyke  and  Sidney, 
like  Hibna,  had  been  turned  out  of  Quien  Sabe,  he  had 
thrown  open  Los  Muertos  to  them. 

"Though,"  he  warned  them,  "it  is  precarious  hospi- 
tality at  the  best." 

Until  late,  Mrs.  Dyke  had  sat  up  with  Hilma,  com- 
forting her  as  best  she  could,  rocking  her  to  and  fro  in 
her  arms,  crying  with  her,  trying  to  quiet  her,  for  once 
having  given  way  to  her  grief,  Hilma  wept  with  a  terri- 
ble anguish  and  a  violence  that  racked  her  from  head  to 
foot,  and  at  last,  worn  out,  a  little  child  again,  had 
sobbed  herself  to  sleep  in  the  older  woman's  arms,  and 
as  a  little  child,  Mrs.  Dyke  had  put  her  to  bed  and  had 
retired  herself. 

Aroused  a  few  hours  later  by  the  sounds  of  a  distress 
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Into  hK?"''  "'  *'".  "  """'»''  ^"-  ^y^-  hurried 
M      r^ V     °"''  '''"y"'^  ">«  '»"•?  with  her. 
Mri  Dyke  needed  no  enlightenment.    She  woke  Pres- 

™n  """"I'  """  *°  '"^P""-  »°  BonneviHe  a  on     . 
u^^onmg  a  doctor.     That  night  Hilma  in  great  pain 
suffered  a  miscarriage.  "^ 

Presley  did  not  close  his  eyes  once  during  the  night- 
he  d.d  not  even  remove  his  clothes.  Long  afte  the 
doctor  had  departed  and  that  house  of  tragedy  had 
quieted  down,  he  sti.i  remained  in  his  place  by^he  oSn 
wmdow  of  h,s  ittle  room,  looking  oflf  across  the  leagre^ 
of  growmg  wheat,  watching  the  slow  kindling  of  the 
dawn.  Horror  weighed  intolerably  upon  him  Mon! 
sm>us  hmgs  huge,  terrible,  whose  namThe  knew  on  y 
oo  well,  whirled  at  a  gallop  through  his  imagination,  or 

Haran'^Id  T'-^"'^  '"'°^'=  '""^  ^^^  "^  his  mind. 
Harran  dead,  Annixter  dead,  Broderson  dead,  Osterman 
perhaps  even  at  that  moment  dying.  Why,  these  men 
had  made  up  h.s  world.  Annixter  had  been  his  best 
fnend.  Harran.  h.s  almost  daily  companion;  Broderson 
and  Osterman  were  familiar  to  him  as  brothers.  Th^J 
were  all  h.s  associates,  his  good  friends,  the  group  was 
h.s  environment,  belonging  to  his  daily  life.  And  he 
sand.ng  there  in  the  dust  of  the  road  by  the  irrigating 
d  tch,  had  seen  them  shot.  He  found  himself  suddenly 
a^  h.s  table,  the  candle  burning  at  his  elbow,  his  journal 
h^fore  h.m,  wnt.ng  swiftly,  the  desire  for  expression 

tum,?!.'"^  l^f"'  *°  '^'  "'""^hts  that  clamoured 
tumultuous  at  h.s  brain,  never  more  insistent,  more  im- 
penous.    Thus  he  wrote: 

"  Dabney  dead,  Hooven  dead,  Harran  dead,  Annixter 
dead.  Broderson  dead.  Osterman  dying,  S.  Behrman  alive 
successful ;  the  Railroad  in  possession  of  Ouien  Sabe  I 
saw  them  shot  Not  twelve  hours  since  fstood  there  at 
the  irrigating  ditch.    Ah,  that  terrible  moment  of  horror 
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and  confusion  1  powder  smoke— f-»hing  pistol  barrels- 
blood  stains — rearing  horses — men  staggering  to  their 
death— Christian  in  a  horrible  posture,  one  rigid  leg  high 
in  the  air  across  his  saddle— Broderson  falling  sideways 
into  the  ditch — Osterman  laying  himself  down,  his  head 
on  his  arms,  as  if  tired,  tired  out.  These  things,  I  have 
seen  them.  The  picture  of  this  day's  work  is  from  hence- 
forth part  of  my  mind,  part  of  me.  They  have  done  it, 
S.  Behrman  and  the  owners  of  the  railroad  have  done 
it,  while  all  the  world  looked  on,  while  the  people  of 
these  United  States  looked  on.  Oh,  come  now  and  try 
your  theories  upon  us,  us  of  the  ranches,  us,  who  have 
sufTered.  us,  who  know.  Oh,  talk  to  us  now  of  the 
'  rights  of  Capital,'  Ulk  to  us  of  the  Trust,  talk  to  us  of 
the  '  equilibrium  between  the  classes.'  Tr,  your  ingeni- 
ous ideas  upon  us.  We  Know.  I  cannot  tell  whether  or 
not  your  theories  are  excellent.  I  do  not  know  if  your 
ideas  are  plausible.  I  do  not  know  how  practical  is  your 
scheme  of  society.  I  do  not  know  if  the  Railroad  has  a 
right  to  our  lands,  but  I  do  know  that  Harran  is  dead, 
that  Annixter  is  dead,  that  Broderson  is  dead,  that  Hoo- 
ven  is  dead,  that  Osterman  is  dying,  and  that  S.  Behrman 
is  alive,  successful,  triumphant;  that  he  has  ridden  into 
possession  of  a  principality  over  the  dead  bodies  of  five 
men  shot  down  by  his  hired  associates. 

"  I  can  see  the  outcome.  The  Railroad  will  prevail. 
The  Trust  will  overpower  us.  Here  in  this  corner  of  a 
great  nation,  here,  on  the  edge  of  the  continent,  here,  in 
this  valley  of  the  West,  far  from  the  great  centres,  iso- 
lated, remote,  lost,  the  great  iron  hand  crushes  life  from 
us,  crushes  liberty  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness  from  us, 
and  our  little  struggles,  our  moment's  convulsion  of 
death  agony  causes  not  one  jar  in  the  vast,  clashing  ma- 
chinery of  the  nation's  life ;  a  fleck  of  grit  in  the  wheels, 
perhaps,  a  grain  of  sand  in  the  cogs— the  momentary 
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creak  of  the  axle  is  the  mother's  wail  of  bereavement, 
the  wife's  cry  of  anguish— and  the  great  wheel  turns, 
spmnmg  smooth  again,  even  again,  and  the  tiny  impedi- 
ment of  a  second,  scarce  noticed,  is  forgotten.  Make  the 
people  believe  that  the  faint  tremour  in  their  great  en- 
gme  is  a  menace  to  its  function  ?  \'  '  a  folly  to  think  of 
It.  Tell  them  of  the  danger  ami  tu  will  I  nt.ii  at  you. 
Tell  them,  five  years  from  now  ;  k  ,rv  ,.,  i  '  ,-^,ht  be- 
tween the  League  of  the  San  .,.^o,;  ii.>  ..  d  &,■  ;•  ilrotd 
and  it  will  not  be  believed.  V.  1,  t!  a  pitch. d  hy.']e  be- 
tween Farmer  and  Railroad  :i  :.at!i  •  tii.  -i  :  ,v7ives  of 
seven  men?  Impossible,  i;;  couKi  n  .•  ti;v\-  luppened. 
Your  story  is  fiction — is  exaggtian..' 

"Yet  it  is  Lexington— God  help  n  f,ou  uili^jhten  us, 
God  rouse  us  from  our  lethargy— ii  .;  Loxingion ;  farm- 
ers with  guns  in  their  hands  fighting  for  Liberty.  Is 
our  State  of  California  the  only  one  that  has  its  ancient 
and  hereditary  foe?  Are  there  no  other  Trusts  between 
the  oceans  than  this  of  the  Pacific  and  Southwestern 
Railroad?  Ask  yourselves,  you  of  the  Middle  West,  ask 
yourselves,  you  of  the  North,  ask  yourselves,  you  of  the 
East,  ask  yourselves,  you  of  the  South— ask  yourselves, 
every  citizen  of  every  State  from  Maine  to  Mexico,  from 
the  Dakotas  to  the  Carolinas,  have  you  not  the  mon- 
ster in  your  boundaries  ?  If  it  is  not  a  Trust  of  transpor- 
tation, it  is  only  another  head  of  the  same  Hydra.  Is  not 
our  death  struggle  typical?  Is  it  not  one  of  many,  is  it 
not  symbolical  of  the  great  and  terrible  conflict  that  is 
going  on  everywhere  in  these  United  States?  Ah,  you 
people,  blind,  bound,  tricked,  betrayed,  can  you  not  see 
it?  Can  you  not  see  how  the  monsters  have  plundered 
your  treasures  and  holding  them  in  the  grip  of  their  iron 
claws,  dole  them  out  to  you  only  at  the  price  of  your 
blood,  at  the  price  of  the  lives  of  your  wives  and  your 
little  children?    You  give  your  babies  to  Moloch  for  the 
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loaf  of  bread  you  have  kneaded  yourselves.  You  offer 
your  starved  wives  to  Juggernaut  for  the  iron  nail  you 
have  yourselves  compounded." 

He  spent  the  night  over  his  journal,  writing  down  such 
thoughts  as  these  or  walking  the  floor  from  wall  to  wall, 
or,  seized  at  times  with  unreasoning  horror  and  blind 
rage,  flinging  himself  face  downward  upon  his  bed,  vow- 
ing with  inarticulate  cries  that  neither  S.  Behrman  nor 
Shelgrim  should  ever  live  to  consummate  their  triumph. 

Morning  came  and  with  it  the  daily  papers  and  news. 
Presley  did  not  even  glance  at  the  "  Mercury."  Bonne- 
ville published  two  other  daily  journals  that  professed  to 
voice  the  will  and  reflect  the  temper  of  the  people  and 
these  he  r^ad  eagerly. 

Osterman  was  yet  alive  and  there  were  chances  of  his 
recovery.  The  League — some  three  hundred  of  its  mem- 
bers had  gathered  at  Bonneville  over  night  and  were 
patrolling  the  streets  and,  still  resolve('  to  keep  the  peace, 
were  even  guarding  the  railroad  shops  and  buildings. 
Furthermore,  the  Leaguers  had  issued  manifestoes,  urg- 
ing all  citizens  to  preserve  law  and  order,  yet  summoning 
an  indignation  meeting  to  be  convened  that  afternoon  at 
the  City  Opera  House. 

It  appeared  from  the  newspapers  that  those  who  ob- 
structed the  marshal  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty  could 
be  proceeded  against  by  the  District  Attorney  on  informa- 
tion or  by  bringring  the  matter  before  the  Grand  Jury. 
But  the  Grand  Jury  was  not  at  that  time  in  session,  and 
it  was  known  that  there  were  no  funds  in  the  marshal's 
office  to  pay  expenses  for  the  summoning  of  jurors  or  ■ 
the  serving  of  processes.  S.  Behrman  and  Ruggles  in 
interviews  stated  that  the  Railroad  withdrew  entirely 
from  the  fight ;  the  matter  now,  according  to  them,  was 
between  the  Leaguers  and  the  United  States  Govern- 
ment; they  washed  their  hands  of  the  whole  business. 
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The  ranchers  could  settle  with  Washington.  But  it 
seemed  that  Congress  had  recently  forbade  the  use  of 
troops  for  civil  purposes;  the  whole  mr.tter  of  the 
League-Railroad  contest  was  evidently  for  the  moment 
to  be  left  m  statu  quo. 

But  to  Presley's  mind  the  most  important  piece  of  news 
that  mornmg  was  the  report  of  the  action  of  the  Railroad 
upon  hearing  of  the  battle. 

Instantly  Bonneville  had  been  isolated.  Not  a  single 
local  tram  was  running,  not  one  of  the  through  trains 
made  any  halt  at  the  station.  The  mails  were  not  moved 
Further  than  this,  by  some  arrangement  difficult  to  un- 
derstand, the  telegraph  operators  at  Bonneville  and 
Cuadalajara,  acting  under  orders,  refused  to  receive  any 
telegrams  except  those  emanating  from  railway  officials 
The  story  of  the  fight,  the  story  creating  the  first  impres- 
sion, was  to  be  told  to  San  Francisco  and  the  outside 
world  by  S.  Behrman,  Ruggles,  and  the  local  P.  and  S 
W.  agents. 

An  hour  before  breakfast,  the  undertakers  arrived  and 
took  charge  of  the  bodies  of  Harran  and  Annixter 
Presley  saw  neither  HUma,  Magnus,  nor  Mrs.  Derrick 
The  doctor  came  to  look  after  Hilma.  He  breakfasted 
with  Mrs.  Dyke  and  Presley,  and  from  him  Presley 
learned  that  Hilma  would  recover  both  from  the  shock 
of  her  husband's  death  and  from  her  miscarriage  of  the 
previous  night. 

"She  ought  to  have  her  mother  with  her,"  said  the 
physician.  "  She  does  nothing  but  call  for  her  or  beg  to 
be  allowed  to  go  to  her.  I  have  tried  to  get  a  wire 
through  to  Mrs.  Tree,  but  the  company  will  not  take  it 
and  even  if  I  could  get  word  to  her,  how  could  she  get 
down  here?    There  are  no  trains." 

But  Presley  found  that  it  was  impossible  for  him  to 
stay  at  Los  Muertos  that  day.    Gloom  and  the  shadow; 
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of  tragedy  brooded  heavy  over  the  place.  A  great 
silence  pervaded  everything,  a  silence  broken  oaly  by 
the  subdued  coming  and  going  of  tlie  undertaker  and  Im, 
assistants.  When  Presley,  having  resolved  to  go  into 
Bonneville,  came  out  through  the  doorway  of  the  l«juse, 
he  found  the  undertaker  tying  a  long  strip  of  crape  to 
the  bell-handle. 

Presley  saddled  his  pony  and  rode  into  town.  By  tiiis 
time,  after  long  hours  of  continued  reflection  upon  one 
subject,  a  sombre  brooding  malevolence,  a  deep-seated 
desire  of  revenge,  had  grown  big  within  his  mind.  The 
first  numbness  had  passed  off ;  familiarity  with  what  had 
been  done  had  blunted  the  edge  of  horror,  and  now  the 
impulse  of  "retaliation  prevailed.  At  first,  the  sullen 
anger  of  defeat,  the  sense  of  outrage,  had  only  smouldered, 
but  the  more  he  brooded,  the  fiercer  flamed  his  rage. 
Sudden  paroxysms  of  wrath  gripped  him  by  the  throat ; 
abrupt  outbursts  of  fury  injected  his  eyes  with  blood. 
He  ground  his  teeth,  his  mouth  filled  with  curses,  his 
hands  clenched  till  they  grew  white  and  bloodless.  V/as 
the  Railroad  to  triumph  then  in  the  end?  After  all  those 
months  of  preparation,  after  all  those  grandiloquent  reso- 
lutions, after  all  the  arrogant  presumption  of  the  League ! 
The  League !  what  a  farce ;  what  had  it  amounted  to  when 
the  crisis  came?  Was  the  Trust  to  crush  them  all  so 
easily?  Was  S.  Behrman  to  swallow  Los  Muertos?  S. 
Behrman  I  Presley  saw  him  plainly,  huge,  rotund,  white ; 
saw  his  jowl  tremulous  and  obese,  the  roll  of  fat  over  his 
collar  sprinkled  with  sparse  hairs,  the  great  stomach  with 
its  brown  linen  vest  and  heavy  watch  chain  of  hollow 
links,  clinking  against  the  buttons  of  imitation  pearl. 
And  this  man  was  to  crush  Mapuis  Derrick — had  already 
stamped  the  life  from  such  men  as  Harran  and  Annixter. 
This  man,  in  the  name  of  the  Trust,  was  to  grab  Los 
Muertos  as  he  had  grabbed  Quien  Sabc,  antj  after  Los 
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Muertos.  Broderson's  ranch,  then  Osterman's,  then  others 
and  St:  1  others,  the  whole  valley,  the  whole  State 

r  Je'S.'^  ''''  ^°'^^^  ^''^  ^''  '=''"'=^'«=''  fi^'  «  I^e 

The  idea  of  it  put  him  beside  himself.  Oh,  to  sink  his 
fingers  deep  mto  the  white,  fat  throat  of  the  man,  to 
clutch  hke  ,non  mto  the  great  puffed  jowl  of  him  to 
wrench  out  the  life,  to  batter  it  out,  strangle  it  om  to 
pay  h,m  back  for  the  long  years  of  extortion  and  opp;es! 
s.on,  to  squan;  accounts  for  bribed  jurors,  bought  judges 
corrupted  legislatures,  to  have  justice  for  the  trick  of  the 
Ranchers    Radroad  Commission,  the  charlatanism  of  the 

?nnixtert''  """  °^  "^"""'  '^'  ^^'^^='"^''0"  of 
It  was  in  such  mood  that  he  reached  Caraher's  The 
saloon-keeper  had  just  opened  his  place  and  was  stand- 
mg  m  his  doorway,  smoking  his  pipe.  Presley  dis- 
mounted and  went  m  and  the  two  had  a  long  talk. 

an^rod";  ""'?  ''°"?  'l''"'  ^"""'^^  "^^"^  °"*  °f  the  saloon 
and  rode  on  towards  Bonneville,  his  face  was  very  pale 
h.s  hps  shut  tight,  resolute,  determined.  His  manner  was 
that  of  a  man  whose  mind  is  made  up. 

The  hour  for  the  mass  meeting  ai  the  Opera  House 
had  been  set  for  one  o'clock,  but  long  before  noon  the 
street  m  front  of  the  building  and,  in  fact,  all  the  streets 
m  Its  vicmity,  were  packed  from  side  to  side  with  a 
shiftmg,  struggling,  surging,  and  excited  multitude 
1  here  were  few  women  in  the  throng,  but  hardly  a  single 
male  inhabitant  of  either  Bonneville  or  Guadalajara  was 
absent.  Men  had  even  come  from  Visalia  and  Pixley  It 
was  no  longer  the  crowd  of  curiosity  seekers  that  had 
thronged  around  Hooven's  place  by  the  irrigating  ditch- 
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the  People  were  no  longer  confused,  bewildered.    A  full 
realisation  of  just  what  had  been  done  the  day  before 
was  clear  now  in  the  minds  of  all.     Business  was  sus- 
pended; nearly  all  the  stores  were  closed.     Since  early 
morning  the  members  of  the  League  had  put  in  an  ap- 
pearance and  rode  from  point  to  point,  their  rifles  across 
their  saddle  pommels.    Then,  by  ten  o'clock,  the  streets 
had  begun  to  fill      ,  the  groups  on  the  comers  grew  and 
merged  into  one  another;   pedestrians,  unable  to    find 
room  on  the  sidewalks,  took  to  the  streets.    Hourly  the 
crowd  increased  till  shoulders  touched  and  elbows    till 
free  circulation  became  impeded,  then  congested,  then 
impossible.    The  crowd,  a  solid  mass,  was  wedged  tight 
from  store   front  to  store   front.     And   from   all   this 
throng,  this  single  unit,  this  living,  breathing  organism— 
the  People— there  rose  a  droning,  terrible  note.    It  was 
not  yet  the  wild,  fierce  clamour  of  riot  and  insurrection 
shrill,  high  pitched;  but  it  was  a  beginning,  the  growl 
of  the  awakened  brute,  feeling  the  iron  in  its  ilank,  heav- 
ing up  iu  head  with  bared  teeth,  the  throat  vibrating  to 
the  long,  indrawn  snarl  of  wrath. 

Thus  the  forenoon  passed,  while  the  people,  their  bulk 
growing  hourly  vaster,  kept  to  the  streets,  moving  slowly 
backward  and  forward,  oscillating  in  the  grooves  of  the 
thoroughfares,  the  steady,  low-pitched  growl  rising  con- 
tinually into  the  hot,  still  air. 

Then,  at  length,  about  twelve  o'clock,  the  movement  of 
the  throng  assumed  definite  direction.  It  set  towards  the 
Opera  House.  Presley,  who  had  left  his  pony  at  the  City 
hvery  stable,  found  himself  caught  in  the  current  and 
earned  slowly  forward  in  its  direction.  His  arms  were 
pinioned  to  his  sides  by  the  press,  the  crush  against  his 
body  was  all  but  rib-cracking,  he  could  hardly  draw  his 
breath.  All  around  him  rose  and  fell  wave  after  wave 
of  faces,  hundreds  upon  hundreds,  thousands  upon  thou- 
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sands,  red,  lowering,  sullen     All 

t«ona«dslowly,slowlyth7v:H        T*'  '"'  '"  °"«  ^irec- 

!hey  almost  ihedoneroHT?'"^"''"^'^'"-^^ 
'nexplicable,  great   turn,!.?'.  ^°'' '•««ons  that  were 

"""titude.    At  times    pSleT  WtJf  '"''  "''°"^''  '^e 
swept  back,  back,  back  w7th  t'hl  1°""  ^''  ^«*'  *« 

°f  the  Opera  House  walhalf  Im"".''  *'"  '''^  ^"'^'-^ 
returning  billow  beat  back  ailn  J^  *^'^'  *''*^"'  '^e 
gasping,  staggering.  cEing  "iirhe"""^  "'"  ^'°"^' 
■nore  in  the  vortex  of  frantic  f;f;  r'^'*'  '''"^*^''  ""^^^ 

Here  the  waves  were  she         qX"  t^"'  °'^  '°^"- 
sure  on  all  sides  of  his  body  left  htm  '  S  """""^  P^"' 
utter  the  cry  that  rose  to  h !  V         u"'°"'  '*''^"ffth  to 
whole  mass  of  struggli„°  .11     •?''  "'""'  ^"^''«"'y  the 
■nen  about  him  se3  af  it        ""^'  '«^''*'"«'  -"'h'ng 
tudinous,   swelli„rg1ga"t         a'  *"•  ^  *°  '''''  -">ti 
Presley  forward  in  ts, fan     TH        "'^'^'^  ^"'*'   '^^'shed 
of   confused    sights     XstldL"" '"°'"'="''^  "''"'•' 
bloodshot  eyes,  clutching  hanH,-  '    °^""^   ^"'hs, 

furious  sound,'  sho^  ^che's  ^oa'thT"'"'' °"*''""' °f 
wherein  Presley  veritably  Seve?his\r'""'''  ''^ 
'■ke  pipestems  and  he  was  c^rr  /l  '  ""''  '"*P 
helpless,  an  atom  on  the  cres  of  !  ' .  "'.'  '"^*'"«^' 
up  the  steps  of  the  Ooem  Hn  ^'°™-driven  wave, 

through  the  doors  andTla^tTnto  T  '"^° ''•=  ^^'*'''"'^' 
house  itself.  '"*°  'he  auditorium  of  the 

^Jt::.z  Lro^etetsSn^T  '"'^'^^'-"^"^  *^^ 

ing  over  the  backs  of  seS  t?  V°  ^"°*''"'  ^'"d- 
feet  upon  the  red  p^ush  ctJ  "^r'^'  P""*  °^  ''"^ty 
house  was  iilled  from  sta^f  t°o"  t  '"  '  '"""^""^  '"^ 
aisles  were  packed  s^id!^  "r"''  8^"*"7-     The 

'■tself  men  were  shtini  '  IT".°."  *''"  "^^^^  ^^  'h*  «tage 
the  fooHighTs  ^'  '  ^^'"^  *""^<=  °"  "ther  side  of 
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The  curtain  was  up,  disclosing  a  half-set  scene, — the 
flats,  leaning  at  perilous  angles, — that  represented  some 
sort  of  terrace,  the  pavement,  alternate  squares  of  black 
and  white  marble,  while  red,  white,  and  yellow  flowers 
were  represented  as  growing  from  urns  and  vases.  A 
long,  double  row  of  chairs  stretched  across  the  scene  from 
wing  to  wing,  flanking  a  table  covered  with  a  red  cloth, 
on  which  was  set  a  pitcher  of  water  and  a  speaker's 
gavel. 

Promptly  these  chairs  were  filled  up  with  members  of 
the  League,  the  audience  cheering  as  certain  well-known 
figures  made  their  appearance — Garnett  of  the  Ruby 
ranch,  Gethings  of  the  San  Pablo,  Keast  of  the  ranch  of 
the  same  name,  Chattern  of  the  Bonanza,  elderly  men, 
bearded,  slow  of  speech,  deliberate. 

Garnett  opened  the  meeting;  his  speech  was  plain, 
straightforward,  matter-of-fact.  He  simply  told  what 
had  happened.  He  announced  that  certain  resolutions 
were  to  be  drawn  up.    He  introduced  the  next  speaker. 

This  one  pleaded  for  moderation.  He  was  conserva- 
tive. All  along  he  had  opposed  the  idea  of  armed  resist- 
ance except  as  the  very  last  resort.  He  "  deplored  "  the 
terrible  aflfair  of  yesterday.  He  begged  the  people  to 
wait  in  patience,  to  attempt  no  more  violence.  He  in- 
formed them  that  armed  guards  of  the  League  were,  at 
that  moment,  patrolling  Los  Muertos,  Broderson's,  and 
Osterman's.  It  was  well  known  that  the  United  States 
marshal  confessed  himself  powerless  to  serve  the  writs. 
There  would  be  no  more  bloodshed. 

"  We  have  had,"  he  continued,  "  bloodshed  enough,  and 
I  want  to  say  right  here  that  I  am  not  so  sure  but  what 
yesterday's  terrible  affair  might  have  been  avoided.  A 
gentleman  whom  we  all  esteem,  who  from  the  first  has 
been  our  recognised  leader,  is,  at  this  moment,  mourning 
the  loss  of  a  young  son,  killed  before  his  eyes.     God 
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'rour  p'rlLrT'"'''  "  '°  "^  ''"'  •"  "'«  ^ffl-'-n 
7»*  u-  •  r*-  I  a*"  "O'-'T  for  him.  My  heart  goes 
out  to  him  .„  this  hour  of  distress,  but,  at  the  same  t!^e 
he  pos.  >o„  of  the  Leagv,e  m„st  be  defined.  We  owr't' 
o  ourselves,  we  owe  it  to  the  people  of  this  county  The 
League  armed  for  the  very  purpose  of  preserving  the 
peace,  not  of  breaking  it.  We  believed  that  T.th  L 
hundred  armed  and  drilled  men  at  our  disposal,  "fdy  o 

aT^otti:  "TT  ""'  "^  ^°"'^  -  ove;awe  any 
attempt  to  expel  us  from  our  lands  that  such  an  attempt 
would  not  be  made  until  the  cases  pending  before  The 
Supreme  Court  had  been  decided.  If  when  the  enemy 
appeared  m  our  midst  yesterday  they  had  been  met  by  six 
hundred  rifles,  it  is  not  conceivable  that  the  issue  would 
have  been  forced.  No  fight  would  have  ensued,  and  to- 
day we  would  not  have  to  mourn  the  deaths  of  four  of 
our  fellow-citizens.  A  mistake  has  been  made  and  we  of 
tJie  League  must  not  be  held  responsible." 

The  speaker  sat  down  amidst  loud  applause  from  the 
L«apers  and  less  pronounced  demonstrations  on  the  part 
of  the  audience. 

A  second  Leaguer  took  his  place,  a  tall,  clumsy  man, 
half-rancher,  half-politician. 

"I  want  to  second  what  my  colleague  has  just  said  " 
he  began.  "This  matter  of  resisting  the  marshal  when 
he  tried  to  put  the  Railroad  dummies  in  possession  on  the 
ranches  around  here,  was  all  talked  over  in  the  commit- 
tee meetings  of  the  League  long  ago.  It  never  was  our 
mtention  to  fire  a  single  shot.  No  such  absolute  author- 
ity as  was  assumed  yesterday  was  flclegated  to  anvbody 
Our  esteemed  President  is  all  right,  but  we  all  know  that 
he  IS  a  man  who  loves  authority  and  who  likes  to  go  his 
own  gait  without  accounting  to  anybody.  We— the  rest 
of  us  Leaguers— never  were  informed  as  to  what  was 
going  on.    We  supposed,  of  course,  that  watch  was  being 
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kept  Oil  the  Railroad  so  as  we  wouldn't  be  takeji  bysur- 
prise  ■u.i  we  were  yesterday.  And  it  seems  no  watch  was 
kept  at  all,  or  if  there  was,  it  was  mighty  ineffective. 
Our  idea  was  to  forestall  any  movement  on  the  part  of 
the  Railroad  and  then  when  we  knew  the  marshal  was 
coming  down,  \k1  call  a  meeting  of  our  Executive  Coai- 
mittee  and  decide  ;•  to  what  should  be  done.  We  ought 
to  have  had  tim-  '  )  call  out  the  whole  League.  Instead 
of  that,  what  h.  rv«n8?  While  we're  all  off  chasing  rab- 
bits, the  Railroad  is  allowed  to  steal  a  march  on  us  and 
when  it  is  too  late,  a  handful  of  Leaguers  is  got  together 
and  a  fight  is  precipitated  and  our  men  killed.  I'm  sorry 
for  our  Presfdent,  top.  No  one  is  more  so,  but  I  want  to 
put  myself  on  record'  as  believing  he  did  a  hasty  and  in- 
considerate thing.  If  he  had  managed  right,  he  could 
have  had  six  hundred  men  to  oppose  the  Railroad  and 
there  would  not  have  been  any  gun  fight  or  any  killing. 
He  didn't  manage  right  and  there  K'as  a  killing  and  I 
don't  see  as  how  the  Leaf^ie  ought  to  be  held  responsible. 
The  idea  of  the  League,  the  whole  reason  why  it  was 
organised,  was  to  protect  all  the  ranches  of  this  valley 
from  the  Railroad,  and  it  looks  to  me  as  if  the  lives  of  our 
fellow-citizens  had  been  sacrificed,  not  in  defending  all 
of  our  ranches,  but  just  in  defence  of  one  of  them — Los 
Muertos — the  one  that  Mr.  Derrick  owns." 

The  speaker  had  no  more  than  regained  his  seat  when 
a  man  was  seen  pushing  his  way  from  the  bark  of  the 
stage  towards  Garnett.  He  handed  the  rancher  a  note, 
at  the  same  time  whispering  in  his  ear.  Garnett  read  the 
note,  then  came  forward  to  the  edge  of  the  stage,  holdinfi; 
up  his  hand.  When  the  audience  had  fallen  silent  he 
said: 

"  I  have  just  received  sad  news.  Our  friend  and 
fellow-citizen,  Mr.  Osterman,  died  this  morning  between 
eleven  and  twelve  o'clock." 
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r  Je"  to"£  '?'?  T  '"^'-    ^^"y  "«"'  «•  the  building 
rose  to  his  feet,  shouting,  gesticulating.     The  roar  in 

A  tornado  of  confusion  swept  whirling  from  wall  to 

upon  iresley.  He  forgot  himself;  he  no  longer  was 
master  of  h.s  -motions  or  his  impulses.  All  at ^nce  he 
found  himself  upon  the  stage,  fadng  the  audiele  flam 

"rfa  :t;:fZ':''?/'='*r'  --''^  '-p-^  to  ^s  mS 

in  a  torrent  that  could  not  be  withheld 
"  One  more  dead,"  he  cried,  "  one  more.    Harran  dead 

^ead,  Hooven  dead;  shot  down,  killed,  killed  in  the 
defence  of  their  homes,  killed  in  the  d  fen  e  o  "he^V 

^o  on%'How  r  '''  '-''  °'  ''^'''-    "-  '-V--  i 
go  on  f    How  long  must  we  suffer .?    Where  is  the  en.!  ■ 

what  is  the  end?    How  long  must  the  iron  he  rted  ^ 

of  steam  and  steel  nde  upon  our  necks?    Will  you  never 
be  sat.sfied,  w.U  you  never  relent,  you,  our  masters.  Jou 

Ph,  r?'  'Zr  '''"^^'  y°"'  °"'-  '-^k-masters.  yot ,  ou 
Pharoahs.  W.U  you  never  listen  to  that  command  '  Let 
Myeop,  ,,,  ,  Oh,  that  cry  ringing  down  the  agt 
Hear  .t,  hear  ,t.  It  .s  the  voice  of  the  Lord  God  speaking 
m  h.s  prophets.  Hear  it,  hear  it-' Let  My  people  go^ 
Rameses  heard  it  in  his  pylons  at  Thebes,  cLar  hfard 
It  on  the  Palatme.  the  Bourbon  Louis  heard  it  at  Ver- 
sadles  Charles  Stuart  heard  it  at  Whitehall,  the  white 
Czar  heard  .t  m  the  Kremlin,-'  Let  My  people  go.-  It  is 
the  cry  of  the  nations,  the  .^eat  voice  of  the  centuries- 
everywhere  .t  is  raised.    The  voice  of  God  is  the  voke 
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of  the  People.  The  people  cry  out  'Let  uf,  the  People, 
God's  people,  go.'  You,  our  matters,  you,  our  kings, 
you,  our  tyrants,  don't  you  hear  us  ?  Don't  you  hear  God 
speaking  in  us?  Will  you  never  let  us  go?  How  long 
at  length  will  you  abuse  our  patience?  How  long  will 
you  drive  us?  How  long  will  you  harass  us ?  Will  noth- 
ing daunt  you?  Does  nothing  check  you  ?  Do  you  not 
know  that  to  ignore  our  cry  too  long  is  to  wake  the  Red 
Terror?  Rameses  refused  to  listen  to  it  and  perished 
miserably.  Cxsar  refused  to  listen  and  was  stabbed  in 
the  Senate  House.  The  Bourbon  Louis  refused  to  listen 
and  died  on  the  guillotine;  Charles  Stuart  refused  to 
listen  and  died  on  the  block;  the  white  Czar  refused  to 
listen  and  was  blown  up  in  his  own  capital.  Will  you 
let  it  come  to  that?  Will  you  drive  us  to  it?  We  who 
boast  of  our  land  of  freedom,  we  who  live  in  the  country 
of  liberty? 

"  Go  on  as  you  have  begun  and  it  will  come  to  that. 
Turn  a  deaf  ear  to  that  cry  of  '  Let  My  people  go '  too  long 
and  another  cry  will  be  raised,  that  you  cannot  choose  but 
hear,  a  cry  that  you  cannot  shut  out.  It  will  be  the  cry  of 
the  man  on  the  street,  the  '  i  la  Bastille '  that  wakes  the 
Red  Terror  and  unleashes  Revolution.  Harassed,  plun- 
dered, exasperated,  desperate,  the  people  will  turn  at 
last  as  they  have  turned  so  many,  many  times  before. 
You,  our  lords,  you,  our  task-masters,  you,  our  kings; 
you  have  caught  vour  Samson,  you  have  made  his 
strength  your  own.  You  have  shorn  his  head ;  you  have 
put  out  his  eyes ;  you  have  set  him  to  turn  your  mill- 
stones, to  grind  the  grist  for  your  mills ;  you  have  made 
him  a  shame  and  a  mock.  Take  care,  oh,  as  you  love  your 
lives,  take  care,  lest  some  day  calling  upon  the  Lord  his 
God  he  reach  not  out  his  arms  for  the  pillars  of  your 
temples." 
The  audience,  at  first  bewildered,  confused  by  this  un- 
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.■Sk  »r"""~'  '^^•^•■'1^™  r.:'Ct' 

box.    We  are  told   h^^  ',  ^^'^  °^''  '^e  ballot- 

redress;  thjv^t  t  ourts"  w  t: '"  f  '=°"^'«  ^- 

they  are,-ri,ffia„s  in  pSSs  ruffiL  •  ^''''■"  '°'  *'"" 
'■nlaw.rufliansintraHiTl'K  ■   *  '"  ''"*""•  "-"ffians 

small  to  sTaS  S  1,^t  """' "°  P*"^  '^^""^  t°o 
of  a  million  do  tt'vetpTcS  fH^'T""^"'  ^^^^^^-^ 
hand  of  ,he  price  of VTolfoftf.^  '^'^'^  °^  ^  ^-- 

merce;  they  corr„nf  i  7  ^'''^''""^■'  ""<>  ""  it  Com- 

^SeXt:^^^-riT^'-^ 

"And  this  is  Africa  Sff  .  'f  '*  Competition, 
ourselves;  we  fouX  r^;,„Y  ^°"?':'  Lexington  to  free 
yoke  Tem^inf.  f  ^"y*''"rff  to  free  others.  Yet  the 
yoKe  remains  we  have  onlv  shfftpH  ;*  t„  ♦u  , 
der.  We  talk  of  i;h»,t  {  J,  *  '°  ^^^  °ther  shoul- 
of  it!    We   ell  o,^rJ  "^       ;  '^'  ^^"'^  °^  "'  "h.  the  follv 

serene,  cata.  conquering  goddess.    Oh,  the  farce  of  it! 
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_      Freedom  is  not  given  free  to  any  who  ask    T  iWf 

born  in  the  very  height  and  heat  of  battle  born  frn^^' 
death,  stained  with  blood,  grimed  with  polvde  And 
she  grows  to  be  not  a  goddess,  but  a  Fury    a  feaVf^.l 

A  prolonged  explosion  of  applause  followed    the  Ope« 
g  cneir  jiats.    But  it  was  not  intelligent  aDi>Iaiise     In 

TrmL'l ";  ■""■"  ""  ""  »"'■  '"4  taw  tl,.," 
hI  tad  f  ,1,  !,  "°'u""  '•'"  "»  '"""  <■<  W-  mJience 

r:i  Sn-:  ;::rL":;i  ™"- e'°,^  "■  f 
^si-.^ST^-rrnf'-"'"-- 

«f<s;f.i;-ra.i:SLr£'.rn=Sf£ 

had  not  helped  ,Hen,  .«,  thei.  cause  in  th.  le^s"  htne  "; 

Disappointed,  bewildered    ashamprf    i,«  ^  j    u- 

:K™jj:,s.a«~"-"r:t- 
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'-.  "e  had  failed.  The  pe^r  w'  ""''"  '"  '"^P-a- 
wo"  d  not  behove  that  he  Zl  T°  ,'  "°'  ^°"^''''-^  h™, 
-ddenly  he  seemed  to  rel^  ,  °  'J?'"  "^^'■"-  -T'- 
J,'!  ''P^  '•f^"'-"ed  once  n,orT  £.,•  ^''f/«°'"»e  set  of 
the  crowded  streets,  he  vvent'on  tn  !  '"'  ''^^  "'^°"&h 
''e  had  left  his  ponv.  °"  '°^^"^'^  the  stable  where 

Meanwhile,  in  the  Opera  Hn 
had  occurred.    Magn^^DerrSt','  ^''''  <^°"'-°«°" 

Only  a  sense  of  enor,r,  '^  aPPearcd. 

Juty  could  have  prevXd  ;"oVr"-'^"'''^'  °^  ^^est 
"■""se  and  the  dead  bodv  T" '^^"^^"^  '"  have  left  his 
-^^  the  President  of  7e  Lea;.'  '°"  ''"  ''^>'-  B"'  he 
organisation  had  a  mee  '  o?^"';'"''  "^"^^  «'"'=e  its 
°ne  been  held     He  h,Tu  '"''''  '"'Portance  as  tl, 

'^^'^^  the  day  bet?^'r:a""H™"''='''''^^-i:t  g 
■^andfu,  of  Leaguers  toglr  1^  l'^.'^'  ^^*'^-«'  ^^f 
the  responsibility  of  the  fight  ''  '''  ^^°  '""'t  bear 

When  he  had  entered  the  On        ^r 
way  down  the  centraf  ai   e.n'^''!,  "°"=«'  "taking  his 
disturbance  had  broken  ot    H  '  "'^  ^'^^^'  a  loud 
;«ea„ingless  uproar.     Manv  L^     "^  "PP'""^^'  Partly  a 
J"^  hand,  but  others  vvere'not  f''"r'  ^"----d  to  shake 
"I^Hy  his  staunch  supper  erTU^"     "'"""^  ^''°-  f-' 
tje  a,r  held  back,  he.!^uting  afral, T'^  ^"^  °PP°^'"°"  '" 
pelves  by  adhering  to  the  fortunes  of     ""^^'^^^'^^  then,- 
">'ght  be  discredited  bv  the  "er'  •'"  "'''"^^  ^'^^'ons 

he  was  the  head.  '  ^  organisation  of  which 

Declining  to  take  the  cha.V     f 
Garnett  offered  him   tie  Cnv        P'"''"^'"^  °ffi<^"  which 
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"  I  am  ashamed  of  them,  novernor,"  he  protested  in- 
dignantly, "  to  lose  their  nerve  now !  To  fait  you  now ! 
it  makes  my  blood  boil.  If  you  had  succeeded  yester- 
day, if  all  had  gone  well,  do  you  think  we  would  have 
heard  of  any  talk  of  '  assumption  of  authority,'  or  '  acting 
without  advice  and  consent '  ?  As  if  thert  was  any  time 
to  call  a  meeting  of  the  Executive  Committee.  If  yon 
hadn't  acted  as  you  did,  the  whole  county  w~u'd  have 
been  grabbed  by  the  Railroad.  Get  up,  Gov  .or,  and 
bring  'em  all  up  standing.  Just  tear  'em  all  to  pieces, 
show  'em  that  you  are  the  head,  the  boss.  That's  What 
they  need.  That  killing  yesterday  has  shaken  the  nerve 
clean  out  of  them." 

For  the  instant  the  Governor  was  taken  all  aback. 
What,  his  lieutenants  were  failing  him  ?  What,  he  was  to 
be  questioned,  interpolated  upon  yesterday's  "  irrepres- 
sible conflict "  ?  Had  disaffection  appeared  in  the  ranks 
of  the  League — at  this,  of  all  moments  ?  He  put  from  him 
his  terrible  grief.  The  cause  was  in  danger.  At  the  in- 
stant he  was  the  President  of  the  League  only,  the  chief, 
the  master.  A  royal  anger  surged  within  him,  a  wide, 
towering  scorn  of  opposition.  He  would  crush  this  dis- 
affection in  its  incipiency,  would  vindicate  himself  and 
strengthen  the  cause  at  one  and  the  same  time.  He 
stepped  forward  and  stood  in  the  speaker's  place,  turning 
partly  toward  the  audience,  partly  toward  the  assembled 
Leaguers. 

"  Gentlemen  of  the  League,"  he  began,  "  citizens  of 
Bonneville " 

But  at  once  the  silence  in  which  the  Governor  had 
begun  to  si^?ak  was  broken  by  a  shout.  It  was  as  though 
his  words  had  furnished  a  signal.  In  a  certain  quarter 
of  the  gallery,  directly  opposite,  a  man  arose,  and  in  a 
voice  partly  of  derision,  partly  of  defiance,  cried  out : 

"How  about  the  bribery  of  those  two  delegates  at 
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to~aW..'"^"  "^  ^""^  ''''■    ^•'-'^  -•'-  -  want 

n«.  r^!  '°?^''°"  ^^'^'^  °"*-    The  first  cry  was  re- 
peated not  only  by  the  original  speaker,  but  by  a  whole 
group  of  which  he  was  but  a  pan.    Others  in  the  a  ,di! 
ence,   however,   seeing   in   the   disturbance   only     he 
ttr^      \f^w  Railroad  supporters,  attempted  to  how 
them  down,  hissing  vigorously  and  exclaimfng: 
Put  em  out,  put  'em  out." 
"Order    order"   called    Garnett.  pounding  with   his 
It  ,,^''.%whole  Opera  House  was  in  an  uproar. 
But  the  mterruption  of  the  Governor's  speech  was  evi- 
en  ly  not  unpremeditated.    It  began  to  iL-  like  a  de- 
liberate and  planned  attack.     Persistentiv,  doggedly   the 
group  m  the  gallery  vociferated-  °&ffeaiy,  the 

BeZf  vof.  )7  ''°"  ^"'''^  '^'  ^^'^^^*«  ^'  Sacramento. 
Before  you  throw  mud  at  the  Railroad,  let's  see  if  you 
are  clean  yourself."  ' 

"  Put  'em  out,  put  'em  out." 

p«?a2"uI:-''"""'''^""  ''"™''  ""'=°"^'^'^<^  ""t-r' 

Keast    beside  himself  with  anger,  pushed  down  the 

place  and,  shaking  his  fist,  called  up  at  them: 

You  were  paid  to  break  up  this  meeting.    If  you 

tunTt  T.  "/  *°  ''^'  ^°"  ^'"  ^  ^ff°^d-d  The  opp'o r- 
tumty.  but  .f  you  do  not  let  the  gentleman  proceed  the 
pohce  will  be  called  upon  to  put  you  out " 

lean^H  ^'  '^\  ^'r,""^"  ^^°  ^^"^  '^'""^  the  first  shout 
wS  3Ztet  "^"""^  ""•  ''''''  '''  ^^"  "-'"^  -'*'> 

caii  of  t,,*^""  r  """  °^  ^""^  P°""-  L°°'^  °"*  we  don't 
can  on  them  first  to  arrest  your  President  for  briberv 
You  and  your  howl  about  law  and  justice  and  corruption! 
ttere  -he  turned  to  the  audience"  read  about  him 


m 
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read  the  story  of  how  the  Sacramento  convention  wi 
bought    by    Magnus    Derrick,    President    of    the    Sa 
Joaqum  League.    Here's  the  facts  printed  and  proved 
With  the  words,  he  stooped  down  and  from  under  hi 
seat  dragged  forth  a  great  package  of  extra  editions  c 
the     Bonneville  Mercury,"  not  an  hour  off  the  presses 
Other  equally  large  bundles  of  the  paper  appeared  i, 
the  hands  of  the  surrounding  group.     The  strings  wer 
cut   and  m  handfuls  and  armfuls  the  papers  were  fluni 
out  over  the  heads  of  the  audience  underneath.     The  ai' 
vvas  full  of  the  flutter  of  the  newly  printed  sheets      The, 
swarmed  over  the  rim  of  the  gallery  like  clouds  of  mon' 
strous,  winged  insects,  settled  upon  the  heads  and  intc 
the  hands  of  the  audience,  were  passed  swiftly  from  mar 
to  man,  and  within  five  minutes  of  the  first  outbreak 
every  one  in  the  Opera  House  had  read  Genslinger's  de- 
tailed and   substantiated  account  of  MagnMs   Derrick's 
deal  '•  with  the  political  bosses  of  the  Sacramento  con- 
vention. 

Genslinger,  after  pocketing  the  Governor's  hush  money 
had     sold  him  out." 

Keast,  one  quiver  of  indignation,  made  his  way  back 
upon  the  stage.  The  Leaguers  were  in  wild  confusion 
Half  the  assembly  of  them  were  on  their  feet,  bewildered 
shouting  vaguely.  From  proscenium  wall  to  foyer  the 
Opera  House  was  a  tumult  of  noise.  The  gleam  of  the 
thousands  of  the  "  Mercury  "  extras  was  like  the  flash  of 
white  caps  on  a  troubled  sea. 
Keast  faced  the  audience. 

"Liars,"  he  shouted,  striving  with  all  the  power  of 
his  voice  to  dominate  the  clamour,  "  liars  and  slanderers. 
Your  paper  is  the  paid  organ  of  the  corporation  You 
have  not  one  shadow  of  proof  to  back  you  up.  Do  you 
choose  this  of  all  times,  to  heap  your  calumny  upon 
the  head  of  an  honourable  gentleman,  already  prostraied 
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Proofs— we  demand  your 


oyjour^n,urderofhisso„P 

baZh?aX;';r„r"t'T"  -T"^'^"'"  "- 
is  he  hidifig?    If  tlWc  k  ;  r-     >     ?"'■"''  'P-^'-'-     Where 

<^'>^ro..  the  charge  "  ''  '"'  ''''"  ''-^"^  ''•     Let  him 

"°t    in    sight    upon    theXe  \^L     r^r'    "^  ^^^ 
Crowding  through  the  thronfof  r  '''^PPeared. 

fo-  off  the  sta'ge  into  he^jlt^K' ,f  "^^^^  ^"' 
was  no  less  dense.    Nearlv  eS  ,        "^  "'^  "°»'' 

"  Mercury."  It  was  beTn!.  7^  °"'  '''''  ^  "P^  oi  the 
".ere.  and  once  Ke  at  oTefh  e'd  £"'  ^^^Tf  "^  -« 
der  if  this  is  true,  after  all  '•  ™'''''     ^'^^  ^  ^°n- 

•H:sr'rs;i:i;s;^^tsf^--"-n."Pon 

any  case,  it  was  done  fnr  u        °""  '°  '^'''='<-     I" 

Ranchers'  Coml'S  "        °"''  ''^"^'''-     ''  ^'-'^d  the 

n^is'stj;  lne"dl:X  °"  °^  "'^  ^-''-'  Com- 

wayt^dS'hrr  do  U  tv^^^'  "*'^^'  ^'^  ^''^ 
^ve  were  buckine  a^l'n^t  "^  legislatures.     Why, 

afford  to  be  cornS"       """"'  '°'"''"-    ^^  ^°"'^^ 

Keast  turned  away  with  a  P-p<,tnr»  „jr  • 
pushed  his  way  farther  on   T Lst    r^''""'^-     "^ 
door  in  a  hallway  back  of  the      al    he     "^  '  '""" 
Magnus.  *tage,  he  came  upon 

The  room  was  tiny.  It  was  a  rlr»=c- 
two  nights  before  it  h'ad  beerused  W  thXr^  °"'' 
of  a  comic  opera  troupe  which  h/rf  ,  f"/ ^'"'"'^ 
nights  at  Bonneville  A  tatTetl  ,  "^V"^  ^°'  "''•« 
t-^We  occupied  a  th.Vd  of  he  sLce  Th  '•  "'""^  *°"^' 
with  the  smell  of  stale  grease M^nt  n  T  ''"  ^'^  "^^^^ 
grease  pamt,  omtments,  and  sachet. 
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Faded  photographs  of  young  women  in  tights  and  gauzes 
ornamented  the  mirror  and  the  walls.  Underneath  the 
sofa  was  an  old  pair  of  corsets.  The  spangled  skirt  of  a 
pink  dress,  turned  ir  -tde  out,  hung  against  the  wall. 

And  in  the  midst  of  such  environment,  surrounded  by 
an  excited  group  of  men  who  gesticulated  and  shouted 
in  his  very  face,  pale,  alert,  agitated,  his  thin  lips  pressed 
tightly  together,  stood  Magnus  Derrick. 

"  Here,"  cried  Keast,  as  he  entered,  closing  the  door 
behind  him,  "  where's  the  Governor  ?  Here,  Magnus, 
I've  been  looking  for  you.  The  crowd  has  gone  wild 
out  there.  You've  got  to  tall-  'em  down.  Come  out 
there  and  gfive  those  blacklegs  the  lie.  They  are  saying 
you  are  hiding." 

But  before  Magjnus  could  reply,  Garnett  turned  to 
Keast. 

"  Well,  that's  what  we  want  him  to  do,  and  he  won't 
do  it." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  cried  the  half-dozen  men  who  crowded 
around  Magnus,  "  yes,  that's  what  we  want  him  to  do." 

Keast  turned  to  Magnus. 

"  Why,  what's  all  this.  Governor  ? "  he  exclaimed. 
"You've  got  to  answer  that.  Hey?  why  don't  you  give 
'em  the  lie  ?  " 

"  I — I,"  Magnus  loosened  the  collar  about  his  throat, 
"  it  is  a  lie.  I  will  not  stoop — I  would  not — would  be— 
it  would  be  beneath  my — my — it  would  be  beneath  me." 

Keast  stared  in  amazement.  Was  this  the  Great  Man, 
the  Leader,  indomitable,  of  Roman  integrity,  of  Roman 
valour,  before  whose  voice  whole  conventions  had 
quailed?  Was  it  possible  he  was  afraid  to  face  those 
hired  vUlifiers? 

"  Well,  how  about  this  ? "  demanded  Garnett  suddenly. 
"  it  is  a  lie,  isn't  it  ?  That  Commission  was  elected  hon- 
estly, wasn't  it?" 
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"  How  dare  you,  sir  I  "  Magnus  burst  out.    "  How  dare 

inf.:::;?"' "  ""■'  ^ "'  "'»'■  wc  .z.-yt 

It  was  gone— that  old-time  power  of  masterv    th,^ 
f-ulty  of  command     The  grouL  crumb.erb    7a'th t 

n«ned  Authority  was  gone.  Why  keep  up  this  miser 
able  sham  any  longer?  Could  they  not'read  theTie  in 
his  face,  m  his  voice?  What  a  fnllv  f„  "  '  .'"«."e  m 
wretched  pretence,     He td' fLef  i°e  mf/ 

was  gone.  Lyman  was  worse  than  dead  His  own 
honour  had  been  prostituted.  Gone,  gone.  everytWng  he 
h  Id  dear  gone,  lost,  and  swept  away  in  that  fierce   true 

S  shCl^oT  helV"'  f  J"  ^  '"°'"^"*  '^^  '-"-"'"- 
mg  snells  of  the  fabric  of  h  s  b-ine   the  tham  n,,*  i    a 

.ood^already  wonderfully  long,  craLdln^c'^.ll'ir 

was    the    Commission    honestly    elected'"    insisted 

Garnett.     "Were  the  delegates-di^  you  bribe  the  dde 

Magnus.       There  was  no  other  way  to-"     Then  sud- 

Sedtth""''.?^  'r  ''-''  °^  his^esolution,'re  In- 
cluded with .       Yes,  I  gave  them  two  thousand  dollars 

swMv'do'"'     ^^'  r  ^°'""  ^^'^'^''"^d  Keast,  sitting 
swiftly  down  upon  the  ragged  sofa 

There. was  a  long  silence.     A  sense  of  poignant  em- 
^rrassment  descended  upon  those  present.    NoTknew 

at  em^:  7  "'  f  f"  '°  '°°'^'    ^--».  -"^  a  laboured 
attempt  at  nonchalance,  murmured: 


56o 


The  Octopus 


"  I  see.  Well,  that's  what  I  was  tryinR  to  get  at.  Yc- 
I  see."  ' 

"Well,"  said  Gctliings  at  length,  bestirring  himself 
"  I  giiess  I'll  go  home." 

There  was  a  movement.  The  group  broke  up,  the  men 
making  for  the  door.  One  by  one  they  went  out.  The 
last  to  go  vas  Keast.  He  came  up  to  Magnus  and  shook 
the  Governor's  limp  hand. 

"  Good-bye.  Governor,"  he  said.  "  I'll  see  you  again 
pretty  soon.  Don't  let  this  discourage  you.  They'll 
come  around  all  right  after  a  while.  So  long." 
He  went  out,  shutting  the  door. 
And  seated  in  the  one  chair  of  the  room,  Magnus  Der- 
rick remained  a  long  time,  looking  at  his  face  in  the 
cracked  mirror  that  for  so  many  years  had  reflected  tlie 
painted  faces  of  soubrettes,  in  this  atmosphere  of  stale 
perfume  and  mouldy  rice  powder. 

It  had  come— his  fall,  his  ruin.  After  so  many  years 
of  integrity  and  honest  battle,  his  life  had  ended  here- 
in an  actress's  dressing-room,  deserted  by  his  friends,  his 
son  murdered,  his  dishonesty  known,  an  old  man,  broken, 
discarded,  discredited,  and  abandoned. 

Before  nightfall  of  that  day,  Bonneville  was  further  ex- 
cited by  an  astonishing  bit  of  news.  S.  Behrman  lived 
in  a  detached  house  at  some  distance  from  the  town,  sur- 
rounded by  a  grove  of  live  oak  and  eucalyptus  trees.  At 
a  little  after  half-past  six,  as  he  was  sitting  down  to  his 
supper,  a  bomb  was  thrown  through  the  window  of  his 
dining-room,  exploding  near  the  doorway  leading  into 
the  hall.  The  room  was  wrecked  and  nearly  every  win- 
dow of  the  house  shattered.  By  a  miracle,  S.  Behrman, 
himself,  remained  untouched. 


nwi' 
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-s  meeting  a.  r£:^:^^S7J1^  '"'  ''' 
opening  his  niail  in  H,  office  in  S  n  P  '"°"''="' 

«r;t';rrpa";!.''"'-*^  ■■"■ 
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"  It  is  a  nightmare,"  he  murmured.  "  A  frightful  night- 
mare, and  it's  not  over  yet.  You  have  heard  of  it  all 
only  through  the  newspaper  reports.  But  down  there,  at 
Bonneville,  at  Los  Muertos — oh,  you  can  have  no  idea 
of  it,  of  the  misery  caused  by  the  defeat  of  the  ranchtrs 
and  by  this  decision  of  the  Supreme  Court  that  dis- 
possesses them  all.  We  had  gone  on  hoping  to  the  last 
tha.t  we  would  win  there.  We  had  thought  that  in  the 
Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States,  at  least,  we  could 
find  justice.  And  the  news  of  its  decision  was  the  worst, 
last  blow  of  all.  For  Magnus  it  was  the  last— positively 
the  very  last." 

'•  Poor,  poor  Derrick,"  murmured  Cedarquist.  "  Tell 
me  about  him,  Pres.  How  does  he  take  it?  What  is  he 
going  to  do  ?  " 

"  It  beggars  him,  sir.  He  sunk  a  great  deal  more  than 
any  of  us  believed  in  his  ranch,  when  he  resolved  to 
turn  oflf  most  of  the  tenants  and  farm  the  ranch  himself. 
Then  the  fight  he  made  against  the  Railroad  in  the  Courts 
and  the  political  campaign  he  went  into,  to  get  Lyman  on 
the  Railroad  Commission,  took  more  of  it.  The  money 
that  Genslinger  blackmailed  him  of,  it  seems,  was  about 
all  he  had  left.  He  had  been  gambling— you  know  the 
Governor— on  another  bonanza  crop  this  year  to  recoup 
him.  Well,  the  bonanza  came  right  enough — just  in 
time  for  S.  Behrman  and  the  Railroad  to  grab  it.  Mag- 
nus is  ruined." 

"What  a  tragedy!  what  a  tragedy!"  murmured  the 
other.  "  Lyman  turning  rascal,  Harran  killed,  and  now 
this ;  and  all  within  so  short  a  time — all  at  the  same  time, 
you  might  almost  say." 

"  If  it  had  only  killed  him,"  continued  Presley ;  "  but 
that  is  the  worst  of  it." 

"  How  the  worst  ?  " 

"  I'm  afraid,  honestly,  I'm  afraid  it  is  going  to  tui 
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old  man.  i„  his  do  age  a  Sv  H  ''"""?'  '^''"''""8 
dining-room,  turning^over  '^pers  :  T  '\'''  '"  "■« 
'hsm  up.  opening  themes  f^"?  "'''"'  *>''"8 
fumbling  and  mumbHng  anT  "onftr"?  ,""^"-'"' 
sometimes  he  forgets  to  eat  And  r  ?  "^  "'  '=''^''' 
the  house  we  can  hear  thft  '  u'*'"'  ^■""  '^""°^'  f™'" 

Trestle.  As  often  as  ,.  h  ""  ^'""'^  ^"'^  ""^  ^ong 
to  be-oh.  I  don"  know    .     r"'  ''''  ^'°^""°^  ««=-"» 

headbetw^ents  hoXr  ?"tr;ll'^"  ^^•'"  ""'  ''' 
something,  and  he  wo:^i  7;^  a  Ion  k'  "'^  ''°''*^''"^ 
the  train  is  out  of  hear"„l  H.  ^  '"''^"^  "S-'^"'"  tiH 
an  abject  unreasonedr.,  S^.^ZZ^^  -""'^ 

out  he  will  have  to  leave  I  o«   \f.,    . 
course?"  ^"^  ^^"'ertos  now,  of 

"Yes,  they  will  all  have  to  leave   TJ,»,  i, 

•nore.    The  few  tenants  thaJe.e  Itin'on'T  '  m'"'^'" 
are    eavinc     That  ;=  *'  were  still  on  Los  Muertos 

City.  Tu^'i^Xjo^ouiVr^::  ''r  ■"•= '°  "^^ 

Hooven  was  hi/n.m!Zu  ^"  "'''°  *="  ''"'ed— 

work.     I  think  ^raT:  Sen;"  '''  '''  '°  «"'' 
unless  they  have  been  wlff,,.        '"  ^"'  '"stress. 

„  ^°"  "•^^'J  '°°king  after  yourself,  Pres  " 

ruin°i:;r::"rbTtter£T"f  f"' '''  ^'■^•^'  °^  ^^« 

that  makes  Z  th  nk    T  '"*'"''  '°  ^  ^^^^^    And 

help  me.  If  you  ;o:id  iT'  *°  f'  ^'°"  ''  ^°"  '^°»'" 
your  wheat  shS. Tie  LToVf  """^^^  °"  """^  °^ 
would  set  me  up"  '^^'  ^"  °^^*"  voyage 

I^-^StVet^'^^-'^^^^"^"'-    "But 

^0..  ifz.oX:^:s  thiVinS"  *° '-'  ^- 

rresley  shook  his  head. 
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"  No,"  he  answered.  "  I  must  go.  Even  if  I  had  all 
my  health,  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  stay  in  California 
just  now.  If  you  can  introduce  me  to  one  of  your 
captains " 

"With  pleasure.    When  do  you  want  to  go?    You 

may  have  to  wait  a  few  weeks.    Our  first  ship  wont 

clear  till  the  end  of  the  month." 
"That  would  do  very  well.    Thank  you,  sir." 
But  Cedarquist  was  still  interested  in  the  land  troubles 

of  the  Bonneville  farmers,  and  took  the  first  occasion 

to  ask: 

"So,  the  Railroad  are  in  possession  on  most  of  the 
ranches  ?  " 

"On  all  of  them,"  returned  Presley.  "The  League 
went  all  to  pieces,  so  soon  as  Magnus  was  forced  to 
resign.  The  old  story— they  got  quarrelling  among 
themselves.  Somebody  started  a  compromise  party,  and 
upon  that  issue  a  new  president  was  elected.  Then  there 
were  defections.  The  Railroad  oflfered  to  lease  the  lands 
in  question  to  the  ranchers— the  ranchers  who  owned 
them,"  he  exclaimed  bitterly,  "and  because  the  terms 
were  nominal— almost  nothing— plenty  of  the  men  took 
the  chance  of  saving  themselves.  And,  of  course,  once 
signing  the  lease,  they  acknowledged  the  Railroad's  title. 
But  the  road  would  not  lease  to  Magnus.  S.  Behnnan 
takes  over  Los  Muertos  in  a  few  weeks  now." 

"  No  doubt,  the  road  made  over  their  title  in  the  prop- 
erty to  him,"  observed  Cedarquist,  "  as  a  reward  of  his 
services." 

"No  doubt,"  murmured  Presley  wearily.  He  rose 
to  go. 

"By  the  way,"  said  Cedarquist,  "what  have  you  on 
hand  for,  let  us  say,  Friday  evening?  Won't  you  dine 
with  us  then?  The  girls  are  going  to  the  country  Mon- 
day of  next  week,  and  you  probably  won't  see  them 
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aga.n  for  so„,e  ti„,e  if  you  uke  that  ocean  voyage  of 

all  these  days     I  am  llll?  ,    ?    ^  "°  "^"  '"  «"«=  »' 
"Not  broken    P  V°*'''  ^'"'  ^  ""-oken  spring." 

run  dol'  °'t  ;  rn?'se?if'°''"  "^'.*''^  °*''-'  "4 
Sav  fhof  "  ^^  "=*"  '  w  nd  you  uo  a  hit 

Hooven's  addressTn  th!    -.^      7"°"'  ^"''"■'y-  Mrs. 
directed  his  steps  '"^'  ""^  'W^herwaH  he  now 

he'^laS  wo^Vu^he  h  7"^f  ^'^^  ''^  -^  "'■  "'^t 
Exhausted  he  ^Tn^M^^  °l\''''^  '^^'f  'he  truth. 

'ti«  invaded  fro^  ^i^t^  L"Sh  t rcf  ^''"'^  ^^^ 
a  spirit  of  unrest  and  revj  reTcln/  '"'""'""^  °^ 
turns  of  the  blind,  undirected 'n^S  aTX' t-'^"; 
prompted  him  to  a  vacf  a^.-  /  ^  ^  °"^  *™e  had 
terrible  deed  oS  readiltr  7  *°  "''^"''  ''''»*««  °f  some 
say.  some  terrl^frr^vrd  '  '""'  "'''*'  ''^  ^°"'<^  "°' 

-lation.  consuZtrSvT'cSr  t:T  ^":; 

full  knowled^  w  .h  ^  .  '  """"^  '°  destruction  with 
into  thetS^t  J';ter"'^°^'^  ^''^"  "^"P  ''™  «'- 

cont?aSy"SS'  '"?"*r  ^  "''^^-^'^^  '''■^  P^th 
-.  He  ^"^i^T^lJ^^n^L^^I^J'f^"^''  ^'^'^ 
cisions  in  the  dark  ho„rc^*?u  '■  ^^^'^''  """^  *»  de- 
them  in  the  moS^      "  "'^'''  °"'^  '"  «'^"^°" 

Once  only  he  had  a...J.    And  at  this  moment,  a.  he 
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was  carried  through  the  windy,  squalid  streets,  he  trem- 
bled at  the  remembrance  of  it.    The  horror  of  "  what 
might  have  been  "  incompatible  with  the  vengeance  whose 
mmister  he  fancied  he  was,  oppressed  him.    The  scene 
perpetually  reconstructed  itself  in  his  imagination.    He 
saw  himself  under  the  shade  of  the  encompassing  trees 
and  shrubbery,  creeping  on  his  belly  toward  the  house 
m  the  suburbs  of  Bonneville,  watching  his  chances,  seizing 
opportunities,  spying  upon  the  lighted  windows  where 
the  raised  curtains  afforded  a  view  of  the  interior.    Then 
had  come  the  appearance  in  the  glare  of  the  gas  of  the 
figure  of  the  man  for  whom  he  waited.    He  saw  himself 
rise  and   run  forward.    He  remembered  the  feel  and 
weight  in  his  hand  of  Caraher's  bomb— the  six  inches  of 
plugged   gas   pipe.    His   upraised   arm   shot   forward. 
There  was  a  shiver  of  smashed  window-panes,  then— a 
void— a  red  whirl  of  confusion,  the  air  rent,  the  ground 
rocking,  himself  flung  headlong,  flung  off  the  spinning 
circumference  of  things  out  into  a  place  of  terror  and 
vacancy  and  darkness.    And  then  after  a  long  time  the 
return  of  reason,  the  consciousness  that  his  feet  were 
set  upon  the  road  to  LosMuertos,  and  that  he  was  fleeing 
terror-stricken,   gasping,   all   but   insane   with   hysteria. 
Then  the  never-to-be-forgotten  night  that  ensued,  when 
he  descended  into  the  pit,  horrified  at  what  he  supposed 
he  had  done,  at  one  moment  ridden  with  remorse,  at  an- 
other raging  against  his  own  feebleness,  his  lack  of  cour- 
age, his  wretched,  vacillating  spirit.    But  morning  had 
come,  and  with  it  the  knowledge  that  he  had  failed,  and 
the  baser  assurance  that  he  was  not  even  remotely  sus- 
pected.   His  own  escape  had  been  no  less  miraculous 
than  that  of  his  enemy,  and  he  had  fallen  on  his  knees 
m  marticulate  prayer,  weeping,  pouring  out  his  thanks 
to  God  for  the  deliverance  from  the  gulf  to  the  very 
brink  of  which  his  feet  had  been  drawn. 
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"^^^^Z'^'::^^-  ^-fy  a  deep- 
most  wretched-a  failure  l7.At  ""^"  ^'''^''  '^e 
set  his  mind  failed-his^rfj  '^*'''"5. '°  ''^''^  ^'  had 

the  people  who  suLtlT^LZ'^XfT  *°  "^'P 
struction  of  the  enemy  all  tW.  t^  attempted  de- 
Girding  his  shattered"  t;e„'h^^^^^^^  r^  *°  -thing, 
one  last  attempt  to  live  up^'to  thfbes  'thL"°'"'  ?°" 
Md  to  that  end  had  set  hL..n7y?  "'^^  '"  ^im, 

into  which  they  had  htnT.''^'  °"'  °^  the  despair 
the  German, 7oove„  *™^''  *^  ''^^"^^''  f^-ily  of 

-"s;hrhrd%i2r"'  "^^."'^^  -^"^  ^-^^ 

bnried  in  the  Bonneyilll    emety   C^h"^  ''''^''  "^^ 
no  one's  aid  or  advice   anH  f!i!-  :  "°°^^"'  ^sl^ing 

h-ftle  Hilda,  had  gonlt:  San  K^^  """^  ''"'■  ^-""a  and 
work,  abandonee  lis  M    ^/^""^^^-had  gone  to  find 

Presley  only  learfed^fthr;"  '"'  ''^'-  ''°"^  ^°-ver. 
fifteen  days'^hadTlapsed  '"*"^'  °'  ^"^^  ^^™'^  a^- 

thatrs"kt:::!2,i''; -i~  r-f '-'^"'-"  ^im 

-country-bred,  i^orant  o  ^f '  °'  '''^  """"^  ^^  ''^^t 
'0  grief  in  the  hTrd  huge  SjT'  T'^''  ^^^"^  ^°-« 
suspicion  had  swift?;  harJeneH  f  "*^  "^"-     ^his 

«  Jast  upon  which  Pre  WhaVLl"^^^^  ^^''"^ 

F^;;dsco.  bent  upon  findi;^an?asS:;rr  *°  '^ 

inSror:iitoor:i- T  'v^  '"^  ^^^- 

hotel  near  the  power  housrnf!.^'^P  ''"'  ^'"^y  '^^'^^"t 
He  inquired  forTs:  Hooven  ''""■°  ''^^^'  ""le. 

The  landlady  recollected  the  Hoovens  perfectiv 
^^^SrJrrVl:.  T  f '-•'^  "-?an  Older 
S-e  I  remember  tm°,'tttef  in  "^^"  ''^^"^• 
They  .eft  a  week  ago.  I  had  to  tS  the"m  ftle""  r^S " 
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As  it  was,  they  owed  a  week's  room-rent.    Mister,  I 
can't  afford " 

"  Well,  do  you  know  where  they  went?  Did  you  hear 
what  address  they  had  their  trunk  expressed  to?  " 

"  Ah,  yes,  their  trunk,"  vociferated  the  woman,  clap- 
ping her  hands  to  her  hips,  her  face  purpling.  "  Their 
trunk,  ah,  sure.  I  got  their  trunk,  and  what  are  you  go- 
ing to  do  about  it?  I'm  holding  it  till  I  get  my  money. 
What  have  you  got  to  say  about  it  ?    Let's  hear  it." 

Presley  turned  away  with  a  gesture  of  discouragement, 
his  heart  sinking.  On  the  street  corner  he  stood  for  a 
long  time,  frowni:^  in  trouble  and  perplexity.  His  sus- 
picions had  been  only  too  well  founded.  So  long  ago 
as  a  week,  the  Hoovens  had  exhausted  all  their  little 
store  of  money.  For  seven  days  now  they  had  been 
without  resources,  unless,  indeed,  work  had  been  found; 
"and  what,"  he  asked  himself,  "what  work  in  God's 
name  could  they  find  to  do  here  in  the  city  ?  " 

Seven  days!  He  quailed  at  the  thought  of  it.  Seven 
days  without  money,  knowing  not  a  soul  in  all  that 
swarming  city.  Ignorant  of  city  life  as  both  Minna  and 
her  mother  were,  would  they  even  realise  that  there  were 
1.  titutions  built  and  generously  endowed  for  just  such 
as  they?  He  knew  them  to  have  their  share  of  pride, 
the  dogged  sullen  pride  of  the  peasant ;  even  if  they  knew 
of  charitable  organisations,  would  they,  could  they  bring 
themselves  to  apply  there?  A  poignant  anxiety  thrust 
itself  sharply  into  Presley's  heart.  Where  were  they 
now?  Where  had  they  slept  last  night?  Where  break- 
fasted this  morning?  Had  there  even  been  any  break- 
fast this  mor.  ing?  Had  there  even  been  any  bed  last 
nig^t?  Lost,  and  forgotten  in  the  plexus  of  the  city's 
life,  what  had  befallen  them?  Towards  what  fate  was 
the  ebb  tide  of  the  streets  drifting  them? 
Was  this  to  be  still  another  theme  wrought  out  by  iron 
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work  at  the  irrigating  ditch  tT.  °V,    J'"''^"'  ^a^'s 
waMhe  tentaCe^of  th^e  'itt"   ^  t  J"  ^'"  '^"^^ 

from  his  mind  pla,  af"e  'Irr"  r'"/  """  ^'^-"'"'"ff 
of  Mrs.  Hooven'  and  W  dtghtr^n"''"^  r''  ^■'"•"' 
gomery  Street,  and  turnedtT  ^4  u-  ^  ^^'"'^^'^  ^°'*t- 
'ion  once  more  reviewiSl  ^  "  ""'''  '''^  ™^^'- 
of  the  great  battle  orwhich  t  TT  '"'  ^'^<=""'^ta„ces 
he  had  been  witness  ""^  '^^'  "'^hteen  months 

bu'-Iding.  and  smitten  lith  an   d'    T".°''  ''"^^  °ffi-« 

=£'  — --:-rvSe:rr 

nevertheless,  was  not  nr.f    .■      ^      ''""^'^    '*    was.  it 

;o  the  city,  Pj^rusfhtrrs'ed"?  'TI'''^  ^''^''^ 
times.  ^^     ^^^^  ■*' ""heeding,  many 

^he'clt  ^of  In  tLT,3f  ^"i-^^^'d  °f  the  enemv- 
that  drained  the  life-blold  'o^^-'f.  '■'''"'  °^  ^^*^""-« 
*e  web  in  which  so  mtvLt  so  m^  '"^"^'^"^  °^ 
"any  destinies  had  been  enn^^.  t  ..  T"^  fortunes,  so 
«>  he  told  himself-had  e  "  n.^^  -  *''"  P'''^"=- 

,  "on,  oppression  and  il^  '  .  r*  P""'^^  °^  ^-'°'- 
;  shouldered  the  rancherC  '■  '.'"'"  "^  "«''=  ^^d 
'0  the  wall,  exaspera  d  an7  d  • '^'*''  *'""'  '""''^  ^acks 
-d  fought  and  S.  FrttrrhTf  ''''  ''"  "''"^' 
to  S.  Behrman,  to  Cyrus  W.  .  "^  '°'"'  ^''^  °^ders 
-ders  that  had  brought  Dyke  t^"'  '°  ^'="^""^^^'  ^he 
Annixter.  that  had  LerCrSS^u^S 
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Lyman.  Here  was  the  keep  of  the  castle,  and  here,  be- 
hind one  of  those  many  windows,  in  one  of  those  many 
offices,  his  hand  upon  the  levers  of  his  mighty  engine, 
sat  the  master,  Shelgrim  himself. 

Instantly,  upon  the  realisation  of  this  fact  an  ungovern- 
able desire  seized  upon  Presley,  an  inordinate  curiosity. 
Why  not  see,  face  to  tace,  the  man  whose  power  was 
so  vast,  whose  will  was  so  resistless,  whose  jxjtency  for 
evil  so  limitless,  the  man  who  for  so  long  and  so  hope- 
lessly they  had  all  been  fighting.  By  reputation  he  knew 
him  to  be  approachable ;  why  should  he  not  then  approach 
him  ?  Presley  took  his  resolution  in  both  hands.  If  he 
failed  to  act  upon  this  impulse,  he  knew  he  would  never 
act  at  all.  His  heart  beating,  .  is  breath  coming  short, 
he  entered  the  building,  and  in  a  few  moments  found  him- 
self seated  in  an  ante-room,  his  eyes  fixed  with  hypnotic 
intensity  upon  the  frosted  pane  of  an  adjoining  door, 
whereon  in  gold  letters  was  inscribed  the  word,  "  Presi- 
dent." 

In  the  end,  Presley  had  been  surprised  to  find  that 
Shelgrim  was  still  in.  It  was  already  very  late,  after  six 
o'clock,  and  the  other  offices  in  t  le  building  were  in  the 
act  of  closing.  Many  of  them  were  already  deserted. 
At  every  instant,  through  the  open  door  of  the  ante- 
room, he  caught  a  glimpse  of  clerks,  office  boys,  book- 
keepers,and  other  employees  hurrying  towards  the  stairs 
and  elevators,  quitting  business  for  the  day.  Shelgrim, 
it  seemed,  still  remained  at  his  desk,  knowing  no  fatigue, 
requiring  no  leisure. 

"What  time  does  Mr.  Shelgrim  usually  -jo  home?" 
inquired  Presley  of  the  young  man  who  sat  ruling  forms 
at  the  table  in  the  ante-room. 

"Anywhere  between  half-past  six  and  seven,"  the 
other  answered,  adding,  "Very  often  he  com^-i  back  in 
the  evening." 
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.hen.  was  the  ZjLoi^pZ  sX  °"'^  '"•="'^"^' 
"ity  years  of  age  a   i  sti  I  Tt\  i  ^^  *  «'*"*•    Sev- 

the  energy,  witf  a  1  'e"  tration'^f'  '°"'"^  '"^^"^  *■■"> 
have  wrecked  the  heahhTnH  °^  P"'P<>^  that  would 

-  ;n  the  PH.:  ;rir"i"7or  '"^  -''''  °^  -"^ 

But    he  next  instant  Presley  set  his  teeth. 

^^.who  has  sL^  rie-h2:7;rre„t: 

a  waS-^'ThTyoS;- r  r"  "^^'  ^^  ''-^  ^"-"^^ 

down  his  pen,  and  ope„.W  tH  r^'  ™''"^  ^"""^  '^'d 
office,  thrust  „  his  head  Then  f^  °'  *'''  ^^^'^^^"'"^ 
with  the  unseen  occupant  'oth"  rZ  I  ""'  ^^'^"^"^^'^ 
wide,  saying  to  Presley:  '       '"^""^  "^^  '^°°'- 

"Mr  Shelgrim  will  see  you.  sir." 

I  -1  engX^rngTarstTe^ir  '''  ''""^  '- 
!  or  two  stood  near  a  larprrnl         ,       '  ^"  ^"'"■^  *^hair 

was  absolutely  all^^ittrUrth:'  ''"^-    '''''' 
I  stand,  on  which  was  set  a  nJt!^    '^  .  ''°™^''  ^^^h- 

,  with  a  clean.  stiffTapkt  T  °^  'f'  ^^*"'  '=°^''^<i 
f  manager's  asfisS  .tood  ^he^ird^  T\  T 
'eamng  on  the  back  of  one  of  the  chairs      Sh!,  f'' 

self  sat  at  the  table  "le  cnairs.    Shelgrim  hini- 

-ered  the  lowr;t  of^^^cr^if  '''  """"^ 
pale  blue,  and  a  little  watcrv    J  ?     ^^^'  '^^''^  » 

^ace  were  moth  spo^    Bu  ?he  ef  "'  V'"'  "P°"  •"« 
shoulders  was  wha     at  firl  ™°"'  '''"^'^*  °f  *« 

■vhat.  at  first,  most  vividly  forced  itself 
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upon  Presley's  notice.  Never  had  he  seen  a  broader 
man ;  the  neck,  however,  seemed  in  a  manner  to  have 
settled  into  the  shoulders,  and  furthermore  they  were 
humped  and  rounded,  as  if  to  bear  great  responsibilities, 
and  great  abuse. 

At  the  moment  he  was  wearing  a  silk  skull-cap,  pushed 
to  one  side  and  a  little  awry,  a  frock  coat  of  broadcloth, 
with  long  sleeves,  and  a  waistcoat  from  the  lower  buttons 
of  which  the  cloth  was  worn  and,  upon  the  edges,  rubbed 
away,  showing  the  metal  underneath.  At  the  top  this 
waistcoat  was  unbuttoned  and  in  the  shirt  front  disclosed 
were  two  peaifl  studs. 

Presley,  tminvited,  unnoticed  apparently,  sat  down. 
The  assistant  manager  was  in  the  act  of  making  a  report. 
His  voice  was  not  lowered,  and  Presley  heard  every  word 
that  was  spoken. 

The  report  proved  interesting.  It  concerned  a  book- 
keeper in  the  office  of  the  auditor  of  disbursements.  It 
seems  he  was  at  most  times  thoroughly  reliable,  hard- 
working, industrious,  ambitious.  But  at  long  intervals 
the  vice  of  drunkenness  seized  upon  the  man  and  for 
three  days  rode  him  like  a  hag.  Not  only  during  the 
period  of  this  intemperance,  but  for  the  few  days  imme- 
diately following,  the  man  was  useless,  his  work  un- 
trustworthy. He  was  a  family  man  and  earnestly  strove 
to  rif*  himself  of  his  habit ;  he  was,  when  sober,  valuable. 
In  consideration  of  these  facts,  he  had  been  pardoned 
again  and  again. 

"  You  remember,  Mr.  Shelgrim,"  observed  the  man- 
ager, "that  you  have  more  than  once  interfered  in  his 
behalf,  when  we  were  disposed  to  let  him  go.  I  don't 
think  we  can  do  anything  with  him,  sir.  He  promises 
to  reform  continually,  hut  it  is  the  same  old  story.  This 
last  time  we  saw  nothing  of  him  for  four  days.  Hon- 
estly, Mr.  Shelgrim,  I  think  we  ought  to  let  Tentell  out 
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^c^^<:'::''zxij'  T'^'y  '--^  -  too 

to  let  it  go."  °"^"  ''^'^y  now.  if  you  care 

President  titJptr^trrderTS^^^^^     xf^^,   "'* 

notlookattheorde'  HeruL'v'"'--  "^*='«^^'"  '^''' 
and  faced  the  windows  LS.i"  TI'" '^'"^ '*'""' 
unseeing  eyes.    At  last  he  sp^kt  • '     '      °'''"«^  °"'  "'*'' 

Tentell  has  a  family,  wife  and  three  children 
How  much  do  we  pay  him?"  ""^^  cn"<lren.    .    .    . 

"  One  hundred  and  thirty  " 

Le^s^reehttt^Sido^'^^  "^  '^^'-'  -'  «%• 
^.  JVhy-of  course-if  you  say  so,  but  really,  Mr.  Shel- 

"  Well,  we'll  try  that,  anyhow." 

direct,  grave  glance      H.\r^  ^°""«^  "*"  ^'^h  a 

Well,  sir." 
Presley  advanced  and  took  a  ri,,- 
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"It  seems  to  have  made  a  great  deal  of  talk.  I've 
read  it,  and  I've  seen  the  picture  in  Cedarquist's  house, 
the  picture  you  took  the  idea  from." 

Presley,  his  senses  never  more  alive,  observed  that, 
curiously  enough,  Shelgrim  did  not  move  his  body.  His 
arms  moved,  and  his  head,  but  the  great  bulk  of  the  man 
remained  immobile  in  its  place,  and  as  the  interview 
proceeded  and  this  peculiarity  emphasised  itself,  Presley 
began  to  conceive  the  odd  idea  that  Shelgrim  had,  as  it 
were,  placed  his  body  in  the  chair  to  rest,  while  his  head 
and  brain  and  hands  went  on  working  independently. 
A  saucer  of  shelled  filberts  stood  near  his  elbow,  and 
from  time  to  time  he  picked  up  one  of  these  in  a  great 
thumb  and  forefinger  and  put  it  between  his  teeth. 

"  I've  seen  the  picture  called  '  The  Toilers,'  '  continued 
Shelgrim,  "  and  of  the  two,  I  like  the  picture  better  than 
the  poem." 

"The  picture  is  by  a  master,"  Presley  hastened  to 
interpose. 

"  And  for  that  reason,"  said  S^ielgrim,  "  it  leaves  noth- 
ing more  to  be  said.  You  might  just  as  well  have  kept 
quiet.  There's  only  one  best  way  to  say  anything.  And 
what  has  made  the  picture  of  '  The  Toilers '  great  is  that 
the  artist  said  in  it  the  best  that  could  be  said  on  the 
subject." 

"  I  had  never  looked  at  it  in  just  that  light,"  observed 
Presley.  He  was  confused,  all  at  sea,  embarrassed. 
What  he  had  expected  to  find  in  Shelgrim,  he  could  not 
have  exactly  said.  But  he  had  been  prepared  to  come 
upon  an  ogre,  a  brute,  a  terrible  ma"  nf  '^lood  and  iron, 
and  instead  had  discovered  a  sentimentalist  and  an  art 
critic.  No  standards  of  measurement  in  his  u.ental  equip- 
ment would  apply  to  the  actual  man,  and  it  began  to 
dawn  upon  him  that  possibly  it  was  not  because  these 
standards  were  different  in   kind,  but  that  they  were 
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lamenubly  deficient  in  size     H»  k-.~.     . 

was  the  .nan  not  oZ  Zl'.t  ttt^"       '^  **"*  ''*'» 

"  If  T        .    .•        .    ^™^'  ''^*'  '"  what  you  say  " 

listen  to  what  the  ilTp''  "  1"'  ^''"''-  ^  *°""d  ^"ther 
to  what  yl  have^o  L  "k  "^  ""'T  """'  *"  '^^^ »"«" 
said."  °  "^  ^''°"'  ^hat  he  has  already 

lowered  itself  at  the  end     lu  "  """'''  '"P^''  ^nd 

faintest  suggestion tf  a  ,is/'^°  ^'  '""«  *-*  -*  the 

"I  wrote  that  poem,"  hazarded  Preslev    "af  ,  .• 
when  I  was  terribly  upset     I  live  "  hV.      ,'  ^  T .,     *""* 

;::s:i:^:af^-------"^^ 

--cTsheS''  ""'  '^'"^''  ^'^^^^  °"-'^-"  °b- 
Jresley  spread  out  his  hands  with  a  helpless,  resigned 

"And,"  continued  the  President  of  the  P  and  <;  w 
W'th  grave  intensity,  looking  at  Presley  keenlv^' T 
pose  you  believe  I  am  a  gra'nd  old  rasTa^    ''     '  "'" 

He  l^Z'    ^"^".^-'^  P-«'ey.  "I  am  persuaded—" 
ne  hesitated,  search-ng  for  his  words. 
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his  words,  "  try  to  believe  this— to  beg^n  with— /Aa<  Rail, 
roads  build  themselves.  Where  there  is  a  demand  sooner 
or  later  there  will  be  a  supply.  Mr.  Derrick,  does  he 
grow  his  wheat?  The  Wheat  grows  itself.  What  doo, 
he  count  for?  Does  he  supply  the  force?  What  do  I 
count  for?  Do  I  build  the  Railroad?  You  are  dealing 
with  forces,  young  man,  when  you  speak  of  Wheat  an.l 
the  Railroads,  not  with  men.  There  is  the  Wheat  tin- 
supply.  It  must  be  carried  to  feed  the  People.  There 
IS  the  demand.  The  Wheat  is  one  force,  the  Railroad 
another,  and  there  is  the  law  that  governs  them— supply 
and  demand.  Men  have  only  little  to  do  in  the  whole 
business.  Complications  may  arise,  conditions  that  bear 
hard  on  the  individual— crujh  him  maybe— tw/  the  Wheal 
mil  be  carried  to  feed  the  people  as  inevitably  as  it  will 
grow.  If  you  want  to  fasten  the  blame  of  the  affair  at 
Los  Muertos  on  any  one  person,  you  will  make  a  mistake. 
Blame  conditions,  not  men." 

"But— but,"  faltered  Presley,  "you  are  the  head,  you 
control  the  road." 

"  You  are  a  very  young  man.  Control  the  road  I  Can 
I  stop  It?  I  can  go  into  bankruptcy  if  you  like.  But 
otherwise  if  I  run  my  road,  as  a  business  proposition, 
I  can  do  nothing.  I  can  not  control  it.  It  is.  a  force 
born  out  of  certain  conditions,  and  I— no'man— can  stop 
It  or  control  it.  Can  your  Mr.  Derrick  stop  the  Wheat 
growing?  He  can  burn  his  crop,  or  he  can  give  it  awav, 
or  sell  It  for  a  cent  a  bushel— just  as  I  could  go  i..to 
bankruptcy— but  otherwise  his  Wheat  must  grow.  (  an 
any  one  stop  the  Wheat  ?  Well,  then  no  more  can  I  stop 
the  Road." 

Presley  regained  the  street  stupefied,  his  brain  in  a 
whirl.  This  new  idea,  this  new  conception  dumfounded 
him.  Somehow,  he  on«!d  not  deny  it.  It  rang  with  the 
clear  reverberation  of  truth.    Was  no  one.  then,  to  blame 
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enemie..  afte    J^'kTJ"^"""^^'''  "'"'^  ">"  '"« 
'ence  in  Nature     Cololr7«'=  '"""  ^"  "°  '""•vo- 

towrd  .ppoimcd  «tr'  Nafr:::  t  " ""  ''•"'^ 

"gine,  a  va.t  cyclopean  now'  r  h,       •'     -''  '  ^«f»""'= 
with  a  heart  of  steTlnn^  ^'■"■'■'''''''""'^'*""'" 

givenes..  no  "ole  a„ce     c™"h- "°  '=''"'P""«-".  "»  for- 

^ruction  se:^l;iver'  ir„"''  "'u'  ','"  ^«°"y  "^  ''- 
through  all  thaf  7ZJ  '  '  '?'  "^^  '"'"'"'  '«n'our 
cog,.  '  Prorf'fir-ous  mechanism  of  wheel,  and 

of  ..oomy  reflectlr  t'e^ 'K;  "he''  '"'  "^"^ 
from  the  table  an  incident  occur  ed   hat  2  .^^  """^ 

^■•pS;\t  r .r :r  ctr  rr  °^  -;•  -  ^^  - 

across  the  street.  h"s  eve  IT!'/  "^'"'^  '°  ^'»"« 
of  a  familiar  figure  £  ^^17^  "'"'''' ""'  '""^  ''^ht 
turned  the  street  corner  »nH  ,      ""'"''  ^   '^^'  "^"-"^ 

been  strangelj  I  ke  Qn Th/''  ''  *V'«''=  ''"'  ''  had 
from  the  table  ad  .llnn  J"'"*'  ^'"''^'^y  ^^^  risen 

'he  street  whefthTl?"  "  I'"''  '^''  ""'""^^  '"'o 
shine.  ^  '"""P"  ^""^  '"'■"dy  beginning  to 

had  seen'  the  daSS  oTXe"'  "j  "•"""  "^  ^^-'^'"'e 
last,  he  gave  up "fe  h„nt  ''V  °"""'*'  ^^™^"-  At 
this  houf  almo'st  des  "id    tm"r."'"^'°  ''"  ^'"'^«' 

vainly  attempted  to  read  from?  ,  '  ^^  ''^"'''''• 
library,   and   at  ZIf  '"''"'"''  °^  "«ays  in  the 

retired  toTisl^d.'   "■"""''   "■'''■^"^''''   -"austed, 
Sut^none  the  less.  Presley  had  not  been  mistaken.  The 
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girl  whom  he  had  tried  to  follow  had  been  indeed  Minna 
Hooven. 

When  Minna,  a  week  before  this  time,  had  returned 
to  the  lodging  house  on  Castro  Street,  after  a  day's  un- 
successful effort  to  find  employment,  and  was  told  that 
her  mother  and  Hilda  h^d  gone,  she  was  struck  speech- 
less with  surprise  and  dismay.  She  had  never  before 
been  in  any  town  larger  than  Bonneville,  and  now  knew 
not  which  way  to  turn  nor  how  to  account  for  the  dis- 
appearance of  her  mother  and  little  Hilda.  That  the 
landlady  was  on  the  point  of  turning  them  out,  she  un- 
derstood, but  it  had  been  agreed  that  the  family  should 
be  allowed  to  stay  yet  one  more  day,  in  the  hope  that 
Minna  would  find  work.  Of  this  she  reminded  the  land- 
lady. But  this  latter  at  once  launched  upon  her  such  a 
torrent  of  vituperation,  that  the  girl  was  frightened  to 
speechless  submission. 

"Oh,  oh,"  she  faltered,  "I  know.  I  am  sorry.  I 
know  we  owe  you  money,  but  where  did  my  mother  go? 
I  only  want  to  find  her." 

"  Oh,  I  ain't  going  to  be  bothered,"  shrilled  the  other. 
"How  do  I  know?" 

The  truth  of  the  matter  was  that  Mrs.  Hooven,  afraid 
to  stay  in  the  vicinity  of  the  house,  after  her  eviction, 
and  threatened  with  arrest  by  the  landlady  if  she  per- 
sisted in  hanging  around,  had  left  with  the  woman  a  note 
scrawled  on  an  old  blotter,  to  be  given  to  Minna  when  she 
returned.  This  the  ];>iid'.ady  had  lost.  To  cover  her  con- 
fusion, she  affected  a  \  ast  indignation,  and  a  turbulent, 
irascible  demeanour. 

"  I  ain't  going  to  be  bothered  with  such  cattle  as  you," 
she  vociferated  in  Minna's  face.  "  I  don't  know  where 
your  folks  is.  Me,  I  only  have  dealings  with  honest  peo- 
ple. I  ain't  got  a  word  to  say  so  long  as  the  rent  is  paid. 
But  when  I'm  soldiered  out  of  a  week's  lodging,  then 
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I'm  done.    You  get  right  along  now     /  don'f  tn„ 

I  ain't  going  to  have  my  place  getTbai  T     k  7  ^°"- 

any  South  of  Market  ^fZ!   u-     •         ^^  ^^  "^^'"g 

You  get  along.  fr^tUrcffiS^^  '^''"'  ^^°""^- 

abo';;^\xv'rh:;'  ''\''''  ^"  ^  -'^^^  ^^  - 

an  she  had  inte  woHdl'^XttwT  ^''■■^-«-  «"-. 

son^e'^  rr^njTott  S  ''''  '"'''  — 
he.  and  clutched  he'r  vuLr^SeXT;  3^'  "•"" 

was  she  to  go  ?    UnaZer.hl.  ^''"  '^'  *°  ''°'  ^''"^ 

she  no  longer  had  herleTrtf  ^.fi^r'^Hj^'r'  "°" 

:t?:^itefiri^^^T-^^^^^^^^^^ 

were  they  gone  >'  Lost  lost  .H  ',"? '  °'  *''^'"'  ^''-'^ 
But  she^raflied  her'sS  iTshe  wll  e'^lonr "x^e  ^j"- 
of  her  starving,  of  her  mother  and  HJll  !'  "^^* 

out  of  all  reason.  Of  course  it  wl  S  '*^"'"^'  ^^ 
of  course  not  It  was  n.fM  u  "°'  '°'"^  *°  ^^at, 
Something  would  hap^n   of  V  '*'''^*'°"  '=^^- 

But  meanwhile.  «n;;L:rge:  t^^^^^ 

DuitvrrSetii^tro7i::r  rr^^  ^-• 

known  what  it  meant  toTftLl; s^lf^t' fT"" 

i  tT^T  'zr  ''"'''■'  ''"S-taSrca'^fs 
--iri„i^---£:  'tz  ^ofa"  r- 

there  was  no  help  anvwhere     Th.n    ii     r  '"'''^^" 


KfS 


i 


58o 


The  Octopus 


you  do  to  keep  yourself  alive?"  Life  faced  her;  she 
looked  the  huge  stone  image  squarely  in  the  lustreless 
eyes. 

It  was  nearly  twilight.  Minna,  for  the  sake  of  avoid- 
ing observation— for  it  seemed  to  her  that  now  a  thou- 
sand prying  glances  followed  her— assumed  a  matter-of- 
fact  demeanour,  and  began  to  walk  briskly  toward  the 
business  quarter  of  the  town. 

She  was  dressed  neatlv  enough,  in  a  blue  cloth  skirt 
with  a  blue  plush  belt,  fairly  decent  shoes,  once  her  moth- 
er's, a  pink  shirt  waist,  and  jacket  and  a  straw  sailor.  She 
was,  in  an  unusual  fashion,  pretty.  Even  her  troubles 
had  not  dimmed  the  bright  light  of  her  pale,  greenish- 
blue  eyes,  nor  faded  the  astonishing  redness  of  her  lips, 
nor  hollowed  her  strangely  white  face.  Her  blue-black 
hair  was  trim.  She  carried  her  well-shaped,  well-round- 
ed figure  erectly.  Even  in  her  distress,  she  observed  that 
men  looked  keenly  at  her,  and  sometimes  after  her  as 
she  went  along.  But  this  she  noted  with  a  dim  sub-con- 
scious faculty.  The  real  Minna,  harassed,  terrified, 
lashed  with  a  thousand  anxieties,  kept  murmuring  under 
her  breath : 

"What  shall  I  do,  what  shall  I  do,  oh,  what  shall  I 
do,  now?" 

After  an  interminable  walk,  she  gained  Kearney 
Street,  and  held  it  till  the  well-lighted,  well-kept  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  shopping  district  gave  place  to  the  vice- 
crowded  saloons  and  concert  halls  of  the  Barbary  Coast. 
She  turned  aside  in  avoidance  of  this,  only  to  plunge  into 
the  purlieus  of  Chinatown,  whence  only  she  emerged, 
panic-stricken  and  out  of  breath,  after  a  half  hour  of 
never-to-be-forgotten  terrors,  and  at  a  time  when  it  had 
grown  quite  dark. 

On  the  comer  of  California  and  Dupont  streets,  she 
stood  a  long  moment,  pondering. 
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a  man  in  a  blue  checked  "  jumper  "  was  filling  a  lamp  be- 
hind a  high  desk.    To  him  Minna  applied. 

"  I  should  like,"  she  faltered,  "  to  have  a  room— a  bed 
for  the  night.  One  of  those  for  fifteen  cents  will  be  good 
enough,  I  think." 

"  Well,  this  place  is  only  for  men,"  said  the  man,  look- 
ing up  from  the  lamp. 
"  Oh,"  said  Minna,  "  oh — I — I  didn't  know." 
She  looked  at  hrni  stupidly,  and  he,  with  equal  stu- 
pidity, returned  the  gaze.    Thus,  for  a  long  moment,  they 
held  each  other's  eyes. 

"  I — I  didn't  know,"  repeated  Minna. 
"  Yes,  it's  for  men,"  repeated  the  other. 
She  slowly  descended  the  stairs,  and  once  more  came 
out  upon  the  streets. 

And  upon  those  streets  that,  as  the  hours  advanced, 
grew  more  and  more  deserted,  more  and  more  silent, 
more  and  more  oppressive  with  the  sense  of  the  bitter 
hardness  of  life  towards  those  who  have  no  means  of 
living,  Minna  Hooven  spent  the  first  night  of  her  strug- 
gle to  keep  her  head  above  the  ebb-tide  of  the  ci.y's  sea, 
into  which  she  had  been  plunged. 

Morning  came,  and  with  it  renewed  hunger.  At  this 
time,  she  had  found  her  way  uptown  again,  and  towards 
ten  o'clock  was  sitting  upon  a  bench  in  a  little  park  full 
of  nurse-maids  and  children.  A  group  of  the  maids 
drew  their  baby-buggies  to  Minna's  bench,  and  sat 
down,  continuing  a  conversation  they  had  already  be- 
gun. Minna  listened.  A  friend  of  one  of  the  maids  had 
suddenly  thrown  up  her  position,  leaving  her  "  madame  " 
in  what  would  appear  to  have  been  deserved  embarrass- 
ment. 

"  Oh,"  said  Minna,  breaking  in,  and  lying  with  sudden 
unwonted  fluency,  "  I  am  a  nurse-girl.  I  am  out  of  a 
place.    Do  you  think  I  could  get  that  one?  " 
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Mmute  after  minute,  her  hunger  giiawed  at  her     Sh. 
could  not  keep  her  mind  from  it'  Afshe  sttl'the  boat! 
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she  found  herself  curiously  scanning  the  faces  of  the 
passengers,  wondering  how  long  since  sucl.  a  one  had 
breakfasted,  how  long  before  this  other  should  sit  down 
to  lunch. 

When  Minna  descended  from  the  train,  at  Lorin  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Bay,  she  found  that  the  place  was  one 
of  those  suburban  towns,  not  yet  become  fashionable, 
such  as  may  be  seen  beyond  the  outskirts  of  any  large 
American  city.  All  along  the  line  of  the  railroad  there- 
abouts, houses,  small  villas— contractors'  ventures- 
were  scattered,  the  advantages  of  suburban  lots  and  sites 
for  homes  being  proclaimed  in  seven-foot  letters  upon 
mammoth  bill-boards  close  to  the  right  of  way. 

Without  much  trouble,  Minna  found  the  house  to  which 
she  had  been  directed,  a  pretty  little  cottage,  set  back 
from  the  street  and  shaded  by  palms,  live  oaks,  and  the  in- 
evitable eucalyptus.  Her  heart  warmed  at  the  sight  of  it. 
Oh,  to  find  a  little  niche  for  herself  here,  a  home,  a  ref- 
uge from  those  horrible  city  streets,  from  the  rat  of  fam- 
ine, with  its  relentless  tooth.  How  she  would  work,  how 
strenuously  she  would  endeavour  to  please,  how  patient 
of  rebuke  she  would  be,  how  faithful,  how  conscientious. 
Nor  were  her  pretensions  altogether  false;  upon  her, 
while  at  home,  had  devolved  almost  continually  the  care 
of  the  baby  Hilda,  her  little  sister.  She  knew  the  wants 
and  needs  of  children. 

Her  heart  beating,  her  breath  failing,  she  rang  the  bell 
set  squarely  in  the  middle  of  the  front  door. 

The  lady  of  the  house  herself,  an  elderly  lady,  with 
pleasant,  kindly  face,  opened  the  door.  Minna  stated  her 
errand. 
"  But  I  have  already  engaged  a  girl,"  she  said. 
•'  Oh,"  murmured  Minna,  striving  with  all  her  might 
to  maintain  appearances.  "  Oh— I  thought  perhaps—" 
She  turned  away. 
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Heil^rS^Sr f^r^-  ^°"''  ^^<=>^^.  above 
Penence?    Got  go^dTeSes"' "  '°"  '^''  '°*^  "^  "" 
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block?aC;h:^^""  '^''^  ^"^  '"^'^'"^  "".  ''bout  six 

■ng  in  the  wrong  direction  ^nTt'hT  uu  "  ^  """"  ^°- 

;ifiedeasl,.enou^gh.itL°drrS,  "^e^r-^- 

and  UtVft^feTrotr  ^^^^^^^^^  S  t^ ^  «"«^' 
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-shorn  of  her  last  nif^.,1  aT  "^^7*''^  ''eath  struggle 
her  last  penny  "'  ''''"  '"^'  ^^^^^afd, 

reaW^hTrirrS- a"dtT'"^'°'^  -"^'  ^''^ 
the  weakness  of  comnl.J  i  '*'"  ''""^  "'^t  ''  was 
of^approachi^g'rS-^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

on?    Terror  of  death  aroused  her  "^  '""""^ 

havJsSnr;:  eat."°'"^''''"^'  °'''  -^'''^"^-    ^  -- 
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At  this  late  hour,  the  idea  of  pawning  her  little  jacket 
occurred  to  her,  but  now  she  was  far  away  from  the  city 
and  Its  pawnshops,  and  there  was  no  getting  back. 

She  walked  on.  An  hour  passed.  She  lost  her  sense 
of  direction,  became  confused,  knew  not  where  she  was 
going,  turned  corners  and  went  up  by-streets  without 
knowing  why,  anything  to  keep  moving,  for  she  fancied 
that  so  soon  as  she  stood  still,  the  rat  in  the  pit  of  her 
stomach  gnawed  more  eagerly. 

At  last,  she  entered  what  seemed  to  be,  if  not  a  park, 
at  least  some  sort  of  public  enclosure.    There  were  many 
trees;  the  place  was  beauti.ul;  well-kept  roads  and  walks 
led    sinuously    and    invitingly    underneath    the    shade. 
Through  the  trees  upon  the  other  side  of  a  wide  expanse 
of  turf,  brown  and  sear  under  the  summer  sun,  she  caught 
a  glimpse  of  tall  buildings  and  a  flagstaff.    The  whole 
place  had  a  vaguely  public,  educational  appearance,  and 
Mmna  guessed,  from  certain  notices  affixed  to  the  trees, 
warning  the  public  against  the  picking  of  flowers,  that 
she  had  found  her  way  into  the  grounds  of  the  State  Uni- 
versity.   She  went  on  a  little  further.    The  path  she  was 
following  led  her,  at  length,  into  a  grove  of  gigantic  live 
oaks,  whose  lower  branches  all  but  swept  the  ground. 
Here  the  grass  was  green,  the  few  flowers  in  bloom,  the 
shade  very  thick.    A  more  lovely  spot  she  had  seldom 
seen.    Near  at  hand  was  a  bench,  built  around  the  trunk 
of  the  largest  live  oak,  and  here,  at  length,  weak  from 
hunger,  exhausted  to  the  limits  of  her  endurance,  despair- 
ing, abandoned,  Minna  Hooven  sat  down  to  enquire  of 
herself  what  next  she  could  do. 

But  once  seated,  the  demands  of  the  animal— so  she 
could  believe— became  more  clamorous,  more  insistent. 
To  eat,  to  rest,  to  be  safely  housed  against  another  night, 
above  all  else,  these  were  the  things  she  craved ;  and  th» 
craving  within  her  grew  so  mighty  that  she  c-isped  he 
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But  in  a  few  moments  Minna  was  aware  that  ,  „ 
apparently  of  some  thirty  years^fatrh^H  .  ""l.' 

she  2r  r,:'?-rel^^;:-'t^'^  thf  „ew':omer.  as 
opposite  me  o'n  the  btt'  St    ^i  j  S  ^""'  "•'°  ^^* 
•vou  again.    IVe  had  you  in  SfeJefstt^?'"^  ^"°^^ 
Un  this  nearer  view  Minna  observed  that  tt,<. 

nei?h:rrer^ruT:„"d' '" ''-'- "''  ^  •^'*^'"  ^-^ 

-eyeiidst^irlidSllS:;/--^ 
fidence  of  manner,  held  Minna's  attention.  "" 

L>o  you  know,"  continued  the  woman   "  T  K»r 
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"  I've  been  trying  to  find  a  situation,"  she  hazarded  in 
conclusion, "  but  I  don't  seem  to  succeed.  I've  never  been 
in  a  city  before,  except  Bonneville." 

"  Well,  it  is  a  coincidence,"  said  the  other.  "  I  know  I 
wasn't  drawn  to  you  for  nothing.  I  am  looking  for  just 
such  a  young  girl  as  you.  You  see,  I  live  alone  a  good 
deal  and  I've  been  wanting  to  find  a  nice,  bright,  socia- 
ble girl  who  will  be  a  sort  of  companion  to  me.  Under- 
stand ?  And  there's  something  about  you  that  I  like.  I 
took  to  you  the  moment  I  saw  you  on  the  boat.  Now 
shall  we  talk  this  over?  " 

Towards  the  end  of  the  week,  one  afternoon,  as  Presley 
was  returning  from  his  club,  he  came  suddenly  face  to 
face  with  Minna  upon  a  street  corner. 

"  Ah,"  he  cried,  coming  toward  her  joyfully.  "  Upon 
my  word,  I  had  almost  given  you  up.  I've  been  looking 
everywhere  for  you.  I  was  afraid  you  might  not  be  get- 
ting along,  and  I  wanted  to  see  if  there  was  anything  I 
could  do.  How  are  your  mother  and  Hilda?  Where 
are  you  stopping?  Have  you  got  a  good  place?  " 
^^  "  I  don't  know  where  mamma  is,"  answered  Minna. 
"  We  got  separated,  and  I  never  have  been  able  to  find 
her  again." 

Meanwhile,  Presley  had  been  taking  in  with  a  quick  eye 
the  details  of  Minna's  silk  dress,  with  its  garniture  of  lace, 
its  edging  of  velvet,  its  silver  belt-buckle.  Her  hair  was 
arranged  in  a  new  way  and  on  her  head  was  a  wide  hat 
with  a  flare  to  one  side,  set  oflf  with  a  gilt  buckle  and  a 
puff  of  bright  blue  plush.    He  glanced  at  her  sharply. 

"Well,  but— but  how  are  you  getting  on?"  he  de- 
manded. 

Minna  laughed  scornfully. 

"  I  ?  "  she  cried.  "  Oh,  I'z'e  gone  to  hell.  It  was 
either  that  or  star\'ation." 

Presley  regained  his  room  at  the  club,  white  and  trero- 
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failed  .gain.    A^^^l^^T^'^^'^^'^P-    He  had 

fail.    Minna  had  comt-had  t       ,'■*"'  foredoomed  to 

acting  too  Ute  tt^rhttt'dy'^rScirh"  1°  ''"k'  '""  "•=' 
to  prevent  it.  Were  the  hL  t'  ^  "°'  ''*«="  "ble 
Wa,  the  grisly  sZTre  of  .  "'  ""'"•  "'^*=^  '«  «"d? 
in  his  visL?'  Vv"  the  rTr^T  '°  '"^"^^  '^"" 
suits  of  that  battle  atth"'  ""=  ^"'-reaching  re- 
forever?  When  would  thri?'"^K '■■''=''  *°  "°"  "^'^  P«'h 
dent  closed?    Wheels  th»!  '"-"'""ted.  the  inci- 

of  the  monster  could  not  r^r  *°  ^'''^''  '"«>  '"'acle 

that  he  might^'not  t  wha^'Te  *'=",  f""'"^  "''^•"^'  - 
Cowardly  he  now  knew  htself  to  1  "Z  '°"^''  ''^'P" 
himself  only  with  loathrng  °  ^"^    "'  *''°"«''t  of 

to  a^antiplSnlrchTvillV  '\'^t'^  """^  "--'^ 

^l^trSf:™^--^-^^^^ 
before  h    could  Lt  oThr*"''  '^'^  ^"  """^  "'^'  •>"t 

«ave  i  blundered?"  Preslpv   -  ,,*      j 
Did  not  Mr  Cedarn,  i«.         7^    ^  ^^'^   *°   ^*<^'aim. 
"M«  ^edarquist  mention  Friday  evening?" 

Wo,  no,  no,"  she  cried-  "it  .        ■.        '=''^"""fff 
y««  blundering  in 7!      7 '       •  ''''''  ''^  ''''"  Sundered. 


590 


The  Octopus 


to-nigfht,  and  when  he  told  me  he  had  asked  you  here  for 
the  same  evening,  I  fell  upon  the  man,  my  dear,  I  did 
actually,  tooth  and  nail.  But  I  wouldn't  hear  of  his  wir- 
ing you.  I  just  dropped  a  note  tc  our  hostess,  asking  if 
1  could  not  bring  you,  and  when  I  told  her  who  you  were, 
she  received  the  idea  with,  oh,  cmpresiement.  So,  there 
it  is,  all  settled.  Cedarquist  and  the  girls  are  gone  on 
ahead,  and  you  are  to  take  the  old  lady  like  a  dear,  dear 
poet.  I  believe  I  hear  the  carriage.  Allans  t  En  voi- 
turcl " 

Once  settled  in  the  cool  gloom  of  the  coupe,  odorous 
of  leather  and  upholstery,  Mrs.  Cedarquist  exclaimed : 

"  And  I've  never  told  you  who  you  were  to  dine  with ; 
oh,  a  personage,  really.  Fancy,  you  will  be  in  the  camp 
of  your  dearest  foes.  You  are  to  dine  with  the  Gerard 
people,  one  of  the  Vice-Presidents  of  your  bete  noir  tlic 
P.  and  S.  W.  Railroad." 

Presley  started,  his  fists  clenching  so  abruptly  as  to  all 
but  split  his  white  gloves.  He  was  not  conscious  of  what 
he  Slid  in  reply,  and  Mrs.  Cedarquist  was  so  taken  up 
with  her  own  endless  stream  of  talk  that  she  did  not  ob- 
serve his  confusion. 

"Their  daughter  Honora  is  going  to  Europe  next 
week ;  her  mother  is  to  take  her,  and  Mrs.  Gerard  is  to 
have  just  a  few  people  to  dinner — very  informal,  you 
know — ourselves,  you  and,  oh,  I  don't  know,  two  or  three 
others.  Have  you  ever  seen  Honora?  The  prettiest  lit- 
tle thing,  and  will  she  be  rich?  Millions,  I  would  not 
dare  say  how  many.    Tiens.    Nous  void." 

The  coupe  drew  up  to  the  curb,  and  Presley  followed 
Mrs.  Cedarquist  up  the  steps  to  the  massive  doors  of  the 
great  house.  In  a  confused  daze,  he  allowed  one  of  the 
footmen  to  relieve  him  of  bis  hat  and  coat ;  in  a  daze  he 
rejoined  Mrs.  Cedarquist  in  a  room  with  a  glass  roof, 
hung  with  pictures,  the  art  gallery,  no  doubt,  and  in  a 
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ine  room  was  verv  lar«r»  ,nj    / 
Flat,  rectagonal  pillar,  of  I  ^     .    of  excessive  loftiness, 
rose  from  the  flS  a  mo,^  "^     -  '  ^"''=«"''' "^^"e, 
off  at  the  top  wi^  JlH,T       ''!  ^'"'  "'*  *»"«.  fin'-^hine 

wHich  sup^r:r.h^X'' te^'eS^Tf"  '"'^" 
ofjo.ning  the  walls  at  richto^  i  ^  '"'^'^'  '"««ead 

a  device  that  prod uc  J  a  trJ;  H  """^rt '°  "^"^  "'^"'• 
ceihng  was  a  maze  nf      J     ■       ^°'"«-''''e  effect.    This 

for  a  great  picture.  nTmi^d  tTd"  "'""'=  '^''"""^ 
golden  chariots  and  Te  ifj  llf  "u"'  '"^'''  ^°^^*- 
clouds  and  garlands  of  rose  Re  """I"'''*  ""^"^  *"" 
the  sides  of  the  room  werH"  """  *•"=  P'"""  "°""d 

of  a  Louis  QuLTtrpHf  h."^;"/^  °'  ""''  '''^  ''^i^- 
less  taste     The  fire^il  '""^"'  simplicity  and  fault- 

floor  to  ceililg  thetwlr^r  7r^'  ''  '^^^^^'  f-- 
to  Co  ching  Atlases  with  '  "^  '""'''^'  ^-^^^^  in- 
'hesuperstrucfure  VlE'ofrl"  '"'''  "P*"- 
of  purple  marble,  shot  toXith  whi  f*"'  °'  ^  ''■"" 
■n  the  same  style  as  the  ,Vc;        ...        '^  vemmgs.  was 

■t»  -idst  was'a  bro    :  llZZonV''  ''"^'■"^''-    ^" 
Pherable   monoeram  aL  ,   t  '  ^"'"«  ""  ""^eci- 

brass.  nearly  °f  St Sh%t^L'e"drh-    ^'^""^  °^ 
The  windows  nf  fl,»  ""^  hearthstone. 

bre  brocade  Idl^^  ^  iZ^r  [^  '""^-^  ■"  -- 
family  were  very  bea"  fu,;  rked  B  Vf  "'^  °'  ^'"^ 
S'fe  the  fireplace  an  ext«  .  ."^°'^''^'^;.  ^"t  directly  oppo- 

ioining  conLr^atorvTrera"  vv"'.  tf'  ''°'"  ^"^  =^ 
'he  apartment.  It  was  a  Sthf "''  "'^  "^'^*  '"'^ 
-.  -arge.  the  cenrittinTred^^-tt^ 
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sifal  and  Lohengrin ;  the  one  with  a  banner,  the  other  with 
a  swan.  The  eflfect  was  exquisite,  the  window  a  verita- 
ble masterpiece,  glowing,  flaming,  and  burning  with  a 
hundred  tints  and  colours— opalescent,  purple,  wine- 
red,  clouded  pinks,  royal  blues,  saffrons,  violets  so  dark 
as  to  be  almost  black. 

Under  foot,  the  carpet  had  all  the  softness 'of  texture  of 
grass;  skins  (one  of  them  of  an  enormous  polar  bear) 
and  rugs  of  silk  velvet  were  spread  upon  the  floor.  A 
Renaissance  cabinet  of  ebony,  many  feet  taller  than  Pres- 
ley's head,  and  inlaid  with  ivory  and  silver,  occupied  one 
corner  of  the  room,  while  in  its  centre  stood  a  vast  table 
of  Flemish  oak,  black,  heavy  as  iron,  massive.  A  faint 
odour  of  sandalwood  pervaded  the  air.  From  the  con- 
servatory near-by,  came  the  splashing  of  a  fountain.  A 
row  of  electric  bulbs  let  into  the  frieze  of  the  walls  be- 
tween the  golden  capitals,  and  burning  dimly  behind  hem- 
ispheres of  clouded  glass,  threw  a  subdued  light  over  the 
whole  scene. 
Mrs.  Gerard  came  forward. 

"  This  is  Mr.  Presley,  of  course,  our  new  poet  of  whom 
we  are  all  so  proud.    I  was  so  afraid  you  would  be  una- 
ble to  come.    You  have  given  me  a  real  pleasure  in  allow- 
ing me  to  welcome  you  here." 
The  footman  appeared  at  her  elbow. 
"  Dinner  is  served,  madame,"  he  announced. 


When  Mrs.  Hooven  had  left  the  boarding-house  on 
Castro  Street,  she  had  taken  up  a  position  on  a  neigh- 
bouring corner,  to  wait  for  Minna's  reappearance.  Lit- 
tle Hilda,  at  this  time  hardly  more  than  six  years  of  age, 
was  with  her,  holding  to  her  hand. 

Mrs.  Hooven  was  by  no  means  an  old  woman,  but 
hard  work  had  aged  her.  She  no  longer  had  any  claim 
to  good  looks.    She  no  longer  took  much  interest  in  her 
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personal  appearance.  At  the  time  r.(  t, 
t^e  Castro  Street  boardingZ,  ^  ^e  v  ^  TfT  l^ 
bcnnet,  garnished  with  faded  IJT-  ,  J  '"'^'^  ^^"""^ 
pink.  ApIaidshawlCabouth  I  1^  °^'''  "^  '''"^ 
of  n^isfortune  had  seT  M^S  etTdS  in '""'" '^^^ 
condition  than  her  daughter      Her  '"'"  ^°"^ 

miserable  handful  of  dimestndn^rt  T"''  '=°"'^'"i"ff  a 
and  her  trunk  was  in T.  l^  ^  ''  "^^^  '"  ^^'  '--"nk. 
had  been  allowed  sucJ  en!"''  °'  '^  '^"^'^^^-  ^inna 
would  purchase  T^e  T^^^'  ''  ''"'  '"^'^ty-fi^^  «nts 
her  littfe  gW  had  b  In  f  T  °'  "'"•  "°°^^"  ^nd 
eviction.  '^""  ^'■°'"  "'^  ^^ry  moment  of  her 

-^"/t;S^Srr^- ever,  street  car 

..e^lT rSr^if -r ""  ■;  ^-^"^  the  life  strug- 
htr,  grief  distress  rh  .  ^'"^  absolutely  none.     In 

nameTess  V  roril^eTbn?  °  T"*^'^"'^'  above  all.  th^ 
had  produced  a  numta  L  a"n  T  "J'  °'  ^''^  ^"■-*^' 
speechless  condit^n  of  dazeH  /"'"'''  '"^'^e"'  ^"e"*' 
telligent  speech  She  1,  h  u'f'  ^"^  ''°^^e'''  ""'"- 
mated  butV^Sri"  l^'  tfT"'  ''T''  ^"'■- 
to  the  life  of  her  l,>Me  T      t  ^  "'""^  *°  "f^.  and 

tenacity  of  p^VXr^dSr^cf/''^-  ^^^^  ^^^  ^""d 

Jnt^^beyerS:!^^^^^^^^  °"  •'^'^^  "«-.  ^>^e  had 
^--n.  'she' walked  awayT  the"^  *°  fP'^'"  ^"  -'"a- 
fhen.  in  a  few  m„       f^  ^   "^'''   street-crossing 

on  the  corne;ia7tTeT  T^f '  ^^"^'"^  "P  »"-  P'-e 
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third  time  the  policeman  found  her  on  the  forbidden  spot, 
he  had  lost  his  temper.  This  time  when  Mrs.  Hooven 
departed,  he  had  followed  her,  and  when,  bewildered, 
persistent,  she  had  attempted  to  turn  back,  he  caught 
her  by  the  shoulder. 

"Do  you  want  to  get  arrested,  hey?"  he  demanded. 
"Do  you  want  me  to  lock  you  up?  Say,  do  you,  speak 
up?" 

The  ominous  words  at  length  reached  Mrs.  Hooven's 
comprehension.    Arrested !    She  was  to  be  a-rested.    The 
countrywoman's  fear  of  the  Jail  nipped  and  bit  eagerly 
at  her  unwilling  heels.     She  hurried  oflf,  thinking  to  re- 
turn to  her  post  after  the  policeman  should  have  gone 
away.     But  when,  at  length,  turning  back,  she  tried  to 
find  the  boarding-house,  she  suddenly  disco  /ered  that  she 
was  on  an  unfamiliar  street.    Unwittingly,  no  doubt,  she 
had  turned  a  corner.     She  could  not  retrace  her  steps. 
She  and  Hilda  were  lost. 
"  Mammy,  I'm  tired,"  Hilda  complained. 
Her  mother  picked  her  up. 
"Mammy,  where're  we  gowun,  mammy?" 
Where,  indeed  ?    Stupefied,  Mrs.  Hooven  looked  about 
her  at  the  endless  blocks  of  buildings,  the  endless  proces- 
sion of  vehicles  in  the  streets,  the  endless  march  of  pe- 
destrians on  the  sidewalks.    Where  was  Minna ;  where 
was  she  and  her  baby  to  sleep  that  night?     How  was 
Hilda  to  be  fed? 

She  could  not  stand  still.  There  was  no  place  to  sit 
down ;  but  one  thing  was  left,  walk. 

Ah,  that  via  dolorosa  of  the  destitute,  that  chemin  dc 
la  croix  of  the  homeless.  Ah,  the  mile  after  mile  of 
granite  pavement  that  must  be,  must  be  traversed.  Walk 
they  must.  Move,  they  must;  onward,  forward,  whither 
they  cannot  tell ;  why,  they  do  not  know.  Walk,  walk, 
walk  with  bleeding  feet  and  smarting  joints;  walk  with 
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that  devous.  winding  maze  of  paths    crossed  .nH 
crossed  and  crossed  aXaJn     Ti,  !'  "°^^^^  ^nd   re- 

u  crussea  again.    There  is  but  one  cnal  to  t»,„ 

streets,  return,  go  forward,  back,  from  side  to  side   here 

wnere  Ueath  sits  is  reached  inexorably  at  the  end 
Sometimes    leading    and    sometimes    carrying   Hilda 

Mrs.  Hooven  set  off  upon  her  objectless  journey    Bcxk 
after  block  she    walked,    street   after   street      Ih. 
afraid  to  stop,  because  of  the  policemerAs  of tenll 
she  so  much  as  slackened  her  pace,  she  was  LeT 
one  of  these  terrible  figures  in  the  distance!  wangh^ 
so  It  seemed  to  her,  waiting  for  her  to  ha  t  for  the  fraC' 

t^rrtrher''  ""  ""'''  ''''  '^  ^^^'^  ^^  -  -^ 
Hilda  fretted  incessantly. 
"Mammy,  where're  we  gowun?    Mammy,  I'm  tired  " 

"  Mammy,  I'm  hungry  " 

wj;fher:s'sS:."^''^  ^"-  "'--"•  -^-'^  - 

Passers-by  on  the  sidewalk,  men  and  women  in  the 
great  six  o'clock  homeward  march,  jostled  thTm  a  thev 
went  along.  With  dumb,  dull  curiousness,  Te  looked 
mto  one  after  another  of  the  limitless  stre;m  litems 
and  she  ancied  she  saw  in  them  every  emotion  but  ^J^ 
The  faces  were  gay,  were  anxious,  were  sorrowful,  Jere 
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mirthful,  were  lined  with  thought,  or  were  merely  flat 
and  expressionless,  but  not  one  was  turned  toward  her 
in  compassion.  The  expressions  of  the  faces  might  be 
various,  but  an  underlying  callousness  was  discoverable 
beneath  every  mask.  The  people  seemed  removed  from 
her  immeasurably ;  they  were  infinitely  above  her  What 
was  she  to  them,  she  and  her  baby,  the  crippled  outcasts 
of  the  human  herd,  the  unfit,  not  able  to  survive,  thrust 
out  on  the  heath  to  perish  ? 

To  beg  from  these  people  did  not  yet  occur  to  her 
I  here  was  no  pride,  however,  in  the  matter.  She  would 
have  as  readily  asked  alms  of  so  many  sphinxes 

She  went  on.    Without  willing  it,  her  feet  carried  her 
in  a  wide  circle.  Soon  she  began  to  recognise  the  houses  • 
she  had  been  in  that  street  before.     Somehow,  this  was 
distasteful  to  her;  so,  striking  off  at  right  angles,  she 
walked  straight  before  her  for  over  a  dozen  blocks     By 
now.  It  was  growing  darker.     The  sun  had  set      The 
hands  of  a  clock  on  the  power-house  of  a  cable  line 
pointed  to  seven.  No  doubt,  Minna  had  come  long  before 
this  time,  had  found  her  mother  gone,  and  had— just 
what  had  she  done,  just  what  could  she  do?    Where  was 
her   daughter  now?     Walking  the   streets   herself,   no 
doubt.    What  was  to  become  of  Minna,  pretty  girl  that 
she  was,  lost,  houseless  and  friendless  in  the  maze  of 
these  streets?    Mrs.  Hooven,  roused  from  her  lethargy. 
could  not  repress  an  exclamation  of  anguisii.    Here  was 
misfortune  indeed ;  here  was  calamity.  She  bestirred  her- 
self, and  remembered  the  address  of  the  boarding-house. 
She  might  inquire  her  way  back  thither.     No  doubt   by 
now  the  policeman  would  be  gone  home  for  the  night 
She  looked  about.     She  was  in  the  district  of  modest 
residences,  and  a  young  man  was  coming  toward  her 
carrying  a  new  garden  hose  looped  around  his  shoulder.' 
Say,  Meest'r;  say,  blease " 
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paces  distant,  he  sla  kenedl  h         'Jr"""'    ^"'  *  ^'^ 
his  vest  poclcet  with  ht tg's  \h:  ','"'  '"T^^  '" 

"s^frrslre^atT^^----^^^^ 

-n  disappeared  ^^  He  ^Z^Ve'^t^' J''''  ^^"^ 
ffing.  It  had  come  to  that^hl'  ,  '  '  '^^  ^^'  ^S- 
whose  husband  had  hedfi\'  -'"''"'  '"  ^''  "^'=' 
'and.  had  been  tSnt'  a'C"  ^  AuT  1  f  ^" 
shot  to  her  face      She  «.,»    I  ^"'''  °^  ^''^me 

after  its  gwT\utJ^^      °"*  *°  '''^"^  '^e  monev 
claimed:  *  "'  '''^  "°'"«"t,  Hilda  again  ex- 

" Mammy,  I'm  hungry" 

her  pocket.    She  had  no  A-ffr;    ,      '"  P"'  *''"  <=«"  "" 
Hilda  must  have  food         ^       °  "'^  '"°"''  ^"^  '°"^<='-- 

^e-^n:t?p:JrSar^:f^L^--a-chea. 

night  on  the  benches 'of  ^1^°;  ^  rpark'  ''''''  ''' 

Unused  to  the  wavs  of  th»  f  '^ 

customs  and  possibnftefof.ru  '^°'''"'  ^  '°  'he 
whole  of  her  Sulrter  ,nn      '^""^^-houses.  she  spent  the 

w  Tots  °  o™T„,TS,'""'  T""^ »»' " 
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slept.  Her  mother's  limbs  were  stiff  and  lame  with  cold 
and  damp;  her  head  throbbed.  She  moved  to  another 
bench  which  stood  in  the  rays  of  the  sun,  and  for  a  long 
two  hours  sat  there  in  the  thin  warmth,  till  the  moisture 
of  the  night  that  clung  to  her  clothes  was  evaporated. 

A  policeman  came  into  view.     She  woke  Hilda,  and 
carrying  her  in  her  arms,  took  herself  away. 

"Mammy,"  began    Hilda  as   soon   as   she   was   well 
awake;  "  Mammy,  I'm  hungry.    I  want  mein  breakfast." 
"  Sure,  sure,  soon  now,  leedle  tochter." 
She  h-jiself  was  hungry,  but  she  had  but  little  thought 
of  that.     How  WIS  Hilda  to  be  fed  ?     She  remembered 
her  experience  of  the  previous   day,   when   the  young 
man  with  the  hose  had  given  her  money.     Was  it  so 
easy,  then,  to  beg?    Couid  charity  be  had  for  the  asking? 
So  it  seemed ;  but  all  that  was  left  of  her  sturdy  inde- 
pendence revolted  at  the  thought.    She  beg!    She  hold 
out  the  hand  to  strangers ! 
"  Mammy,  I'm  hungry." 

There  was  no  other  way.  It  must  come  to  that  in  the 
end.  Why  temporise,  why  put  of!  the  inevitable?  She 
sought  out  a  frequented  street  where  men  and  women 
were  on  their  way  to  work.  One  after  another,  she  let 
them  go  by,  searching  their  faces,  deterred  at  the  very 
last  moment  by  some  trifling  variation  of  expression,  a 
firm  set  mouth,  a  serious,  level  eyebrow,  an  advancing 
chin.  Then,  twice,  when  she  had  made  a  choice,  and 
brought  her  resolution  to  the  point  of  speech,  she 
quailed,  shrinking,  her  ears  tingling,  her  whole  being 
protesting  against  the  degradation.  Every  one  must  be 
looking  at  her.  Her  shame  was  no  doubt  the  object  of 
an  hundred  eyes. 
"  Mammy,  I'm  hungry,"  protested  Hilda  again. 
She  made  up  her  mind.  What,  though,  was  she  to 
say?     In  what  words  did  beggars  ask  for  assistance? 
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MLltV°,  "'"'"''"'■  ^°^  '"""P'  ™ho  had  appeared 
,L  -S  u""*:  °"  ^'  ^^""*°^  ^•^'1  addressed  her  how 
and  w.th  what  formula  certain  mendicants  of  BonneyHk 

phrasfTe,  *°  'u.  '''^"'  "^^'"^  -tt.ed  up^I  a 
phrase    she  approached  a  whislcered  gentleman  with  a 

la  gestomach  walking  briskly  in  thedir^ionofthetotn 
Say,  den,  blease  hellup  a  boor  womun." 
I  he  gentleman  passed  on. 

T^r'^^r^'''  ^T'^  *•""  "'^•"  "h^  murmured. 
Two  well-dressed  women  advanced,  chattering  gayly 
Say,  say,  den,  blease  hellup  a  boor  womun  "  ^^" 

ion  a"ndtl\''°'"'"  P'"''^'  ""'■'""'■'"?  to  her  compan- 
gav'e  to  Cs  h'""""*- r'  '  ^""°"  ''cketwhich'she 
Mrs  hIv  '^  '""'  ^°'""^  explanations.     But 

ZZf.ri, """'  '=°"f"^^d,shedid  not  understand  Wha 
could  the  t,cket  mean?   The  women  went  on  the  r  way 
The  next  person  to  whom  she  applied  was  a  vou„^ 
g.rl  of  about  eighteen,  very  prettily  dressed  "^      ^ 

Say  say,  den,  blease  hellup  a  boor  womun  " 

solewtre  "\br""'  ^''l-'  '^"^  ^"^^  '^  «"'^  here 
somewhere     she  murmured  again  and  again. 

Hlt'sTa.:,      °""'  '  '""'■  '"'  ''°''''  '*  -«  ^"■ 
That  was  the  beginning.    The  first  step  once  taken  the 

Hilda  fol  owed  .he  streets,  begging,  begging  Here  it 
was  a  mckel,  there  a  dime,  here  a  nkkeuSn.  £  she 
was  not  expert  in  the  art,  nor  did  she  know  where  to  buy 
food  the  cheapest ;  and  the  entire  day's  work  7esu  ed  only 
wreS  "°"eV"  *"°  "^^'^  °^  ''-='^'  milk    andl^ 

orr^sSir  '""'^^^-  -^^^^  ^---^  ^-^^  p^^^ 

Once  more,  Mrs.  Hooven  and  her  baby  passed  the 
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night  on  the  park  benches.  But  early  on  Wednesday 
morning,  Mrs.  Hooven  found  herself  assailed  by  sharp 
pains  and  cramps  in  her  stomach.  What  was  the  cause 
she  could  not  say;  but  as  the  day  went  on,  the  pains  in- 
creased, alternating  with  hot  flushes  over  all  her  body, 
and  a  certain  weakness  and  faintness.  As  the  day  went 
on,  the  pain  and  the  weakness  increased.  When  she  tried 
to  walk,  she  found  she  could  do  so  only  with  the  greatest 
difficulty.  Here  was  fresh  misfortune.  To  beg,  slic 
must  walk.  Dragging  herself  forward  a  half-block  at  a 
time,  she  regained  the  street  once  more.  She  succeeded 
in  begging  a  couple  of  nickels,  bought  a  bag  of  apples 
from  a  vender,  and,  returning  to  the  park,  sank  ex- 
hausted upon  a  bench. 

Here  she  remained  all  day  until  evening,  Hilda  alter- 
nately whimpering  for  her  bread  and  milk,  or  playing  lan- 
guidly in  the  gravel  walk  at  her  feet.  In  the  evening, 
she  started  out  again.  This  time,  it  was  bitter  hard! 
Nobody  seemed  inclined  to  give.  Twice  she  was  "  moved 
on  "  by  policemen.  Two  hours'  begging  elicited  but  a 
single  dime.  With  this,  she  bought  Hilda's  bread  and 
milk,  and  refusing  herself  to  eat,  returned  to  the  bench— 
the  only  home  she  knew— and  spent  the  night  shivering 
with  cold,  burning  with  fever. 

From  Wednesday  morning  till  Friday  evening,  with 
the  exception  of  the  few  apples  she  had  bought,  and  a 
quarter  of  a  loaf  of  hard  bread  that  she  found  in  a 
greasy  newspaper— scraps  of  a  workman's  dinner— Mrs. 
Hooven  had  nothing  to  eat.  In  her  weakened  condition, 
begging  became  hourly  more  difficult,  and  such  little 
money  as  was  given  her,  she  resolutely  spent  on  Hilda's 
bread  and  milk  in  the  morning  and  evening. 

By  Friday  afternoon,  she  was  very  weak,  indeed.  Her 
eyes  troubled  her.  She  could  no  longer  see  distinctly, 
and  at  times  there  appeared  to  her  curious  figures,  huge 
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crystal  goblets  of  the  most  graceful  shanes,  floating  and 

reach  "^v"  '''  7  1"  '"""'  °'  ""'  ^""-'  within  ar^'s 
1st  JT  .  "'^"*  ^°'"'''  '"^^•'^  °f  shimmering 
gtess.  bowed  and  courtesied  toward  h.r.  Glass  bulbs 
ook  graceful  and  varying  shapes  be/ore  her  vision,  now 
roundmg  mto  globes,  now  evolving  into  hour-g I'asTeZ 
now  twistmg  ,nto  pretzel-shaped  convolutions 

Mammy,  I'm  hungry,"  insisted  Hilda,  passing  her 

L"g  lit        "^  """"'"^-    ^^"'"^^  '^'  ''""''  '^-"P^  were 

H-If^T'  ^^"'  '^^'"'=  ^"^•"  '^"^  ^«id,  rising  and  taking 
Hilda's  hand.    "Gome,  den,  we  go  vind  subber,  hey'" 

She  issued  from  the  park  and  took  a  cross  street,  di- 
rectly away  from  the  locality  where  she  had  begged  the 
previous  days.  She  had  had  no  success  there  of  late 
She  would  try  some  other  quarter  of  the  town.  After  a 
weary  walk,  she  came  out  upon  Van  Ness  Avenue  near 
.ts  junction  with  Market  Street.  SI,  turned  into  t^e 
avenue,  and  went  on  toward  the  Bay,  painfully  travers- 
mg  block  after  block,  begging  of  all  whom  she  met  'for 
she  no  longer  made  any  distinction  among  the  passers-by). 

«  ^^^'  ^^'        •  "^^'^  ''^""P  ^  '»<"•  womun  " 
Mammy,  mammy,  I'm  hungry." 

It  was  Friday  night,  between  seven  and  eight.     The 

great  deserted  avenue  was  already  dark.    A  sea  fog  was 

scudding  overhead,  and   by  degrees   descending  lower 

Wrl'!lT?  "'  °*  **?  meagerest,  and  the  street  lamps,' 
birds  of  fire  in  cages  of  glass,  fluttered  and  danced  in  the 
pro  onged  gusts  of  the  trade  wind  that  threshed  and 
weltered  in  the  city  streets  from  off  the  ocean. 

Presley  entered  the  dining-room  of  the  Gerard  man- 
sion with  little  Miss  Gerard  on  his  arm.  The  o^^r 
guests    had    preceded    them-Cedarquist    with     Mrs. 
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Gerard;  a  pale-faced,  languid  young  man  (introduced  to 
Presley  as  Julian  Lambert)  with  Presley's  cousin  Bea- 
trice, one  of  the  twin  daughters  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cedar- 
quist ;  his  brother  Stephen,  whose  hair  was  straight  as  an 
Indian's,  but  of  a  pallid  straw  color,  with  Beatrice's 
sister;  Gerard  himself,  taciturn,  bearded,  rotund,  loud  of 
breath,  escorted  Mrs.  Cedarquist.  Besides  these,  there 
were  one  or  two  other  couples,  whose  names  Presley  did 
not  remember. 

The  dining-room  was  superb  in  its  appointments.  On 
three  sides  of  the  room,  to  the  height  of  some  ten  feet, 
ran  a  continuous  picture,  an  oil  painting,  divided  into 
long  sections  by  narrow  panels  of  black  oak.  The  paint- 
ing represented  the  peisc'  uges  in  the  Romaunt  dc  la 
Rose,  and  was  conceived  in  an  atmosphere  of  the  most 
delicate,  most  ephemeral  allegory.  One  saw  young  che- 
valiers, blue-eyed,  of  elemental  beauty  and  purity ;  women 
with  crc.vns,  gold  girdles,  and  cloudy  wimples;  young 
girls,  entrancing  in  their  loveliness,  wearing  snow-white 
kerchiefs,  their  golden  hair  unbound  and  flowing,  dressed 
in  white  samite,  hearing  armfuls  of  flowers ;  the  whole 
procession  defiling  against  a  background  of  forest  glades, 
venerable  oaks,  half-hidden  fountains,  and  fields  of  aspho- 
del and  roses. 

Otherwise,  the  room  was  simple.  Against  the  side 
of  the  wall  unoccupied  by  the  picture  stood  a  sideboard  of 
gigantic  size,  that  once  had  adorned  the  banquet  hall  of 
an  Italian  palace  of  the  late  Renaissance.  It  was  black 
with  age,  and  against  its  sombre  surfaces  glittered  an 
array  of  heavy  silver  dishes  and  heavier  cut-glass  bowls 
and  goblets. 

The  company  sat  down  to  the  first  course  of  raw  Blue 
Point  oysters,  served  upon  little  pyramids  of  shaved  ice, 
and  the  two  butlers  at  once  began  filling  the  glasses  of 
the  guests  with  cool  Haut  Sauteme. 
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nJ^Jr\SlZ'^'  ""1°  r'  ^"^  P''""''  °*  "*'  '«"«".  and 
them  to  h'  '^  '""P'"'°"  °^  commenting  upon 

Wiem  to  her  guests,  leaned  across  to  Presley  and  Mrs 
Cedarquist,  murmuring,  "Mr.  Presley,  do  you  find Vhat' 
Sauterne  too  cold?  I  always  believe  h  is  soT-.r^l^  to 
keep  such  a  delicate  wine  as  Sauterne  on  the  ice  I^d  o 
-^Bordeaux  or  Burgundy-^h,  it  is  nothing  ^^"0/: 

JuJia™Vmber  T";  °7/'"^y«'d,  is  it  not?"  asked 

He  .tr.      .  ^'""^  ^  '■^'=°e">"^e  the  bouquet." 

He  strove  to  maintain  an  attitude  of  /?„  gourmet  un 

able  to  refrain  from  comment  upon  the  couSsTs  thev 

succeeded  one  another.  »-""rses  as  they 

Little  Honors  Gerard  turned  to  Presley 

vnrH        """"u'"  '''^  "P'^in^d,  "Papa  has  his  own  vine- 

wines,  turns  up  h.s  nose  at  California  wines.  And  I 
am  to  go  there  next  summer.  Ferrieres  is  the  name  o 
the  place  where  our  vineyards  are,  the  dearest  village .  " 
She  was  a  beautiful  little  girl  of  a  dainty  por«lain 
ype,  her  colouring  low  in  tone.  She  wore  no  jewe  s  bu" 
her  h  tie,  undeveloped  neck  and  shoulders,  of  ai  exquisite 
SSa„^°^^    ^^°'"    ''^   *""^   -•-   °^   '^er'  firl: 

firl^ii'  '''^^°?*'""f;  "I'm  to  go  to  Europe  for  the 
first  time.    Won't  .t  be  gay?    And  I  am  to  have  mv 

laces TderH''t'"^  f'  '  ''"'  '°  *--'-  -"X 
plaices,  Baden,  Homburg,  Spa,  the  Tyrol.    Won't  it  be 

Presley  assented  in  meaningless  words.    He  sipped  his 

S  r     bd"?''  'r '"^  ^'""^  '"^^  marvenoT room 
w  th  Its  subdued  saflfron  lights,  its  glitter  of  elass  and 
s^ver.  Its  beautiful  women  in  their  flabora^e  toSts  Tts 
deft,  correct  servants;  its  array  of  tableware^ut  gla 
chased  silver,  and  Dresden  crockery.    It  was  Wealth  Tri 
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all  its  outward  and  visible  forms,  the  signs  of  an  opu- 
lence so  great  that  it  need  never  be  husbanded.  It  was 
the  home  of  a  railway  "  Magnate."  a  Railroad  Kinp. 
For  this,  then,  the  farmers  paid.  It  was  for  this  that  S. 
Behrman  turned  the  screw,  tightened  the  vise.  It  was  for 
this  that  Dyke  had  been  driven  to  outlawry  and  a  jail. 
It  was  for  this  that  Lyman  Derrick  had  been  bought, 
the  Governor  ruined  and  broken,  Annixter  shot  down 
Hooven  killed. 

The  soup,  purie  d  la  Derby,  was  served,  and  at  the 
same  time,»  as  hors  d'ccuvrcs,  ortolan  patties,  together 
with  a  tiny  sandwich  made  of  browned  toast  and  thin 
slices  of  ham,  sprinkled  over  with  Parmesan  cheese.  The 
wine,  so  Mrs.  Gerard  caused  it  to  be  understood,  was 
Xeres,  of  the  1815  vintage. 


Mrs.  Hooven  crossed  the  avenue.  It  was  growing 
late.  Without  knowing  it,  she  had  come  to  a  part  of  the 
city  that  experienced  beggars  shunned.  There  was  no- 
body about.  Block  after  block  of  residences  stretched 
away  on  either  hand,  lighted,  full  of  people.  But  the 
sidewalks  were  deserted. 
"  Mammy,"  whimpered  Hilda.  "  I'm  tired,  carry  me." 
Using  all  her  strength,  Mrs.  Hooven  picked  her  up 
and  moved  on  aimlessly. 

Then  again  that  terrible  cry,  the  cry  of  the  hungry 
child  appealing  to  the  helpless  mother : 
"  Mammy,  I'm  hungry." 

"  Ach,  Gott,  leedle  girl,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Hooven,  hold- 
ing her  close  to  her  shoulder,  the  tears  starting  from  her 
eyes.  "  Ach,  leedle  tochter.  Doand,  doand,  doand.  You 
praik  my  hairt.  I  cen't  vind  any  subber.  We  got  nod- 
dings  to  eat,  noddings,  noddings." 

"When  do  we  have  those  bread'n  milk  again, 
Mammy  ?  " 
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She  w^t  on.  holding  Hilda  against  her  shoulder  with 
one  arm  as  best  she  might,  one  hand  steadying  herself 
agamst  the  fence  railings  along  the  sidewalk'  At  lata 
solitary  pedestrian  came  into  view,  a  young  man  in  a  toJ 
ha  and  overcoat,  walking  rapidly.  Mrs'^Hooven  hdd 
out  a  quivermg  hand  as  he  passed  her 

The"  otS'ht'ietr ''  ""^^  ''=""''  "*  •'"•'^  — •" 


The  fish  course  was  grenadins  of  bass  and  small  sal- 

se;:;x:^rr^xh:^^;-rv^;- 

sermon  you  read  us.  you  dreadful  young  man.     I  flj 

^t    ought  at  once  to  '  sell  all  that  I  have  and  give  to  the 

poor.      Positively,  it  did  stir  me  up.     You  may  con! 

grange  yourself  upon  making  at  least  one  convert 

Just  because  of  that  poem  Mrs.  Cedarquist  and  I  have 

tarred  a  movement  to  send  a  whole  shipload  of  whel! 

to     he   starving   people   in    India.     Now.   you    horrTd 

r.oc/,o««o.Vf,  are  you  satisfied?"  ^  ^ 

"I  am  very  glad,"  murmured  Presley. 

But  I  am  afraid,"  observed  Mrs.  Cedarquist   "that 

r;'be  aJ'ov*;."""^  °"^  -'''  ^^^^'•^  "^'-"^  '-^  ^«'^- 

"One  need  never  be  afraid  of  being  'too  late'  in  th,- 
matter    of   helping   the   destitute."   fnswered    P  esley 

Unfortunately,  they  are  always  a  fixed  .  ntity  'S 
poor  ye  have  always  with  you.' " 

"  How  very  clever  that  is,"  said  ? '  s.  (    rard. 
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Mrs.  Cedarquist  tapped  the  table  with  her  fan  in  mild 
applause. 

"  Brilliant,  brilliant,"  she  murmured,  "  epigram- 
matical." 

"  Honora,"  said  Mrs.  Gerard,  turning  to  her  daughter, 
at  that  moment  in  conversation  with  the  languid  Lam- 
bert, "Honora,  entends-tu,  ma  cherie,  Vesprit  de  notre 
jeune  Lamartine." 


Mrs.  Hooven  went  on,  stumbling  from  street  to  street, 
holding  Hilda  to  her  breast.    Famine  gnawed  incessantly 
at  her  stomach ;  walk  though  she  might,  turn  upon  her 
tracks  up  and  down  the  streets,  back  to  the  avenue  again, 
incessantly  and  relentlessly  the  torture  dug  into  her 
vitals.    She  was  hungry,  hungry,  and  if  the  want  of  food 
harassed  and  rended  her,  full-grown  woman  that  she  was, 
what  must  it  be  in  the  poor,  starved  stomach  of  her  little 
girt?    Oh,  for  some  helping  hand  now,  oh,  for  one  little 
mouthful,  one  little  nibble !    Food,  food,  all  her  wrecked 
body  clamoured  for  nourishment;  anything  to  numb  those 
gnawing  teeth— an  abandoned  loaf,  hard,  mouldered;  a 
half-eaten  fruit,  yes,  even  the  refuse  of  the  gutter,  even 
the  garbage  of  the  ash  heap.    On  she  went,  peering  into 
dark  comers,  into  the  areaways,  anywhere,  everywhere, 
watching  the  silent  prowling  of  cats,  the  intent  rovings 
of  stray  dogs.    But  she  was  growing  weaker;  the  pains 
and  cramps  in  her  stomach  returned.     Hilda's  weight 
bore  her  to  the  pavement.    More  than  once  a  great  giddi- 
ness, a  certain  wheeling  faintness  all  but  overcame  her. 
Hilda,  however,  was  asleep.    To  wake  her  would  only 
mean  to  revive  her  to  the  consciousness  of  hunger;  yet 
how  to  carry  her  further?    Mrs.  Hooven  began  to  fear 
that  she  would  fall  with  her  child  in  her  arms.     The 
terror  of  a  collapse  upon  those  cold  pavements  glistening 
with  fog-damp  roused  her;  she  must  make  an  effort  to 
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get  through  the  night.  She  rallied  aU  her  strength,  and 
pausmg  a  moment  to  shift  the  weight  of  her  baby  to  the 
other  arm,  once  more  set  off  through  the  night     A  little 

telnet'  t  '°""'  r''".*'^  '"^  ''  *"<=  Sdewalk  Se 
r,  *^L  J"'"?"'''  ^'  ^"^  '^"  '^"dden  upon  and  it 
was  muddy,  but  joyfully  she  caught  it  up 

den  i^"  '*"  "J"'*'  "  ^^''"  "^P-  '^^'"<=  ^'•'-  See,  loog 
den  deres  somedmgs  to  eat.  Look  den.  hey?  Dat^ 
goot,  am'tit?    Zum  bunaner."  ^ 

tin^"!h*  T^'^  T ''"  "^*'"-  ^^'^^y^^'  '•'"y-  ^»  tut  rot- 

hng  the  stomach  turned  from  the  refuse,  nauseated. 

Oh  M '  "°'  "'.'*'  ""''^'  "  *^*'*  "°t  e°°d-  I  can't  eat  it. 
Uh,  Mammy,  please  gif  me  those  bread'n  milk." 

ent^L^lT  *''!  ^''''  "^  ^"-  ^'•^^'1  had  come  to  the 
entrees-Ix)ndonderry  pheasants,  escallops  of  duck  and 
r^oleues  a  la  pompadour.     The  wine    was    Chateau 

All  around  the  table  conversations  were  going  forward 
^y  y.  The  good  wmes  had  broken  up  the  slight  re- 
s^nt  of  the  early  part  of  the  evening  and  a  spWt  of 

Kbert"":^rM     r^.  '''"^"'"'P  ^''''^''^-     Young 
Lambert  and  Mr.  Gerard  were  deep  in  reminiscences  of 
cejam  mutual  duck-shooting  expeditions.    Mrs.  S^ard 
and  Mrs.  Cedarquist  discussed  a  novel-a  strange  min- 
ghng  of  psychology,  degeneracy,  and  analysis  of  e"^ 
ond,t,ons-wh.ch  had  just  been  translated  from  the  ItaK 
lan.    Stephen  Lambert  and  Beatrice  disputed  over  the 
ments  of  a  Scotch  collie  just  given  to  the  young  lady 
The  scene  was  gay,  the  electric  bulbs  sparkled,  the  wine 
flashing  back  the  light.    The  entire  table  wa^  a  vague 
glow  of  white  napery,  delicate  china,  and  glass  as  brilliant 
we^rS      !?'"f  *"'  ^"*^  ''''  serving-men  came  and 
s^S  nf  Z      .  ^     '''  continually,  changing  the  covers, 
servmg  the  entrees,  managing  the  dinner  without  in- 
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confusion,    or    the    slightest     unnecessary 


terruption, 
noise. 

But  Presley  could  find  no  enjoyment  in  the  occasion 
brom  that  picture  of  feasting,  that  scene  of  luxury  that 
atmosphere  of  decorous,  well-bred  refinement,  his 
thoughts  went  back  to  Los  Muertos  and  Quien  Sabe  and 
the  irrigating  ditch  at  Hooven's.  He  saw  them  fall,  one 
by  one  Harran,  Annixter,  Osterman,  Broderson,  Hooven. 
Ihe  clink  of  the  wine  glasses  was  drowned  in  the  ex- 
plosion of  revolvers.  The  Railroad  might  indeed  be  a 
force  only,  which  no  man  could  control  and  for  which  no 
man  was  responsitle,  but  his  friends  had  been  killed,  but 
years  of  extortion  and  oppression  had  wrung  money 
from  all  the  San  Joaquin,  money  that  had  made  possible 
this  very  scene  in  which  he  found  himself.  Because 
Magnus  had  been  beggyed,  Gerard  had  become  Railroad 
King;  because  the  farmers  of  the  valley  were  poor,  these 
men  were  rich. 

The  fancy  grew  big  in  his  mind,  distorted,  caricatured 
terrible.    Because  the  farmers  had  been  killed  at  the  irri- 
gation ditch,  these  others.  Gerard  and  his  family,  fed  full. 
They  fattened  on  the  blood  of  the  People,  on  the  blood 
of  the  men  who  had  been  killed  at  the  ditch.    It  was  a 
half-ludicrous,  half-horrible  "dog  eat  dog,"  an  unspeak- 
able cannibalism.    Harran,  Annixter,  and  Hooven  were 
being  devoured   there   under  his   eyes.    These   dainty 
women,  his  cousin  Beatrice  and  little  Miss  Gerard  frail 
delicate;  all  these  fine  ladies  with  their  small  fingers  and 
slender  necks,  suddenly  were  transfigured  in  his  tortured 
mmd  into  harpies  tearing  human  flesh.    His  head  swam 
with  the  horror  of  it,  the  terror  of  it.    Yes,  the  People 
would  turn  some  day,  and  turning,  rend  those  who  now 
preyed  upon  them.    It  would  be  "dog  eat  dog"  again, 
with  positions  reversed,  and  he  saw  for  one  instant  of 
time  that  splendid  house  sacked  to  its  foundations,  the 
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tables  overturned,  the  pictures  torn,  the  hangings  blaz- 
>ng,  and  Liberty,  the  red-handed  Man  in  S^^^tr^, 
grimed  with  powder  smoke,  foul  with  the  ™L  1' 
yelling,  tor,:h  in  hand,  through  e^y  door     ^      '  "^^ 

At  ten  o'clock  Mrs.  Hooven  fell 

^«£t;a^£SSS^^ 

cross^his^.^ 
;;Ach.  Mammy,  did  you  hurt  yourself?"  asked  Hilda. 

Hilda  once  more  began  to  sob 
Ach,  Mammy,  please,  please,  I  want  it.    I'm  hungry  " 

an  Jm  ^   J''*^  ""^"^  '""PP^''  ^t  '^^t  under  the  tenSn 
and  Mrs.  Hooven,  suddenly  shaking  Hilda  rougl.y™' 

kiUmeT;;*"''-    ^^^"'^-^-'^^-.yo"-    MyGott,you 
39 
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But  quick  upon  this  came  the  reaction.  The  mother 
caught  her  little  girl  to  her,  sinking  down  upon  her 
knees,  putting  her  arms  around  her,  holding  her  close. 

"  No,  no,  gry  all  so  mudge  es  you  want.  Say  dot  you 
are  hongry.  Say  ut  egen,  say  ut  all  de  dime,  ofer  end 
ofer  egen.  Say  ut,  poor,  starfing,  leedle  babby.  Oh, 
mein  poor,  leedle  tochter.  My  Gott,  oh,  I  go  crazy 
bretty  soon,  I  guess,  I  cen't  hellup  you.  I  cen't  geu 
you  noddings  to  eat,  noddings,  noddings.  Hilda,  we 
gowun  to  die  togedder.  Put  der  arms  roundt  me,  soh, 
tighd,  leedle  babby.  We  gowun  to  die,  we  gowun 
to  vind  Popper.  We  aindt  gowun  to  be  hongry  eny 
more." 

"  Vair  we  go  now?"  demanded  Hilda. 
"No  places.     Mommer's  soh  tiredt.     We  stop  heir, 
leedle  while,  end  rest." 

Underneath  a  large  bush  that  afforded  a  little  shelter 
from  the  wind,  Mrs.  Hooven  lay  down,  taking  Hilda  in 
her  arms  and  wrapping  her  shawl  about  her.  The  infi- 
nite, vast  night  expanded  gigantic  all  around  them.  At 
this  elevation  they  were  far  above  the  city.  It  was  still. 
Close  overhead  whirled  the  chariots  of  the  fog,  galloping 
landward,  smothering  lights,  blurring  outlines.  Soon  all 
sight  of  the  town  was  shut  out ;  even  the  solitary  house  on 
the  hilltop  vanished.  There  was  nothing  left  but  grey, 
wheeling  fog,  and  the  mother  and  child,  alone,  shivering 
in  a  little  strip  of  damp  ground,  an  island  drifting  aim- 
lessly in  empty  space. 

Hilda's  fingers  touched  a  leaf  from  the  bush  and  in- 
stinctively closed  upon  it  and  carried  it  to  her  mouth. 

"  Mammy,"  she  said,  "  I'm  eating  those  leaf.    Is  those 
good?" 
,  Her  mother  did  not  reply. 

"You  j>oing  to  sleep,  Mammy?"  inquired  Hilda, 
touching  her  face 
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Mrs.  Hooven  roused  herself  a  little 

asleep'''    ^'*^^'«>'?    Asleep?   Yais.  I  guess  I  wass 

Her  voice  trailed  unintelligibly  to  silence  a<«.„      cu 
was  not,  however  asleen     H^r  J  ^"-    ^^^ 

f,.i  u  ^  , '^^  asieep.  Her  eyes  were  open.  A  imte- 
ful  numbness  had  begun  to  creep  over  her  a  o£t 
semi-insensibility.  She  no  loneer  felt  ft,;  •  ? 
cr^ps  Of  her  stomach,  even  theTungiJ  ^s  Sgt 

"  These  stuffed  artichokes  are  delicious,  Mrs  Gerard  " 

di  mSe  mfexcTse"^'''  '"'  '"^"'""''^^  '*'  ''^  ^^ 
'And  this  asparagus— since  Mr.  Lambert  has  set  th. 
bad  example."  observed  Mrs.  Cedarquisr' .o  d SLt 
sucha„ex3„.srte.flavour.    How  rf«  you  manage ?»' 

^l;.er^t::ti^=^trt^nrs 
rr\:E^-.;;:S:?-;-iust:;i^ 

-not  eat  asparagus  that  h^s^U"::^^  ^L' S'l 

eoZr  ""t'''""'T''  J""""  ^""'^rt.  who  posed  as  an 
haX n  piL:".''^"  *°  '"  '■°"^  '""^^  ''^  '-^  -P-=^" 

GeZd"'"  thf/",f  °'»1'"'7  '"'"■'^'*  ««P»«gus,"  said  Mrs. 
SThands."     "  '""  "^^"^  ''^  «"=^-"  l^--  how 

"  Mammy,  mammy,  wake  up  "  cried  RiTHo    ♦    - 
push  open  ..      Hooven's  eyelid,  aTSst S'st). "^^am'' 
my.  don't.    You're  just  trying  to  frighten  me." 
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Feebly  Hilda  shook  her  by  the  shoulder.  At  last  Mrs 
Hooven's  lips  stirred.  Putting  her  head  down,  Hilda 
distinguished  the  whispered  words : 

"I'm    sick.    Go    to    schleep.    .    .    .    Sick. 
Noddings  to  eat." 


The  dessert  was  a  wonderful  preparation  of  alternate 
layers  of  biscuit  glaces,  ice  cream,  and  candied  chestnuts 

"  Delicious,  is  it  not  ?  "  observed  Julian  Umbert,  partly 
to  himself,  partly  to  Miss  Cedarquist.  "  This  Moscovite 
fouettS— upon  myword,  I  have  never  tasted  its  equal." 

"And  you  should  know,  shouldn't  you?"  returned  the 
young  lady. 


"Don't 


"Mammy,  mammy,  wake  up,"  cried  Hilda, 
sleep  so.    I'm  frightenedt." 

Repeatedly  she  shook  her;  repeatedly. she  tried  to  raise 
the  mert  eyelids  with  the  point  of  her  finger.  But  her 
mother  no  longer  stirred.  Tlie  gaunt,  lean  body,  with  its 
bony  face  and  sunken  eye-sockets,  lay  back,  prone  upon 
the  ground,  the  feet  upturned  and  showing  the  ragged 
worn  soles  of  the  shoes,  the  forehead  and  grey  hair 
beaded  with  fog,  the  poor,  faded  bonnet  awry,  the  poor, 
faded  dress  soiled  and  torn. 

Hilda  drew  close  to  her  mother,  kissing  her  face,  twin- 
mg  her  arms  around  her  neck.  For  a  long  time,  she  lay 
that  way,  alternately  sobbing  and  sleeping.  Then  after 
a  long  time,  there  was  a  stir.  She  woke  from  a  doze  (o 
find  a  police  officer  and  two  or  three  other  men  bending 
over  her.  Some  one  carried  a  lantern.  Terrified,  smitten 
dumb,  she  was  unable  to  answer  the  questions  put  tocher 
Then  a  woman,  evidently  a  mistress  of  the  house  on  the 
top  of  the  hill,  arrived  and  took  Hilda  in  her  arms  and 
cned  over  her. 

"I'll  toke  the  little  girl,"  she  said  to  the  police  officer. 
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^Buyhe  .nother,  can  you  save  her?    Is  ,he  too  far 
"  I've  sent  for  a  doctor."  replied  the  other 

My  best  compliments  for  a  delightful  dinner." 
^^The  doctor  who  had  b;;7^nding  over  Mrs.  Hoover, 


THS  PROPER! .'  OF 

SCARBORO 
PUBLIC  LIBRARY 


IX 

On  Division  Number  Three  of  the  Los  Muertos  ranch 
the  wheat  had  already  been  cut,  and  S.  Behrman  on  a 
certair,  morning  in  the  first  week  of  August  drove  across 
the  open  expanse  of  stubble  toward  the  southwest,  his 
eyes  searching  the  horizon  for  the  feather  of  smoke  that 
would  mark  the  location  of  the  steam  harvester.  How- 
ever, he  saw  nothing.  The  stubble  extended  onward 
apparently  to  the  very  margin  of  the  world. 

At  length,  S.  Behrman  halted  his  buggy  and  brought 
out  his  field  glasses  from  beneath  the  seat.  He  stood 
up  m  his  place  and,  adjusting  the  lenses,  swept  the  pros- 
pect to  the  south  and  west.  It  was  the  same  as  though 
the  sea  of  land  were,  in  reality,  the  ocean,  and  he,  lost  in 
an  open  boat,  were  scanning  the  waste  through  his 
glasses,  looking  for  the  smoke  of  a  steamer,  huU  down, 
below  the  horizon.  "  Wonder,"  he  muttered,  "  if  they're 
working  on  Four  this  morning  ?  " 

At  length,  he  murmured  an  "  Ah  "  of  satisfaction.  Far 
to  the  south  into  the  white  sheen  of  sky,  immediately  over 
the  horizon,  he  made  out  a  faint  smudge— the  harvester 
beyond  doubt. 

Thither  S.  Behrman  turned  his  horse's  head.  It  was 
all  of  an  hour's  drive  over  the  uneven  ground  and 
through  the  crackling  stubble,  but  at  length  he  reached 
the  harvester.  He  found,  however,  that  it  had  been 
halted.  The  sack  sewers,  together  with  the  header-man, 
were  stretched  on  the  ground  in  the  shade  of  the  ma- 
chine, while  the  engineer  and  separator-man  were  potter- 
ing about  a  portion  of  the  works. 
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r»I^t  ''"  ™"'^'  ^'"^^"  ''-"^««  S.  Bchnnan 
pie  engineer  turned  about. 
"  The  grain  is  heavy  in  here.    We  thought  we'd  better 

"How  is  she  going?" 

acre'^ST  ^T  **^"*y-fi^*  «<>  tW^ty  sacks  to  the 
acre^nght  along  here;  nothing  the  matter  with  thot  I 

"  Nothing  in  the  world.  Bill." 
One  of  the  sack  sewers  interposed: 

ba/^'ttSute^if  ''""^  -«^'-  "^  ''>-^n^  off  three 

"  That's  good,  that's  good." 

It  was  more  than  good ;  it  was  "  bonanza  "  and  all  th»f 
dmsjon  of  the  great  ranch  was  thick  with  just  ^ch 
^nderf„,  ,heat.  Never  had  Los  Muertorbaen  morS 
g«.erous,  never  a  season  more  successful.  S.  Behr^ 
tZ  '  "!•''"!*  °^  ^tisfaction.  He  knew  justTo w 
absorbed  by  the  corporation  he  served,  just  how  manv 
thousands  of  bushels  of  this  marvellous  crop  wer^^s 

Cr  ^-  ?""«''  ^"  *««  y«"^  °f  confusTon  b  ck« 
mg,  open  hostil  ty  and,  at  last,  actual  warfare  he  hTd 

r,ru!.  •  1  ?  '  '■^^^'■'^  '""^  ^a^'  himself  at  last  in- 
stalled m  the  place  he  had  so  long,  so  silently  coveted- 
^wj^mself  chief  of  a  principalit^.  the  MaL  of  the' 

,„?1''^'°^''*''  ''''^""'*^'''  *«  «=ngineer  called  up  the  gane 
and  the  men  took  their  places.     TT,e  firem'an  sS 
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>^gorou.ly,  the  two  sack  sewers  resumed  their  posts  on 
the  sacking  platform,  putting  on  the  goggles  that  kept 
the  chaff   from    their   eyes.    The   separator-man   and 
header-man  gripped  their  levers. 
The  harvester,  shooting  a  column  of  thick  smoke 

Si  ''^T^'^' u^'**"*'"*^ ^°  "^  '°P  °^  t''*  »*«=»'.  hissed, 
clanked,  and  lurched  forward.    Instantly,  motion  sprang 
to  life  in  all  its  component  parts;  the  header  knives,  cut- 
ting a  Uiirty-six  foot  swath,  gnashed  like  teeth;  beltings 
slid  and  moved  like  smooth  flowing  streams;  the  sepa- 
rator whirred,  the  agitator  jarred  and  crashed;  cylinders 
augers,  fans,  seeders  and  elevators,  drapers  and  chaff- 
earners  clattered,  rumbled,  buzzed,  and  clanged      The 
steam  hissed  and  rasped;  the  ground  reverberated  a 
hollow  note,  and  the  thousands  upon  thousands  of  wheat 
stalks  sliced  and  slashed  in  the  clashing  shears  of  the 
header,  rattled  like  dry  rushes  in  a  hurricane,  as  they  fell 
inward,  and  were  caught  up  by  an  endless  belt,  to  dis- 
appear into  the  bowels  of  the  vast  brute  that  devoured 
tnern. 

It  was  that  and  no  less.    It  was  the  feeding  of  some 
prodigious  monster,  insatiable,  with  iron  teeth,  gnashing 
and  threshmg  into  the  fields  of  standing  wheat;  devour 
mg  always,  never  glutted,  never  satiated,  swallowing  an 
entire  harvest,  snarling  and  slobbering  in  a  welter  of 
warm  vapour,  acrid  smoke     „d  blinding,  pungent  clouds 
of  chaff.    It  moved  belly-deep  in  the  standing  grain,  a 
hippopotamus,  half-mired  in  river  ooze,  gorging  rushes, 
snorting,    sweating;    a    dinosaur    wallowing    through 
hick,  hot  grasses,  floundering  there,  crouching,  grovel- 
ling there  as  its  vast  jaws  crushed  and  tore,  and  its 
enoirnous   gullet   swallowed,   incessant,    ravenous,   and 
inordinate. 

S.  Behrman  very  much  amused,  changed  places  with 
one  of  the  sack  sewers,  allowing  him  to  hold  his  horse 
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riii'  •!!.  7""««»  the  Mcking  platform  and  took  hi. 
hi  ;.n  K  fP'/'T"  ""'•  J'""""«  °f  'he  nwchine  shook 
,2v  .*'*"'  "•'"""''^  •"  W,  head.    His  ears  wTre 

shocked  and  assaulted  by  a  myriad-tongued  clamTur 
dashing  steel,  straining  belts,  jarring  w<Swork    while 

t  E ff  h'"^^^''"  ^^-  '"'  -Parat's'seTt   d 
like  dust  m  his  hair,  his  ears,  eyts,  and  mouth. 

thfT.  V"  ^'T  °^  *''"*  •«=  ^«'  °n  the  platform  was 

of  a  hi  If  T  '"!  *="''""'  '"'•  f'°'"  'his  info  the  mouth 
of  a  half-full  sack  spouted  an  unending  g„sh  of  erain 
winnowed,  cleaned,  threshed,  ready  for  Ml.      ^    ' 

Behi^r"'  '•""  '•'"**  °*  *''*  ^'««"«r  had  for  S 

pause,  a  thick  rivulet  of  wheat  rolled  and  dashed  tumul 
uous  into  the  sack.  In  half  a  minute-somefimeT  iL 
twenty  s,^ond^the  sack  was  full,  was  passed  o""  to 
the  second  sewer,  the  mouth  reeved  up  and  the  Tack 
dumped  out  upon  the  ground,  to  be  picked  up  by  the 
wagons  and  hauled  to  the  railroad  ^ 

grain  ^AlUh^;  ^""^T"'"^:  f*  ^^'ching  that  river  of 
gram     All  that  shrieking,  bellowing  machinery  all  that 
gigantic  organism,  all  the  months  of  labour" the'ploueh 
mg  the  planting,  the  prayers  for  rain,  the  y  IJs  o S: 
aration,  the  heartaches,  the  anxiety,  the  foresighr  a^l 

tarn  ?;        '""i  :'  *'^  ^^"'='''  *"*  --k  of  hofse;  o 

steam,  of  men  and  boys,  looked  to  this  spot-the  Z^n 

hute  from  the  harvester  into  the  sacks.    lu  vo  ume^« 

And  a  this  point,  the  labour  of  the  rancher  ended  Here' 
at  the  Up  of  the  chute,  he  parted  company  with  Ws  «a  n 
and  from  here  the  wheat  streamed  forth  to  feed  the  S' 

the  uruSrT'"  °.'  '''  ''''''  ™^''*  -"  ^™fo; 
fcL       T^        "^  "'°"''''  °f  'he  People,  all  agape  for 

«ed^r  'r  ^'"^  '"''''•  ''  «"*-'«-.  ^flaccid 
attenuated  hke  starved  stomachs,  rushed  the  living  stream 
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of  food,  intistcnt.  interminable,  filling  the  empty,  fatten- 
ing the  ihrivelled,  nuking  it  .leek  and  heavy  and  solid. 

Half  an  hour  later,  the  harvester  stopped  again.  The 
men  on  the  sackirfg  platform  had  used  up  all  the  sacks. 
But  S.  Behrman's  foreman,  a  new  man  on  Los  Muertos 
put  m  an  appearance  with  the  report  that  the  wagon 
bringmg  a  fresh  supply  was  approaching. 

sir?" °*  "  *'  *"'"  ''*''"**''  "'  ^""^  ^'"*"  ^"'"«  ""• 
"  Finished."  replied  S.  Behrman. 
The  new  master  of  Us  Muertos  had  decided  upon 
accumulating  his  grain  in  bulk  in  a  great  elevator  at  the 
tide-water  port,  where  the  grain  ships  for  Liverpool  and 
the  East  took  on  their  cargoes.     To  this  end,  he  had 
bought  and  greatly  enlarged  a  building  at  Port  Costa 
that  was  already  in  use  for  that  purpose,  and  to  this 
elevator  all  the  crop  of  Los  Muertos  was  to  be  carried 
The  P.  and  S.  W.  made  S.  Behrman  a  special  rate 
^_  "  By  the  way,"  said  S.  Behrman  to  his  superintendent, 
were  in  luck.    Fallon's  buyer  was  in  Bonneville  yes- 
terday.    He's  buying  for  Fallon  and  for  Hol^  too     I 
happened  to  run  into  him.  and  I've  sold  a  ship  load  " 
"A  ship  load!" 

"  Of  Los  Muertos  wheat.  He's  acting  for  some  Indian 
Famine  Relief  Cor.unittee— lot  of  women  people  up  in 
the  city— and  wanted  a  whole  cargo.  I  made  a  deal  with 
him.  There's  about  fifty  thousand  tons  of  disengaged 
shipping  in  San  Francisco  Bay  right  now,  and  ships  are 
fighting  for  charters.  I  wired  McKissick  and  got  a  long 
distance  telephone  from  him  this  morning.  He  got  me  a 
bataue,  the  '  Swanhilda.'  She'll  dock  day  after  to- 
morrow, and  begin  loading." 

."Hadn't  I  better  take  a  run  up,"  observed  the  superin- 
tendent, "  and  keep  an  eye  on  things  ?  " 
"  No,"  answered  S.  Behrman,  "  I  want  you  to  stop 
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.town  here  and  «h:  that  those  carpenter,  hu.tle  the  work 

1%  T^,  ■''°"''*-    ^"''^  ^'"  ^  «»"  by  then     Yo„ 
see  th,.  deal  ,s  peculiar.    I'm  „ot  selling  to  any  middle 

r«t,» »    u        *^  *'""=*  **'*'  '*■"«  ^o™™  people,  and 

A  httle  later  on  m  the  day.  when  S  Rphr.«,„  u    ,       ■ 
fied  hijnself  that  his  harve'^trn^was  g^  „7  f™^^^^ 

Coumy    Road    turned    southward    towards    ^,e    Lo! 

LtkotinlT' ,'"?'''  °'  '  ^^'""■^'-  fi^"---  °"  horse- 
back, jogging  slowly  along  ahead  of  him.    He  recognised 

Presley;  he  shook  the  reins  over  his  horse's  back  an 

very  soon  ranging  up  by  the  side  of  the  youjg  1" 

passed  the  time  of  day  with  him  ^ 

lev"?^?''  l^'  ^'j"^'  ^°"  ^°*"  ^''^  again.  Mr.  Pres- 
1^?^^  he  observed.    "  I  thought  we  had feen  the  Jof 

"I  csune  down  to  say  good-bye  to  my  friends"  an 
swered  Presley  shortly.  inenas,     an- 

" Going  away?" 
■  "  Yes — to  India." 
"Well,  upon  my  word.    For  your  health,  hey?" 

"  You  look  knocked  up,"  asserted  the  other     "  Bv  th* 
way,"  he  added.  "  I  suppose  youVe  heard  the  news  ^'^• 
h  J7t^  '''""'^  =  ''■«'^-    Of  late  the  reports  of  ^saaiers 
had  fo  lowed  so  swiftly  upon  one  another  that  helTad 

in^Hor '"  ^"' "  ^"^^'  ^'  -y  — P^-d  Lt'S 

"  What  news  do  you  mean?  "  he  asked. 
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"About  Dyke.     He  has  been  convicted, 
sentenced  him  for  life." 

For  life!  Riding  on  by  the  side  of  this  man  through 
the  ranches  by  the  County  Road,  Presley  repeated  these 
words  to  himself  till  the  full  effect  of  them  burst  at  last 
upon  him. 

Jailed  for  life!  No  outlook.  No  hope  for  the  future 
Day  after  day,  year  after  year,  to  tread  the  rounds  of  the 
same  gloomy  monotony.  He  saw  the  grey  stone  walls, 
the  iron  doors ;  the  flagging  of  the  "  yard  "  bare  of  grass 
or  trees— the  cell,' narrow,  bald,  cheerless;  the  prison 
garb,  the  prison  fare,  and  round  all  the  grim  granite  of 
insuperable  barriers,  shutting  out  the  world,  shutting  in 
the  man  with  outcasts,  with  the  pariah  dogs  of  society, 
thieves,  murderers,  men  below  the  beasts,  lost  to  all  de- 
cency, drugged  with  opium,  utter  reprobates.  To  this, 
Dyke  had  been  brought,  Dyke,  than  whom  no  man  had 
been  more  honest,  more  courageous,  more  jovial.  This 
was  the  end  of  him,  a  prison;  this  was  his  final  estate,  a 
criminal. 

Presley  found  an  excuse  for  riding  on,  leaving  S. 
Behrman  behind  him.  He  did  not  stop  at  Caraher's 
saloon,  for  the  heat  of  his  rage  had  long  since  begun  to 
cool,  and  dispassionately,  he  saw  things  in  their  true 
light.  For  all  the  tragedy  of  his  wife's  death,  Caraher 
was  none  the  less  an  evil  influence  among  the  ranchers, 
an  influence  that  worked  only  to  the  inciting  of  crime! 
Unwilling  to  venture  himself,  to  risk  his  own  life,  the 
anarchist  saloon-keeper  had  goaded  Dyke  and  Presley 
both  to  murder;  a  bad  man,  a  plague  spot  in  the  world 
of  the  ranchers,  poisoning  the  farmers'  bodies  with  alco- 
hol and  their  minds  with  discontent. 

At  last,  Presley  arrived  at  the  ranch  house  of  Los 
Muertos.  The  place  was  silent;  the  grass  on  the  lawn 
was  half  dead  and  over  a  foot  high;  the  beginnings  of 
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weeds  showed  here  and  the  e  in  the  driveway.  He  tied 
his  horse  to  a  ring  in  the  trunk  of  one  of  the  larger 
eucalyptus  trees  and  entered  the  house. 

Mrs.  Derrick  met  him  in  the  dining-room.  The  old 
look  of  uneasiness,  almost  of  terror,  had  gone  from  her 
wide-open  brown  eyes.  There  was  in  them  instead,  the 
expression  of  one  to  whom  a  contingency,  long  dreaded, 
has  arrived  and  passed.  The  stolidity  of  a  settled  grief] 
of  an  irreparable  calamity,  of  a  despair  from  which  ther^ 
was  no  escape  was  in  her  look,  her  manner,  her  voice.  ^ 
She  was  listless,  apathetic,  call?  with  the  calmness  of  a 
woman  who  knows  she  can  suffer  no  further. 

"  We  are  going  away,"  she  told  Presley,  as  the  two 
sat  down  at  opposite  ends  of  the  dining  table.  "Ju« 
Magnus  and  myself— all  there  is  left  of  us.  There  is 
very  little  money  left;  Magnus  can  hardly  take  care  of 
himself,  to  say  nothing  of  me.  I  must  look  after  him 
now.  We  are  going  to  Marysville." 
"Why  there ?" 

"You  see,"  she  explained,  "it  happens  that  my  old 
place  is  vacant  in  the  Seminary  there.  I  am  going  back 
to  teach— literature."  She  smiled  wearily.  "  It  is  be- 
ginning all  over  again,  isn't  it?  Only  there  is  nothing  to 
look  forward  to  now.  Magnus  is  an  old  man  already, 
and  I  must  take  care  of  him." 

"  He  will  go  with  you,  then,"  Presley  said,  "  that  will 
be  some  comfort  to  you  at  least." 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  said  slowly,  "  you  have  not  seen 
Magnus  lately." 
"  Is  he — how  do  you  mean?    Isn't  he  any  better?  " 
"Would  you  like  to  see  him?     He  is  iji  the  office 
You  can  go  right  in."  ' 

Presley  rose.    He  hesitated  a  moment,  then : 
"  Mrs.  Annixter,"  he  asked,  "  Hilma— is  she  still  with 
you?    I  should  like  to  see  her  before  I  go." 
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"  Go  in  and  see  Magnus,"  said  Mrs.  Derrick.    "  I  will 
tell  her  you  are  here." 

thf^t?^  *'«PPed  across  the  stone-paved  hallway  with 
the  glass  roof  and  after  knocking  three  times  at  the 
office  door  pushed  it  open  and  entered 

look  up  as  Presley  entered.  He  had  the  appearance  of  a 
man  nearer  eighty  than  sixty.  All  the  old-time  er^ct- 
Z:  ""'  'l^'^'^l.'^'  •""*•  ''  -^^  «^  *ough  thrmusdes 
softened  and  stretched.  A  certain  fatness,  the  obesity 
of  merfa.  hung  heavy  around  the  hips  and  ;bdlet  the 
eye  was  watery  and  vague,  the  cheeks  and  chin  unsh;ve„ 
and  unkempt,  the  grey  hair  had  lost  its  forwird 
curl  towards  the  temples  and   hung  thin  and   n^Td 

to^meet  the  chm;  the  lips  were  slack,  the  mouth  half- 

Where  once  the  Governor  had  been  a  model  of  neat- 
ness m  h.s  dress  the  frock  coat  buttoned,  the  linen  clean, 
he  «,w  sat  «  h,s  ri,irt  sleeves,  the  waistcoat  open  and 

ink,  and  these,  the  only  members  of  his  body  that  vet 
appeared  to  retain  their  activity,  were  busy  wilh  a  grea 

fai  biZH;"^' w?'J"^'  *^"^™*"**'  '^'  "tt'^'^^the 
tabte  before  him.  Without  a  moment's  cessation,  these 
hands  of  the  Governor's  came  and  went  amoi^g  the 
papers,  deft,  nimble,  dexterous.  ^ 

t  tht  ti  H  'f  ^    ,  u  ''^""*°''  '^'^  '»'  glanced  over 

m  I  rf"'-  '"'^  ^''^  ''  ""^y  "P°"  »  ^•^cond 
pde  on  his  nght  hand.  When  all  the  papers  were  in 
on,;  pi  e,  he  reversed  the  process,  taking  from  his  right 
hand  to  place  upon  his  left,  then  back  from  left  to 
right  agam,  then  once  more  frt«i  right  to  left.    He  spoke 
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no  word,  he  sat  absolutely  still,  even  his  eyes  did  not 
move,  only  his  hands,  swift,  nervous,  agitated,  seemed 
alive. 

"  Why,  how  are  you,  Govenjor?"  said  Presley,  coming 
forward.     Magnus  turned  slowly  about  and  looked  at 
him  and  at  the  hand  in  which  he  shook  his  own. 
"  Ah,"  he  said  at  length,  "  Presley    .    .    .  •  yes." 
Then  his  glance  fell,  ai^  hj^ooked  aimlessly  about 
upon  the  floor.  wf 

"I've  come  to  say  good-bye.  Governor,"  continued 
Presley,  "  I'm  going  away." 

"  Going  away    .    .    .    yes,  why  it's  Presley.    Good- 
day,  Presley." 

"  Good-day,  Goverror.    I'm  going  away.    I've  come  to 
say  good-bye." 

"  Good-bye? "  Mi|nus  bent  his  brows,  "  what  are  you 
saying  good-bye  ttf  " 
"  I'm  going  away,  sir." 

The  Governor  did  not  answer.    Staring  at  the  ledge  of 
the  desk,  he  seemed  lost  in  thought.    There  was  a  long 
silence.    Then,  at  length,  Presley  said : 
"  How  are  you  getting  on,  Governor?  " 
Magnus  looked  up  slowly. 

"Why   it's   Presley,"   he  said.    "How   do  you   do, 
Presley." 
"  Are  you  getting  on  all  right,  sir?  " 
"Yes,"  said  Magnus  after  a  while,  "yes,  all  right.  I 
am  going  away.     I've  come  to  say  good-bye.     No — " 
He  interrupted  himself  with  a  deprecatory  smile,  "  you 
said  that,  didn't  you  ?  " 
"  Well,  you  are  going  away,  too,  your  \nic  tells  me." 
"  Yes,  I'm  going  away.     I  can't  stay  on    ...    " 
he  hesitated  a  long  time,  groping  for  the  right  word,  "  I 
can't  stay  on — on — what's  the  name  of  this  place?  " 
"  Los  Muertos,"  put  in  Presley. 
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"  No  it  isn't.    Yes,  it  is,  too,  that's  right,  Los  Muer- 
,°i„     ''°"'  """^  *''*'■«  ""y  •nemory  has  gone  to  of 

"Well,  I  hope  you  will  l>e  better  soon,  Governor  " 
As  Presley  spoke  the  words,  S.  Behrman  entered  the 

l^Z  A  *^'  ?''''™°''  'P""^  "P  ^'*  unexpected 
agih  y  and  stood  against  the  wall,  drawing  one  long 
breath  after  another,  w,tchiqg  the  railroad  agent  with 
intent  eyes. 

S.  Behrman  saluted  both  men  aflFably  and  sat  down 
near  the  desk,  drawing  the  links  of  his  heavy  watch  chain 
through  his  fat  fingers. 

"  There  wasn't  anybody  outside  when  I  knocked,  but  I 
heard  your  voice  in  here.  Governor,  so  I  came  right  in  I 
wanted  to  ask  you.  Governor,  if  my  carpenters  can  begin 
work  u.  here  day  after  to-morrow.  I  want  to  take  down 
that  partition  there,  and  throw  thit  twm  and  the  next 
into  one.  I  gue.r  that  will  be  O.  K.,  won't  it?  You'll  be 
out  of  here  by  then,  won't  you  ?  " 

There  was  no  vagueness  about  Magnus's  speech  or 
manner  now^  There  was  that  same  alertness  in  his 
demeanour  that  one  sees  in  a  tamed  lion  in  the  presence 
of  Its  trainer. 

b.r7'?'  ^n 'k  ^^  '*''! 'J«*<=Wy.  " yo"  «n  send  your  men 
here.    I  will  be  gone  by  to-morrow." 

"  XT*'*'"'*  '*'*'"  *°  *^*"  *°  '"""7  yo".  Grt)vemor." 

^_  No,  you  will  not  hurry  me.    I  am  ready  to  go  now  " 

Anything  I  can  do  for  you.  Governor?" 
"Nothing." 

"Yes,  there  is.  Governor,"  insisted  S.  Behrman  "I 
think  now  that  all  is  over  we  ought  to  be  good  fri'ends. 
I  think  I  can  do  something  for  you.  We  still  want  an 
ass,staj,t  in  the  lo<^l  freight  manager's  office.  Now, 
what  do  you  say  to  having  a  try  at  it?  There's  a  salary 
of  fifty  a  month  goes  with  it.    I  g„ess  you  must  be  in 
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need  of  money  now,  and  there's  always  the  wife  to  sup- 
port; what  do  you  say?    Will  you  try  the  place?  " 

Presley  could  only  stare  at  the  man  in  speechless 
wonder.  What  was  he  driving  at?  What  reason  was 
there  back  of  this  new  move,  and  why  should  it  be  made 
thus  openly  and  in  his  hearing?  An  explanation  occurred 
to  him.  Was  this  merely  a  pleasantry  on  the  part  of  S. 
Behrman,  a  way  of  enjoying  to  the  full  his  triumph;  was 
he  testing  the  completeness  of  his  victory,  trying  to  see 
just  how  far  he  could  go,  how  far  beneath  his  feet  he 
could  push  his  old-time  enemy? 

"  What  do  you  say  ?  "  he  repeated.  "  Will  you  try  the 
place  ?  " 

"  You— you  insist  f  "  inquired  the  Governor. 

"Oh,  I'm  not  insisting  on  anything,"  cried  S.  Behr- 
man. "  I'm  offering  you  a  place,  that's  all.  Will  you 
take  it?" 

"Yes,  yes,  I'll  take  it." 

"  You'll  come  over  to  our  side  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I'll  come  over." 
.    "Youll  have  to  turn  'railroad,'  understand?" 

"  I'll  turn  railroad." 

"  Guess  there  may  be  times  when  you'll  have  to  take 
orders  from  me." 

"  I'll  take  orders  from  you." 

"  You'll  have  to  be  loyal  to  railroad,  you  know.  No 
funny  business." 

"  I'll  be  loyal  to  the  railroad." 

"You  would  like  the  place  then?" 

"  Yes." 

S.  Behrman  turned  from  Mr  gnus,  who  at  once  resumed 
his  seat  and  began  again  to  sort  his  papers. 

"  Well,  Presley,"  said  the  railroad  agent :  "  I  guess  I 
won't  see  you  again." 

"  I  hope  not,"  answered  the  other. 


■<fl 
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an^." '  *"''  ^'■"'*^'  ^°"  '"'°*  y°«  «">''  make  me 

fe."f*  "u  °,"  •"''  •"**  °'  varnished  straw  and  wiped  his 
fat  forehead  with  his  handkerchief.     Of  late    hi  l»H 

Presley  looked  at  the  man  a  moment  before  replying 
But  a  few  weeks  ago  he  could  not  thus  have  faced  Z' 
great  enemy  of  the  farmers  without  a  gust  of  bS,! 

"  Yes,"  he  answered  deliberatelv   "  T  am  ^- 

^L^T:horh:^\^'----  ^^sz:^. 
tho.gh:o?c^L,itrtatt?y:;i^^^^^^ 

was  yo„^.,„,  ,, ,,, ,,_  ,,^^  b^rirm/hS^ 

ret3il''<5'R'j'°"'*  '•'"'^  *"y  *=°'"'no"  "ense,  Presley" 
returned  S.  Behrman  with  perfect  anlomh     " ^ru  .       ,. 

you  have  gained  by  killing  me'"    "^  ^''"*  ~"" 

S    Lhrn!       T  '°"^''  y°"  "°""d  l^  brought  to  book 

cant  get  at  you  through  the  courts,_the  law  can't  ^t 
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you,  Dyke's  pistol  missed  fire  for  just  your  benefit  and 
you  even  escaped  Caraher's  six  inches  of  plugged  gas 
pipe.    Just  what  are  we  going  to  do  with  you  >  " 

"Best  give  it  up,  Pres,  my  boy,"  returned  the  other. 

I  guess  there  ain't  anything  can  touch  me.  Well,  Mag- 
nus, he  said,  turning  once  more  to  the  Governor.  "  Well 
1 II  think  over  what  you  say,  and  let  you  know  if  I  can 
get  the  place  for  you  in  a  day  or  two.  You  see,"  he 
added,     you  re  getting  pretty  old,  Magnus  Derrick  " 

Presley  flung  himself  from  the  room,  unable  any  longer 

wu'^'*"^  **  ^^^^^^  '"*°  '^^''=^  Usignus  had  fallen. 
What  other  scenes  of  degradation  were  enacted  in  that 
room,  how  much  further  S.  Behrman  carried  the  humilia- 
tion, he  did  not  know.  He  suddenly  felt  that  the  air  of 
the  office  was  choking  him. 

He  hurried  up  to  what  once  had  been  his  own  room 
On  his  way  he  could  not  but  note  that  much  of  the  house 
was  m  disarray,  a  great  packing-up  was  in  progress; 
trunks,  half-full,  stood  in  the  hallways,  cmtes  and  cases 
m  a  htter  of  straw  encumbered  the  rooms.  The  servants 
came  and  went  with  armfuls  of  books,  ornaments, 
articles  of  clothing. 

Presley  took  from  his  room  only  a  few  manuscripts 
and  note-books,  and  a  small  valise  full  of  his  personal 
effects;  at  the  doorway  he  paused  and,  holding  the  knob 
of  the  door  in  his  hand,  looked  back  into  the  room  a  very 
long  time.  ' 

He  descended  to  the  lower  floor  and  entered  the  din- 
mg-room.  Mrs.  Derrick  had  disappeared.  Presley  stood 
for  a  long  moment  in  front  of  the  fireplace,  looking 
about  the  room,  remembering  the  scenes  that  he  had 
witnessed  ther^-the  conference  when  Osterman  had  first 
suggested  the  fight  for  Railroad  Commissioner  and  then 
later  the  attack  on  Lyman  Derrick  and  the  sudden  revela- 
tion of  that  inconceivable  treachery.     But  as  he  stood 
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considering  these  things  a  door  to  his  right  opened  and 
Hilma  entered  the  room. 

Presley  came  forward,  holding  out  his  hand,  all  un- 
able to  believe  his  eyes.    It  was  a  woman,  grave,  digni- 
fied, composed,  who  advanced  to  meet  him.    Hilma  was 
dressed  in  black,  the  cut  and  fashion  of  the  gown  severe 
almost  monastic.    All  the  little  feminine  and  contradic- 
tory daintmesses  were  nowhere  to  be  seen.    Her  statu- 
esque calm  evenness  of  contour  yet  remained,  but  it  was 
the  calmness  of  great   sorrow,  of  infinite   resignation. 
Beautiful  she  stilltemained,  but  she  was  older.  The  seri- 
ousness of  one  who  has  gained  the  knowledge  of  the 
world--knowledge  of  its  evil-seemed  to  envelope  her. 
The  calm  gravity  of  a  great  suflfering  past,  but  not  for- 
gotten, sat  upon  her.   Not  yet  twenty-one,  she  exhibited 
tne  demeanour  of  a  woman  of  forty. 

The  one-time  amplitude  of  her  figure,  the  fulness  of 
hip  and  shoulder,  the  great  deep  swell  from  waist  to 
throat  were  gone.  She  had  grown  thinner  and,  in  conse- 
quence, seemed  unusually,  almost  unnaturally  tall     Her 
neck  was  slender,  the  outline  of  her  full  lips  and  round 
chin  was  a  little  sharp;  her  arms,  those  wonderful,  beau- 
tiful arms  of  hers,  were  a  little  shrunken.    But  her  eyes 
were  as  wide  open  as  always,  rimmed  as  ever  by  the  thin 
intensely  black  line  of  the  lashes  and  her  brown,  fragrant 
hair  was  still  thick,  still,  ,-.»  times,  glittered  and  corus- 
cated in  the  sun.    When  she  spoke,  it  was  with  the  old- 
time  velvety  huskiness  of  voice  that  Annixter  had  learned 
to  love  so  well. 

"  Oh,  it  is  you,"  she  said,  giving  him  her  hand.  "You 
were  good  to  want  to  see  me  before  you  left.  I  hear  that 
you  are  going  away." 

She  sat  down  upon  the  sofa. 
^^  "Yes,"  Presley  answered,  drawing  a  chair  near  to  her 
yes,  I  felt  I  could  not  stay— down  here  any  longer.    I 
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am  going  to  take  a  long  ocean  voyage.   My  ship  sails  in 
a  few  days.  But  you,  Mrs.  Annixter,  what  are  you  going 

"  No,"  she  answered,  "  nothing.    Papa  is  doing  well. 
We  are  living  here  now." 
"You  are  well?" 

She  made  a  little  helpless  gesture  with  both  her  hands, 
smiling  very  sadly. 
"  As  you  see,"  she  answered. 

As  he  talked,  Presley  was  looking  at  her  intently.  Her 
dignity  was  a  new  element  in  her  character  and  the  cer- 
tain slender  effect  of  her  figure,  emphasised  now  by  the 
long  folds  of  the  black  gown  she  wore,  carried  it  almost 
superbly.  She  conveyed  something  of  the  impression  of 
a  queen  m  exile.  But  she  had  lost  none  of  her  woman- 
liness; rather,  the  contrary.  Adversity  had  softened  her 
as  well  as  deepened  her.  Presley  saw  that  very  cleariy.' 
Hilma  had  arrived  now  at  her  perfect  maturity;  she  had 
known  great  love  and  she  had  known  great  grief,  and 
the  woman  that  had  awakened  in  her  with  her  affection 
for  Annixter  had  been  strengthened  and  infinitely  en- 
nobled by  his  death. 

What  if  things  had  been  different?  Thus,  as  he  con- 
versed with  her,  Presley  found  himself  wondering  Her 
sweetness,  her  beautiful  gentleness,  and  tenderness  were 
almost  like  palpable  presences.  It  was  almost  as  if  a 
caress  had  been  laid  softly  upon  his  cheek,  as  if  a  gentle 
hand  closed  upon  his.  Here,  he  knew,  was  sympathy; 
here,  he  knew,  was  an  infinite  capacity  for  love. 

Then  suddenly  all  the  tired  heart  of  him  went  out  to- 
wards her.  A  longing  to  give  the  best  that  vras  in  him 
to  the  memory  of  her,  to  be  strong  and  noble  because  of 
her,  to  reshape  his  purposeless,  half-wasted  life  with  her 
nobihty  and  purity  and  gentleness  for  his  inspiration 
leaped  all  at  once  within  him,  leaped  and  stood  firm. 
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hardening  .0  a  resolve  stronger  than  any  he  had  ever 

For  an  instant  he  told  himself  that  the  suddennew  of 
th..  new  emotion  must  be  evidence  of  it.  insinSy   He 

sudden  W  th  "•"^l:  .^"'  "'  •"'*  *«  ""«  w.s™S 
drawn  ;„  m  7'?'"^  "•  ^'  ^"^  •'«"  f'^"*  the  first 

drawn  to  H.lma.  and  all  through  these  last  terrible  davs 

ZV.:  ^'n'!.''"  ^""  "'^  "*  Los  Muertos  j«  tS; 
the  battle  at  the  ditch,  she  had  obtruded  continuallv  urln 
h.s  thoughts    The  sight  of  her  to-day)  more  tautS 

;^"r;'cEr^''-'-'^'^»^-'^^-«Htma:-' 

"Are  you."  he  asked  her.  "are  you  so  unhappy,  Hil- 

an's,I^rlT"ir"'''  !Z^-i°'^'i  m   husband."   she 
answered,     how  can  I  be  happy  ?    I  would  rather  be  un 

him.  He  was  my  whole  world,  literally  and  truly  Noth 
•ng  seamed  to  count  before  I  knew  him.  and  nothing  «n 
count  for  me  now.  after  I  have  lost  him  " 

aa,.n       *'"''  '!^Z'"  •"  '"''^'''ed.  "  that  in  being  happy 

The  ™Jr^f  '^'^'l^T  "°*'-*''^*  '*  "*«>  "ot  be  so. 
The  part  of  you  that  belonged  to  your  husband  can 

tot  ■  /  V  "'  ^°"  "''  ^°""^'  y""  have  all  your S 
o  ln.e  yet.   Your  sorrow  need  not  be  a  burden  to  you 

J  hCe  TLr  T  rV'°""^^  y°»  «^'  «^«  day, 
make  v.^^' *  Ir'^  ""  "  ^'*'  ''^'P  *°  y""-   I*  wHl 

'•I  Zw     "°? '^  '  *™"'  *°^''"'  "«"•«  generous." 
I  think  I  see,'  she  answered,  "and  I  never  thoueht 
about  It  in  that  light  before."  mougnt 

"I  want  to  help  you."  he  answered,  "as  you  have 
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helped  me.  I  want  to  be  your  friend,  and  above  all  things 
I  do  not  want  to  see  your  life  wasted.  I  am  going  away 
and  it  is  quite  possible  I  shall  never  see  vou  again,  but 
you  will  always  be  a  help  to  me." 

"  I  do  not  understand,"  she  answered,  "but  I  know  you 
mean  to  be  very,  very  kind  to  me.  Yes,  I  hope  when  you 
come  back— if  you  ever  do— you  will  still  be  that.  I  do 
not  know  why  you  should  want  to  be  so  kind,  unless— 
yes,  of  course— you  were  my  husband's  dearest  friend." 

They  talked  a  little  longer,  and  at  length  Presley  rose. 

"  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  see  Mrs.  Derrick  again,"  he 
said.  "  It  would  only  serve  to  make  her  very  unhappy. 
Will  you  explain  that  to  her?  I  think  she  will  under- 
stand." 

"  Yes,"  answered  Hilma.    "  Yes,  I  will." 

There  was  a  pause.  There  seemed  to  be  nothing  more 
for  either  of  them  to  say.   Presley  held  out  his  hand. 

"  Good-bye,"  she  said,  as  she  gave  him  hers. 

He  carried  it  to  his  lips. 

"  Good-bye,"  he  answered.  "  Good-bye  and  may  God 
bless  you." 

He  turned  away  abruptly  and  left  the  room. 

But  as  he  was  quietly  making  his  way  out  of  the 
house,  hoping  to  get  to  his  horse  unobserved,  he  came 
suddenly  upon  Mrs.  Dyke  and  Sidney  on  the  porch  of 
the  house.  He  had  forgotten  that  since  the  aflfair  at  the 
ditch,  Los  Muertos  had  been  a  home  to  the  engineer's 
wife  and  daughter. 

^^  "  And  you,  Mrs.  Dyke,"  he  asked  as  he  took  her  hand, 
" in  this  break-up  of  everything,  where  do  you  go?  " 

"  To  the  city,"  she  answered,  "  to  San  Francisco.  I 
have  a  sister  there  who  will  look  after  the  little  tad." 

"But  you,  how  about  yourself,  Mrs.  Dyke?" 

She  answered  him  in  a  quiet  voice,  monotonous,  ot- 
pressionless : 
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"  I  am  going  to  die  very  soon  Mr  ?».!.„    tu 
no  rcMon  why  I  .hould  liveT;  W    S^*      •*'*.'• 
pn.„^lor,i..  everything  i.ov7JrT^^^^^^ 

overshadowed  the  ice  onhe""'''*'?"-  ^'^  «>«»dy 
that  she  spoke  the  truth  .„t  '"?""*'"  ""'"'*'•  "«  '«" 
to  her  for  the  last  tim;    H    "    '  'I.*^  "'"«  ''P*"''"^ 

shoulder,  heterthrhewL^inftr  l!l"'  '""-^'^ 
the  wreck  of  another  fam^'d  that ^i  '/H^rr^''  °' 
another  baby  eirl  wa,  tn  L  ,  !.  j  .  '''*  H«»ven, 
fault  of  hers  fflr  Jlv  h,  ^  J'  '"  '"''  """""S''  "« 
threshold  o'  existl„?e  wTth"»T''  ^r^''"  ''°""  "  ""= 
Hooven  and  SidtrC  whaT  °'  ''T"-  «"'"' 
toriesPtheone  s^w!j     '  *"*  *°  **  '>'«'•  his- 

of  a  convfct     A^d  he^Lo"  TTl  '^'  °'^'''  ^'"^hter 
the  httle  Snota  Ge™  STh^'^Lt''"*  f'^lf.  ^"""^  ^''' 
loved,  receiving  aduS  f^o^f X^  c^^^^^^^^^ 
whose  only  care  was  to  rt,~«    r  "'""^  *°  her, 

consideration.  present  to  her 

;jSS:S::::'''-'«^'''°'«^-g  out  his  hand. 

"  Good-bye,  Sidney." 
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')■.    t!v 

C.TK    of 


—•—.-»  iCTigin.  to  suit  the  Urser  den 
He  came  to  Caraher's  place     Th», 

annihilation.  Proclaimmg  his  creed  of 

Bonneville  Presley  avoided  H,  K»-i 
with  the  town  He  turnJ^  •^'  r  "**  "°  "vocations 
ing  the  northwesTcr™™  0^2.  r  *'  '~'' '"'»  "°»- 
the  railroad,  tun,edTack  l^i  ttT  ""^'"^  ""'  °^ 
came  to  the  Lone  Trestie  ,nH  f  ^  f^*'  ^'^'^  *'"  »« 
Jation,  abandonm^eJt         »"** -^^t^'-'.-SUence,  de«v 

motionless;  the  ereat  h»r^  t^' artesian  well  was 

«nch  hous;  c^fh^use  TnH?  ''.L^*^  "'"''""^  «'  'he 
"Pon  a  tree  nLTtheTln  Jr  '*'''''''  "P"    ^^"'^'^ 
painted,  with  stencijS^tt^rf  Sn'  '"^''  "•"*' 
Warning.   ALL  PFR^Amc^.^??  ""  'nscnption: 

ING  ON  TOESE  pS°sIs  wVt?^^^'^^^^ 
^TED  TO  THE  F^IlESt'  eTtenT^ o??S 
LAW.   By  order  P.  and  S.W  r  j^  .^^  '  ^^  ^  "^  THE 

Toilfuliy  he  cliLbeTthr  eacS  th'^^K^'  ^^^"'°°"- 
turning  about,  looked  ion  J      ^^     \'^''"*  "«'' ""^J 

the  re^h  of  tke  val  eVunln^^  t  *'  '"*  **«'*  ''^  »" 
me  valley  unrolled  beneath  him.   The  land 
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of  the  ranches  opened  out  forever  and  forever  under  the 
stimulus  of  that  measureless  range  of  vision.  The  whole 
giganuc  sweep  of  the  San  Joaquin  expanded  Titanic  be- 
fore  the  eye  of  the  mind,  flagellated  with  heat,  quivering 
and  shimmering  under  the  sun's  red  eye.  It  was  the 
season  after  the  harvest,  and  the  great  earth,  the  mother, 
after  its  period  of  reproduction,  its  pains  of  labour,  de- 
livered of  the  fruit  of  its  loins,  slept  the  sleep  of  exhaus- 
Uon  in  the  infinite  repose  of  the  colossus,  benignant,  eter- 
nal,  strong,  the  hourisher  of  nations,  the  feeder  of  an 
entire  world. 

And  as  Presley  looked  there  came  to  him  strong  and 
true  the  sense  and  the  significance  of  all  the  enigma  of 
growth.  He  seemed  for  one  instant  to  touch  th^  explana- 
tion of  existence.  Men  were  nothings,  mere  <iuimalcute, 
mere  ephemerides  that  fluttered  and  fell  and  were  for- 
gotten between  dawn  and  dusk.  Vanaraee  had  said  there 
was  no  death.  But  for  one  second  Presley  could  go  wie 
step  further.  Men  were  naught,  death  was  naught,  life 
was  naught;  force  only  existed— force  that  brought  men 
into  the  world,  force  that  crowded  them  out  of  it  to  make 
way  ior  the  succeeding  generation,  force  that  made  the 
wheat  grow,  force  that  garnered  it  from  the  soil  to  give 
place  to  the  succeeding  crop. 

It  was  the  mystery  of  creation,  the  stupendous  miracle 
of  re-creation ;  the  vast  rhythm  of  the  seasons,  measured 
alternative,  the  sun  and  the  stars  keeping  time  as  the 
eternal  symphony  of  reproduction  swung  in  its  tre- 
mendous cadences  like  the  colossal  pendulum  of  an  al- 
mighty machine— primordial  energy  flung  out  from  the 
hand  of  the  Lord  God  himself,  immortal,  calm,  infinitely 
strong.  ^ 

But  as  he  stood  thus  looking  down  upon  the  great  val- 
ley he  was  aware  of  the  figure  of  a  man,  far  in  the  dis- 
tance, moving  steadily  towards  the  Mission  of  San  Juan 
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beyond  aU  doubt,  and  a  little  later  P^,?      J        '*"'" 

They  talked  toKthTrri.l  1  °'''  '""""^^y  ^^<'''^^- 

J  UIU1.CU  logetJier  till  nearly  sundown    hut  f«  d 

'Death  and  grief  are  little  things,"  he  said    "Tt,- 
&e  b  oLy  Hf";„°d  th"*^  "  ""  ^"'^•'  ^'''"^  -  ''-*■ 

grain 


-dden  for  certam  seasons  in  the  dark 


u,«  tu-  I    •     ,  '"  ""=  aarK,  c 

we  think  ,s  dead  re^mes  again;  but  how 


die?  The  grain 


grain,  but  as 


Not 


twenty.  So  all  life.  Death  is  only  real 


as  one 
for 
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all  the  detritus  of  the  world,  for  all  the  sorrow,  for  all 
the  injustice,  for  all  the  grief.    Presley,  the  good  r,^^ 
dies;  evil  dies,  cruelty,  oppression,  selfishness,  grtmi- 
these  die;  but  nobility,  but  love,  but  sacrifice,  but  generos- 
ity, but  truth,  thank  God  for  it,  small  as  they  are,  difficult 
as  It  is  to  discover  them-these  live  forever,  these  are  eter- 
nal. You  are  all  broken,  all  cast  down  by  what  you  have 
seen  in  this  valley,  this  hopeless  straggle,  this  apparently 
hopeless  despair.   Well,  the  end  is  not  yet.    What  is  it 
that  remains  after  all  is  over,  after  the  dead  are  buried 
and  the  hearts  are  broken?  Look  at  it  all  from  the  vast 
height  of  humanity-' the  greatest  good  to  the  greatest 
numbers      What  remains?    Men  perish,  men  are  cor- 
rupted  hearts  are  rent  asunder,  but  what  remains  un- 
touched, unassailable,  undefiled?    Try  to  find  that,  not 
only  m  this,  but  in  every  crisis  of  the  worid's  life,  and 
you  will  find.  If  your  view  be  large  enou^,  that  it  is  not 
evil,  but  good,  that  in  the  end  remains." 

There  was  a  long  pause.  Presley,  his  mind  full  of 
new  thoughts,  held  his  peace,  and  Vanamee  added  at 
length : 

"I  believed  Angele  dead.  I  wept  over  her  grave- 
mourned  for  her  as  dead  in  corruption.  She  has  come 
back  to  me,  more  beautiful  than  ever.  Do  not  ask  me 
any  further.  To  put  this  story,  this  idyl,  into  words, 
wo^d,  for  me,  be  a  profanation.  This  must  suffice  you. 
Ang6Ie  has  returned  to  me,  and  I  am  happy.    Adios  " 

He  rose  suddenly.  The  friends  clasped  each  other's 
hands. 

"  u  ^r  l*^"  P'"°'**"y  ''*'"'■  "«**  again.-said  Vanamee ; 
but  If  these  are  the  last  words  I  ever  speak  to  you,  listen 
to  them  and  remember  them,  because  I  know  I  speak  the 
truth  Evil  is  short-iived.  Never  judge  of  the  whole 
round  of  life  by  the  mere  segment  vou  ran  see  The 
whole  is,  in  the  end.  perfect." 
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Abrnptly  he  took  himself  away.    He  was  gone    Pres 

npened  wheat-his  face  set  fron,  them  forever  ^ 
rustjn,  and,  as  yet^^^LTof  Qul^tbf ^  nlw 

At  length,  the  day  broke,  resplendent,  cloudless     TT,. 
night  was  passed.   There  was  all  the  sparWe  and '.J^ 
vescence  of  joy  in  the  crystal  sunlight  as  tl/d",  " 

^^  rn^'  ^"'  ^'  '-^^  S     da^    ngT  ^he" 
zenith  when  the  sun  moved  over  the  ed«  ntL        ,! 

and  looked  down  upon  all  the  earth  liShely^orSd 

w^tt\=^'.-—  :-  ;^^^   ge 
urned  eastward,  facing  the  celestial  glory  o     hTday  aS 
sent  his  voiceless  call  far  from  him  across  the  golden 
grain  out  towards  the  little  valley  of  flowers.  ^ 

Softly  the  answer  came.    It  advanced  to  meet  him 
The  flowers  of  the  Seed  ranch  were  gone    dried  a?d 

Cdfl  ?\"'  ^""""^^'^  ^""'  ^heddinfthdr    eed  V 
handfuls  to  be  sown  again  and  blossom  yet  anoth  r  time 

roses,  the  Iihes,  the  carnations,  the  hvacinth»    fh- 
pies   the  violets,  the  mignonett;  all  th«e  ha  '  vanish! 
the  little  valley  was  without  colour ;  where  once  ithlT 
ult:'l  '"°^^.="--  perfume,  it  irsrw"odot  eTs' 
i£.ti:^ti^'lX:^  %y  '■*  --^ed  tol^s 
P..cehadva„ishec,;u;:SrifLdtii:SS^r- 


•PPV^ 
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on  other  .,dc  of  he,  hce.  „„  ,,,,  encb.Ming.Se',,  rf 

^^^''tte^r^jj-nr^rrS^ 

«kep_^  The  won*,,.,  „^  v"X.  teX^Sf; 

?h.T^  .     r^-    ^"«^^'"  *"«  '■«'"«^d  in  the  Wheat 
She  ^tood  forth  ,„  the  sunlight,  a  fact,  and  no  longer  a 

He  ran  forward  tr.  •»»>>  >--«       .    ,     -    , . 

~     •    "^^  ^"''  ^"°  she  heid  out  her  arms 
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To  h^U^^Tu^'  •""  *°  •'''"•  »"«*  "•'«'  t"™ing  her  face 
to  his,  kissed  him  on  the  mouth 

"  ^  '°^«=  y°"'  I  love  you,"  she  murmured. 

Upon  descending  from  his  train  at  Port  Costa    S 
Behrman  asked  to  be  directed  at  once  to  where  the  Wk 

He  picked  his  way  across  the  railroad  tracks  to  th. 
Witt  enormous  Roman  numerals  and  full  of  grain  in 

thelrt'tt'tl*'"  "^t  °'  ^"'"  f'"*  h™  '"  "'in'i  of 
tne  fact  that  among  all  the  other  shippers  he  was  nn,r 

rJr/'r  '"  *•"  *^y  °f  handling  his  whelT   TheJ 

tne  bulk  Bags  were  sometimes  four  cents  aoiece  :.n^ 
he  had  decided  to  build  his  elevator  andtulk'hisUin 
therein  rather  than  to  incur  this  expense  Only  a  ^U 
part  of  his  whpaf  fi,,*  xt  .  '^  ^'  '-'"'y  a  fmall 
La  k1        wfteat— that  on  Number  Three  division— 

r^^nrtarv^?:;^^-^— >;-- 

Jtself   warehoused    in   his   enormous   eWator   at    Pon 
the^wnrw"'*''".!'^''"  ''  •'"'^  '^""  '^^  desire  of  observing 

tnumph.  so  eagerly  had  he  looked  forward  to  it,  Ih^t 
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now,  when  it  had  come,  he  wished  to  enjoy  it  to  i(&  full- 
est extent,  wished  to  miss  no  feature  of  the  disposal  of 
the  crop.  He  had  watched  it  harvested,  he  had  watched 
It  hauled  to  the  railway,  and  now  would  watch  it  as  it 
poured  into  the  hold  of  the  ship,  would  even  watch  the 
ship  as  she  cleared  and  got  under  way. 

He  passed  through  the  warehouses  and  came  out  upon 
the  dock  that  ran  parallel  with  the  shore  of  the  bay.  A 
great  quantity  of  shipjMng  was  in  view,  barques  for  the 
most  part,  Cape  Homers,  great,  deep  sea  tramps,  whose 
iron-shod  forefeet  had  parted  every  ocean  the  world 
round  from  Rangoon  to  Rio  Janeiro,  and  from  Mel- 
bourne to  Christiania.    Some  were  still  in  the  stream 
loaded  with  wheat  to  the  PlimsoU  mark,  ready  to  depart 
with  the  next  tide.    But  many  others  laid  their  great 
flanks  alongside  the  docks  and  at  that  moment  were 
being  filled  by  derrick  and  crane  with  thousands  upon 
thousands  of  bags  of  wheat.   The  scene  was  brisk;  the 
cranes  creaked  and  swung  incessantly  with  a  rattle  of 
chains;  stevedores  and  wharfingers  toiled  and  perspired; 
boatswains  and  dock-masters  shouted  orders,  drays  rum- 
bled, the  water  lapped  at  the  piles;  a  group  of  sailors, 
painting  the  flanks  of  one  of  the  great  ships,  raised  an 
occasional  chanty;  the  trade  wind  sang  aeolian  in  the 
cordages,  filling  the  air  with  the  nimble  taint  of  salt. 
All  around  were  the  noises  of  ships  and  the  feel  and 
flavor  of  the  sea. 

S.  Behrman  soon  discovered  his  elevator.  It  was  the 
largest  structure  discernible,  and  upon  its  red  roof,  in 
enormous  white  letters,  was  his  own  name.  Thither,  be- 
tween piles  of  grain  bags,  halted  drays,  crates  and  boxes 
of  merchandise,  with  an  occasional  pyramid  of  sahnon 
cases,  S.  Behrman  took  his  way.  Cabled  to  the  dock, 
close  und»M-  his  elevator,  lay  a  great  ship  with  lofty  masts 
and  great  spars.   Her  stem  was  toward  him  as  he  ^>- 
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the  mate  on  the  quarter  deck.    S.  Behrman  introduced 
;;  Wen,"  he  added  "how  are  you  getting  on?" 

this  time,  day  after  to-morrow    It's  a  <«•,,»        ■        K 

^  J'll  have  a  look  'round,  1  believe."  returned  S.  Behr- 
"Right-oh,"  answered  the  mate  with  a  nod 

connected  this  hatch  with  thetUS.  fndTro  gh  it  wt 
rushmg  a  veritable  cataract  of  wheat. 

;fJi/'""u-^''°?  '°'"*'  ^^^"*'^  •>'"  within  the  elevator 

e  «nt  3'  ^''^"^  '"^"'°'  °^  '•'^  ''°W  with 'an  i^ 
cessant,  metaU  c  roar,  persistent,  steady,  inevitable  No 
men  were  m  sight.  The  place  was  desmed    No  hunmn 

a  rt  sues  TJ"  T""  ""'""^'  "■'''  ^  ^^^  °^  its  own, 
ajesistless,  huge  force,  eager,  vivid,  impatient  for  the 

roa!'  IfTl  'T^  ^."*'=''-'"8:.  his  ears  deafened  with  the 
Z    i°V\x     '^  ^^'"'  "^='"^t  the  metallic  lining  of 

Ind  the  ?  r  '"  '^"''  °""  -"'^  ''-  rushing  Hde 
and  the  contact  rasped  the  flesh  of  his  fingers  and 
hke^an  undertow  drew  his  hand  after  it  in  its  i^u^s 

ose  to  his  ,.ostni*,  the  vigorous,  pungent  aroma 
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of  the  raw  cereal.  It  was  dark.  He  could  see  nothing; 
but  all  about  and  over  the  opening  of  the  hatch  the  air 
was  full  of  a  fine,  impalpable  dust  that  blinded  the  eyes 
and  choked  the  throat  and  nostrils. 

As  his  eyes  became  ".sed  to  the  shadows  of  the  cavern 
below  him,  he  began  to  distinguish  the  grey  mass  of  the 
wheat,  a  great  expai.:.  almost  liquid  in  its  texture, 
which,  as  the  cataract  i  in  above  plunged  into  it,  moved 
and  shifted  in  long,  i  jw  eddies.  As  he  stood  there,  this 
cataract  on  a  sudden  increased  in  volume.  He  turned 
about,  casting  his  eyes  upward  toward  the  elevator  to 
discover  the  cause.  His  foot  caught  in  a  coil  of  rope,  and 
he  fell  headforemost  into  the  hold. 

The  fall  was  a  long  one  and  he  struck  the  surface  of 
the  wheat  with  the  sodden  impact  of  a  bundle  of  damp 
clothes.   For  the  moment  he  was  stunned.  All  the  breath 
was  driven  from  his  body.   He  could  neither  move  nor 
cry  out.    But,  by  degrees,  his  wits  steadied  themselves 
and  his  breath  returned  to  hi^i.    He  looked  about  and 
above  him.    The  daylight  in  the  hold  was  dimmed  and 
clouded  by  the  thick,  chaflf-dust  thrown  off  by  the  pour 
of  grain,  and  even  this  dimness  dwindled  to  twilight  at  a 
short  distance  from  the  opening  of  the  hatch,  while  the 
remotest  quarters  were  lost  in  impenetrable  blackness. 
He  got  upon  his  feet  only  to  find  that  he  sunk  ankle  deep 
in  the  loose  packed  mass  underfoot. 
"  Hell,"  he  muttered,  "  here's  a  fix." 
Directly  underneath  the  chute,  the  wheat,  as  it  poured 
in,  raised  itself  in  a  conical  mound,  but  from  the  sides 
of  this  mound  it  shunted  away  incessantly  in  thick  lay- 
ers, flowing  in  all  directions  with  the  nimbleness  of  water. 
Even  as  S.   Behrman  spoke,  a  wave  of  grain  poured 
around  his  legs  and  rose  rapidly  to  the  level  of  his  knees. 
He  stepped  quickly  back.   To  stay  near  the  chute  wouM 
soon  bury  him  to  the  waist. 
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No  doubt,  there  was  some  other  exit  fmm  fU    u  ,^ 

some  companion  ladder  fi„»  ,7  ^^  *'  '"'''*• 

panion  ladder.  Aga  „  a  °i  a^fn  i  "°  **""^'^'  "°  "•»- 
black  darkness.  KiiseJ^^' f^?:""*^ '•'°"» '»  *« 
against  the  iro^  sils  oftl  hip  He"  ''"'  '"l^""'^ 
tempt  to  find  any  interior  mLn  V  ^""^  "P  '*"  "- 
laboriously  to  t'h  See  ui  th?''"''"^^ 
Already  he  could  seeX  the  lev,  of T  f '^'"'^- 
raised.  ^*'  °*  *«  wheat  was 

utter^/'grttlt: %'!"''  ^'"Z  ^  "^^  »*  »""   He 
For  God's  sake  "  '  ""  ^"^"^-^h^^.  somebody. 

droltd'o^tts^e"  HeT,/  *"'  ''""""^  -"-' 
above  the  ^sh'^fTe^atar  bSL^:  ?T'^ 
•mpossible  to  stay  under  the  hatch  The  ^'  ^°""*^  '* 
wheat,  spattering  as  thev  Wi  .  \^^^  ^'"^  ^'''"^  °f 
driven  pkrticlis  of  ice  V  '  ""^  ''"  ^^'"  "'^^  *i"d- 
hands  sm^rt  d  wL t  On?/ h  ""*'*'!'  *°""^^'-  "» 
Furthermore,  thT  succeed^  ""''Z"  •*"'  "'"''^d. 

fromthemou^lX  he  hfteTaU  ft'  ^""'"^ 
and  dashing  against  ht  7':' a„d  kl"'' ^"''""^ 
swiftly  higher,  carrying  him  fff  hiffeet        '   """"^'"^ 

again.  It  was  in  Tain  Hi!  ^  '""'"'"*  ""^  ''f'°"*«' 
unable  to  penetraV^^SlirthTrt^  rh"^" 
fied,  he  discovered  that  so  soon  LZ    .^  *'°'^" 

upon  the  Wheat,  he  sank  int^l"    BeLTknTw't  he^ 
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WM  knee-deep  again,  and  a  long  swirl  of  grain  sweeping 
outward  from  the  ever-breaking,  ever-reforming  pyramid 
below  the  chute,  poured  around  his  thighs,  immobolisinK 
him. 

A  frenzy  of  terror  suddenly  leaped  to  life  within  him. 
The  horror  of  death,  the  Fear  of  The  Trap,  shook  him 
like  a  dry  reed.  Shouting,  he  tore  himself  free  of  the 
wheat  and  once  more  scrambled  and  struggled  towards 
the  hatchway.  He  stumbled  as  he  reached  it  and  fell  di- 
rectly beneath  the  poUr.  Like  a  storm  of  small  shot,  mer- 
cilessly, pitilessly,  the  unnumbered  multitude  of  hurtling 
grains  flagellated  ■  and  beat  and  tore  his  flesh.  Blood 
streamed  from  his  forehead  and,  thickening  with  the 
powder-like  chaflF-dust,  blinded  his  eyes.  He  struggled 
to  his  feet  once  more.  An  avalanche  from  the  cone  of 
wheat  buried  him  to  his  thighs.  He  was  forced  back  and 
back  and  back,  beating  the  air,  falling,  rising,  howling 
for  aid.  H»  could  no  longer  see;  his  eyes,  crammed  with 
dust,  smarted  as  if  transfixed  with  needles  whenever  he 
opened  them.  His  mouth  was  full  of  the  dust,  his  lips 
were  dry  with  it;  thirst  tortured  him,  while  his  outcries 
choked  and  gagged  in  his  rasped  throat. 

And  all  the  while  without  stop,  incessantly,  inexorably, 
the  wheat,  as  if  moving  with  a  force  all  its  own,  shot 
downward  in  a  prolonged  roar,  persistent,  steady,  inevi- 
table. 

He  retreated  to  a  is.-  comer  of  the  hold  and  sat  down 
with  his  back  against  the  iron  hull  of  the  ship  and  tried 
to  collect  his  thoughts,  to  calm  himself.  Surely  there 
must  be  some  way  of  escape;  surely  ht  was  not  to  die 
like  this,  die  in  this  dreadful  substance  that  was  neither 
solid  nor  fluid.  What  was  he  to  do?  How  make  himself 
heard  ? 

.  But  even  as  he  thought  about  this,  the  cone  under  the 
chute  broke  again  and  sent  a  great  layer  of  grain  rippling 
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and  tumbling  toward  him.  It  reached  him  where  he  «t 
and  buned  his  hand  and  one  foot 

"bv  rJIH^.  ?  ''^"'"^  •"*'  "»''«  *°^  »"°«'er  corner. 
thin|;S;',ui:^r''"'>^^.I— hin.of«.e- 

Once  more  the  level  of  the  wheat  rose  and  the  erain. 
^pm  p.hng  deeper  about  him.  0„ce  more  he  retrS 
Once  more  he  crawled  sUggering  to  the  foot  of  the^«: 
ract  screammgtUl  his  ears  sang  and  his  eyeballs  strain^ 
Sm  S^      "•'  •"'  °"'  '"""  ^'  ■■'•-"-  «d«=  d  "ve 

doSr^^^M*^'  '"■""'  '"'^^^  °^  '»«*;  the  man 
aX  ^'  fr  '::^'  "J"'"™'"?,  hunted  from  one  comer  to 
another,  the  wheat  slowly,  inexorably  flowing    risTn^ 

ZT^V  *"*'y  *"«f'''  '°  -«^y  "°«k  -d  cf;n"y  ft' 
reached  h,s  middle.    Furious  and  with  bleedinghands 

Z  J'"*  '^•«"'!.'«d.  P»«Ping:  for  breath  in  the  dust- 
th.ck«,ed  a,r    Roused  again  by  the  slow  advance  of  the 

agony  m  h  s  eyes,  only  to  crash  against  the  metal  hull 

his  face,  and  paused  to  collect  his  senses,  and  with  a 
nish,  another  wave  swirled  about  his  ankles  and  knees 
Exhausfon  grew  upon  him.  To  stand  still  meant  to  s^k 

n  r  daTkTtV"  '^  '""'='  '""^  '^"'='^^^=  ^"'^  ^"  "''^^' 
Z    .u  f     ,;         *•"'  '"  ^"  =■'■  th'it  could  scarcely  be 

nSt  iioL*^,"'"'  ""^  '°"^'''  ^"  ^"-^  *«*  -S  - 

C.i/^Tt     '"'"^  '"  ^  '"^  *'"'*  ^""''J  "°t  be  stayed. 

crawl  dl'lf^  ^°""A°'  *'^  '^"'"^  *•'-*•  S-  BehLan 
crawled  on  hands  and  knees  toward  the  hatchway  Once 
more  he  raised  his  voice  in  a  shout  for  help.  iZll^^^ 

mg  moan  Once  more  he  tried  to  look  toward  the  one 
patch  of  fann  light  above  him.  H.s  eye-lids,  clogged  w'h 
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chaflf,  could  no  bnger  open.    The  Wheat  poured  about 
his  waist  as  he  raised  himself  upon  his  knees. 

Reason  fled.    Deafened  with  the  roar  of  the  grain, 
blinded  and  made  dumb  with  its  chaflf,  he  threw  himself 
forward  with  clutching  fingers,  rolling  upon  his  back,  and 
lay  there,  moving  feebly,  the  head  rolling  from  side  to 
side.     The  Wheat,  leaping  continuously  from  the  chute, 
poured  around  him.   It  filled  the  pockets  of  the  coat,  it 
crept  up  the  sleeves  and  trouser  legs,  it  covered  the 
great,  protuberant  stomach,  it  ran  at  last  in  rivulets 
mto  the  distended,  gasping  mouth.    It  covered  the  face 
Upon  the  surface  of  the  Wheat,  under  the  chute  noth- 
mg  moved  but  the, Wheat  itself.   There  was  no  sign  of 
life.   Then,  for  an  instant,  the  surface  stirred.   A  hand, 
fat,  with  short  fingers  and  swollen  veins,  reached  up! 
clutching,  then  fell  limp  and  prone.  In  another  instant  it 
was  covered.  In  the  hold  of  the  "  Swanhilda  "  there  was 
no  movement  but  the  widening  ripples  that  spread  flow- 
ing from  the  ever-breaking,  ever-reforming  cone;  no 
sound,  but  the  rushing  of  the  Wheat  that  continued  to 
plunge  incessantly  from  the  iron  chute  in  a  prolonged 
roar,  persistent,  steady,  inevitable. 


* 


CONCLUSION 

tw?^"^'^'^ ''''^^"  '^''  °^''°"'  '^'  '^"'^^  «t  Port  Costa 
two  days  after  Presley  had  left  Bonneville  and  the 
ranches  and  made  her  way  up  to  San  Francisco,  anchor- 
ing .n  the  stream  oflF  the  City  front.  A  few  hours  after 
her  arnval,  Presley,  waiting  at  his  club,  received  a  de- 
spatch from  Cedarquist  to  the  eflfect  that  she  would  clear 
early  the  next  mommg  and  that  he  must  be  aboard  of 
her  before  midnight. 

rJ'  '""!.  '''i*'"""'''^  ^^^'<i  and  at  once  hurried  to 
Cedarquist  s  oifice  to  say  good-bye.  He  found  the  manu- 
facturer in  excellent  spirits. 

"What  do  you  think  of  Lyman  Derrick  now,  Pres- 
ley? he  said,  when  Presley  had  sat  down.  "  He's  in  the 
new  ^htics  with  a  vengeance,  isn't  he?  And  our  own 
dear  Railroad  openly  acknowledges  him  as  their  candi- 
date.   You've  heard  of  his  canvass  " 

buSb^i'.  ^"""^'  ^"^'^^-    "^^"'  "^  •'-^  •'■^ 
But  Cedarquist  was  full  of  another  idea:  his  new  ven- 

ture-the  organizing  of  a  line  of  clipper  wheat  ships  for 

^'^tl  ^"^  °"™tal  trade-was  prospering. 

The    Swanhilda  '  is  the  mother  of  the  fleet,  Pres     I 

had  to  buy  her  but  the  keel  of  her  sister  ship  will  be  laid 
by  the  time  she  discharges  at  Calcutta.  We'll  carry  our 
wheat  into  Asia  yet.  The  Anglo-Saxon  started  from  there 
at  the  beginning  of  everything  and  it's  manifest  destiny 
that  he  must  circle  the  globe  and  fetch  up  where  he  be- 
gan h,s  march.  You  are  up  with  procession,  Pres,  goine 
to  India  this  way  in  a  wheat  ship  that  flies  American 
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colours.    By  the  way,  do  you  know  where  the  money  is  to 
come  from  to  build  the  sister  ship  of  the  '  Swanhilda  '  ? 
Frcm  the  sale  of  the  plant  and  scrap  iron  of  the  Atlas 
Works.    Yes,  I've  given  it  up  definitely,  that  business. 
The  people  here  would  not  back  me  up.  But  I'm  working 
oflF  on  this  new  line  now.   It  may  break  me,  but  we'I!  try 
it  on.  You  know  the  '  Million  Dollar  Fair '  was  formally 
opened  yesterday.   There  is,"  he  added  with  a  wink,  "  a 
Midway  Pleasance  in  connection  with  the  thing.    Mrs. 
Cedarquist  and  our  friend  Hartrath  '  got  up  a  subscrip- 
tion '  to  construct  a  figure  of  California— heroic  size- 
out  of  dried  apricots.   I  assure  you,"  he  remarked  with 
prodigious  gravity,  "  it  is  a  real  work  of  art  and  quite 
a  '  feature '  of  the  Fair.    Well,  good  luck  to  you,  Pres. 
Write  to  me  from  Honolulu,  and  bon  voyage.    My  re- 
spects to  the  hungry  Hindoo.   Tell  him  '  we're  coming, 
Father  Abraham,  a  hundred  thousand  more.'    Tell  the 
men  of  the  East  to  look  out  for  the  men  of  the  West. 
The  irrepressible  Yank  is  knocking  at  the  doors  of  their 
temples  and  he  will  want  to  sell  'em  carpet-sweepers  for 
their  harems  and  electric  light  plants  for  their  temple 
shrines.  Good-bye  to  you." 
"  Good-bye,  sir." 

"  Get  fat  yourself  while  you're  about  it,  Presley,"  he 
observed,  as  the  two  stood  up  and  shook  hands. 

"  There  shouldn't  be  any  lack  of  food  on  a  wheat  ship. 
Bread  enough,  surely." 

"Little    monotonous,  though.    'Man   cannot   live   by 
bread  alone.'  Well,  you're  really  off.  Good-bye." 
"  Good-bye,  sir." 

And  as  Presley  issued  from  the  building  and  stepped 
out  into  the  street,  he  was  abruptly  aware  of  a  great 
wagon  shrouded  in  white  cloth,  inside  of  which  a  bass 
drum  was  being  furiously  beaten.  On  the  cloth,  in  great 
letters,  were  the  words : 
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"  Vote  for  Lyman  Derrick,  Regular  Republican  Nomi- 
nee for  Governor  of  California." 

*  *.  *  *      ■      •  • 

The  "  Swanhilda  "  lifted  and  rolled  slowly,  majestically 
on  the  ground  swell  of  the  Pacific,  the  water  hissing  and 
boiling  under  her  forefoot,  her  cordage  vibrating  an.l 
dronmg  in  the  steady  rush  of  the  trade  winds.  It  was 
drawing  towards  evening  and  her  lights  had  just  been 
set.  The  tr  a.ter  passed  Presley,  who  was  leaning  over 
remark -'^^^"^  *  cigarette,  and  paused  long  enough  to 

"The  land  yonder,  if  you  can  make  it  out,  is  Point 
Oordo  and  If  you  were  to  draw  a  line  from  our  position 
now  through  that  point  and  carry  it  on  about  a  hundred 
miles  further,  it  would  just  about  cross  Tulare  County 
not  very  far  from  where  you  used  to  live  " 

"I  see,"  answered  Presley,  "I  see.    Thanks.    I  am  glad 
.  to  know  that."  * 

The  master  passed  on,  and  Presley,  going  up  to  the 
_  quarter  deck,  looked  long  and  earnestly  at  the  faint  line 
of  mountains  that  showed  vague  and  bluish  above  the 
waste  of  tumbling  water. 

Those  we:e  the  mountains  of  the  Coast  range  and  be- 
yond them  was  what  once  had  been  hisVme.   Bonne- 
ville was  there,  and  Guadalajara  and  Los  Muertos  and 
guien  Sabe,  the  Mission  of  San  Juan,  the  Seed  ranch 
Annixters  desolated  home  and  Dyke's  ruined  hop-fields' 
Well  It  was  all  over  now,  that  terrible  drama  through 
which  he  had  lived.  Already  it  was  far  distant  from  him  ■ 
but  once  again  it  rose  in  his  memory,  portentous,  sombre, 
ineffaceable.    He  passed  it  all  in  review  from  the  day  of 
his  first  meeting  with  Vanamee  to  the  day  of  his  parting 
with  Hilma.   He  saw  it  all-the  great  sweep  of  country 
opening  to  view  from  the  summit  of  the  hills  at  the  head 
waters  of  Broderson's  Creek;  the  barn  dance  at  Annix- 
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ter's,  the  harness  room  with  its  jam  of  furious  men ;  the 
quiet  garden  of  the  Mission ;  Dyke's  house,  his  flight 
upon  the  engine,  his  brave  fight  in  the  chaparral ;  Ly- 
man Derrick  at  bay  in  the  dining-room  of  the  ranch 
house ;  the  rabbit  drive ;  the  fight  at  the  irrigating  ditch, 
the  shouting  mob  in  the  Bonneville  Opera  House. 

The  drama  was  over.  The  fight  of  Ranch  and  Rail- 
road had  been  wrought  out  to  its  dreadful  close.  It  was 
true,  as  Shelgrim  had  said,  that  forces  rather  than  men 
had  locked  horns  in  that  struggle,  but  for  all  that  the  - 
men  of  the  Ranch  and  not  the  men  of  the  Railroad  had 
suffered.  Into  the  prosperous  valley,  into  the  quiet  com- 
munity of  farmers,  that  galloping  monster,  that  terror 
of  steel  and  steam  had  burst,  shooting  athwart  the  hori- 
zons, flinging  the  echo  of  its  thunder  over  all  the  ranches 
of  the  valley,  leaving  blood  and  destruction  in  its  path. 

Yes,  the  Railroad  had  prevailed.  The  ranches  had  been 
seized  in  the  tentacles  of  the  octopus ;  the  iniquitous  bur- 
den of  extortionate  freight  rates  had  been  imposed  like  a 
yoke  of  iron.  The  monster  had  killed  Harran,  had  killed 
Osterman,  had  killed  Broderson,  had  killed  Hooven.  It 
had  beggared  Magnus  and  had  driven  him  to  a  state  of 
semi-insanity  after  he  had  wrecked  his  honour  in  the  vain 
attempt  to  do  Ivil  that  good  might  come.  It  had  enticed 
Lyman  into  its  toils  to  pluck  fiom  him  his  manhood  and 
his  honesty,  corrupting  him  and  poisoning  him  beyond 
redemption;  it  had  hounded  Dyke  from  his  legitimate 
employment  and  had  made  of  him  a  highwayman  and 
criminal.  It  had  cast  forth  Mrs.  Hooven  to  starve  to 
death  upon  the  City  streets.  It  had  driven  Minna  to  pros- 
titution. It  had  slain  Annixter  at  the  very  moment  when 
painfully  and  manfully  he  had  at  last  achieved  his  own 
salvation  and  stood  forth  resolved  to  do  right,  to  act  un- 
selfishly and  to  live  for  others.  It  had  widowed  Hilma 
in  the  very  dawn  of  her  happiness.  It  had  killed  the  very 
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babe  wit-in  the  mother's  womb,  strangling  life  ere  yet  it 
had  been  born,  stamping  out  the  spark  ordained  byU 
to  bum  through  all  eternity.  ^ 

What  then  was  left  ?  Was  there  no  hooe,  no  outlook  for 

Was  ev,l  thus  tD  be  strong  and  to  prevail?  Was  nothing 
Then  suddenly  Vanamee's  words  came  back  to  hi, 

zlt':l7T  '^^^^^  ^'^-'  -"^^  --^-^  th 

greatest  good  to  the  greatest  numbers?    What  was  the 

n  the""?  J'^"■"'^  "•'"'^  ^'=^'"-'  °"'y  he  behe  d  > 
In  the  end,  the  ultimate,  final  end  of  all,  what  was  left' 

a^b^::  u^Siier ''""' ''' "'-  -'-^'^''  —J: 

Men-motes  in  the  sunshine-perished,  were  shot 
down  m  the  very  noon  of  life,  hearts  were  broken  £ 
ch.  dren  started  in  life  lamentably  handicapped T^oLng 
girls  were  brought  to  a  life  of  shame;  old  women  died 
m  the  heart  of  life  for  lack  of  food.  In  hat  li~ola  ed 

rr:ii?rfi;r  ^'  "^-'  ^-'^'  -^  -^^^ 

But  the  Wheat  remained.     Untouched,  unassailable 

undeiiled,  that  mighty  world-force,  that  nourish      of  na 

.ons.  wrapped  in  Nirvanic  calm,  indifferent  to  the  human 

^arm    pgantic,   resistless,  moved  onward    n   its  a^ 

pomted  grooves.  Through  the  welter  of  blood  a"  the  i^^ 

Shron  ;f '°"^'  ''''  ^'^^'"  -^'-'ty  -d  shallow  ph - 
lanthropy  of  famme  relief  committees,  the  great  harvest 
of  Los  Muertos  rolled  like  a  flood  from  t^  Sierrll  to 
the  Himalayas  to  feed  thousands  of  starving  scarecrows 
on  the  barren  plains  of  India  =>i-irecrows 

of!vlmhiLt';  '"T''".  '""^  °PP^«^'°"  ■■"  the  end 
Of  everythmg  fade  and  vanish  away.  Greed,  cruelty  sel- 
fishness, and  mhumanity  are  short-lived;  the  ind  vidual 
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suffers,  but  the  race  goes  on.  Annixter  dies,  b-t  in  a  far 
distant  comer  of  the  world  a  thousand  lives  are  sav^ 
The  larger  v.ew  always  and  through  all  shams,  all" 
wickednesses,  discovers  the  Truth  that  will,  in  the  end 

Ser^fo'r  g!^:"^^'  '""'^'  *"-^^^'^'  ^^^^^-'^  -«'' 
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